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PREFACE 


Present Tense, originally published in three vol- 
umes, appears now in a single volume. The revision involves much more 
than change of format. Selections carried over from the first edition have 
had to meet two tests: the test of classroom usefulness, as reported by 
teachers; and the test of contemporaneousness, as determined by the course 
of events. Many of the selections have a timeless relevance and so they have 
been kept; others were significant only for their own time and have been 
replaced. Much of the material, especially m Section VI, Portrait of a World, 
is new. 

Fully recognizing the war as the pivotal phenomenon of our time, we 
have tried to see it in perspective, to place it in proportion to other great 
turning points of history. This is not to agree with Bernard Shaw that the 
war is merely a bubble on the froth of history, but to take it as a tragic 
interruption of the normal, healthy ways of peace. 

• This book IS, then, in large part, a rcassertion of those ideas and con- 
victions which, m time of peace, we are all too ready to take for granted but 
which, in time of war, we are quick to defend. What we would defend we 
must justify. What we would justify we must understand. 

Present Tense is a survey of contemporary ideas as interpreted by a 
number of the best minds of our time. What they have to say is of present 
and immediate interest to the generation which will use this book. Present 
Tense takes account of the needs of men and women returning from mili- 
tary service who will ask of the colleges the means for rebuilding their 
philosophies. Fully aware of the defects in our social structure, it stresses the 
better impulses of the present and encourages a hopeful outlook upon the 
future. 

The arrangement of material, as described hereafter in the Foreword, 
has been simplified. Introductions to the seven sections, designed to orient 
the reader to their general meaning and direction, are new or largely 
rewritten. The notes which precede the selections are rewritten, too, with 
the purpose of bringing out the sequence of ideas which has dictated their 
arrangement. The overall purpose has been to make a readable, human, 
stimulating, integrated collection of living literature. 

In so far as it achieves this purpose the book should promote the student’s 
powers of self-expression. The’best teacher of composition is helpless before 
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the student who has nothing to say. Soraeumes this want of ideas arises 
from the feeling that it is not worth while to have any ideas. Confronted in 
these pages by the provocative features of his own time, the student should 
find that he has something to say after all. 

Furthermore, as a preliminary to composition, reading is essential. As we 
learn to talk by hearing other people talk, so do we learn to write by reading 
what other people write. As matter for the student’s unconscious assimila- 
tion, these specimens represent modern wriung at its best, writing marked 
by that sincerity and directness which is the special virtue of the modern arts. 

Theme assignments, loosely related to the readings, have been added at 
the end of this edition. Unlike the conventional lists of topics, these assign- 
ments are stated with sufficient fullness so that the student has a real situation 
or problem to work on. 

So far as practicable, complete selections or self-sufficient units have been 
chosen. The several forms of writing have not been segregated. Prose and 
verse — ^fiction, biography, lyric, drama — every field is presented in an order 
apparently casual but actually planned to follow a natural sequence of ideas. 
For the teacher of the types course, whose first concern must be form, an 
alternative table of contents by types has been provided on page x. 

1 gratefully acknowledge the co-operation of authors and publishers who 
have permitted the use of copyrighted material; of the staff of the Providence 
Athenaeum; of Professor Newman B. Birk of Tufts College, who fir^t 
prompted this revision; and of the many teachers whose experiences with 
Present Tense have guided the making of a new edition. Deepest is my 
appreciation for the good judgment of my wife, Elizabeth Duryea Brown, 
who has been an ever present help in the resolution of critical questions. 

S. B. 
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FOREWORD 


“NO man is an Hand, intire of it selfe; every man 
is a peece of the Continent, a part of the maine; if a Clod bee washed away 
by the Sea, Europe is the Icsse, as well as if a Promontorie were, as well as Lf 
a Mannor of thy fnends or of thine own were; any mans death diminishes 
me, because I am involved in Manl^tnde; And therefore never send to know 
for whom the bell tolls; It tolls for thee.” 

So John Donne long ago described the way m which the one, sharing 
the experiences of the many, is "involved in mankind.” So the reader of this 
book, sharing the experiences of many writers, will discover that their 
stories are his own, that the many and the one are identical. Here you 
have the life of a man, a woman — & pilgrim on a progress through a world 
he never made but which he seeks to understand — and the tense is present. 

In this book we have a chance to look upon some seven aspects of the 
life of Everyman : his youth and schooling, his marriage and home making, 
his work, his play, his citizenship in the nation, his larger citizenship in the 
world, and his final judgment on it all — ^“the last of life, for which the first 
was made.” Here, if you like, is a new Seven Ages presented page by page 
in steady growth, from the child wrapped in his own concerns to the mature 
mind fixed upon the everlasting questions of our race. 

Between the beginning and the end we shall find ourselves involved in 
that mingling of bravery and beastliness, of ecstasy and bitterness, which, in 
our prouder moments, we call civilization. But we make a grievous error 
if we measure bad and good on the same scale. The good, in the long run, 
has a way of surviving. The true values are permanent, however the world 
may batter or ignore them. The poems of Athens outlive the spears of 
Sparta. 

In the long run ... it is a needed reassurance in our time. It means 
that we see the present in the light of pasTand future. We live in the present, 
are most immediately concerned with it, but we see it as no more than it 
is: a point at which the future instantly and mysteriously becomes the past, 
“the still point of the turning world.” In the long run ... it means the 
perspective of the educated mind which secs history as a cavalcade of events 
which is all eternity in passing a given pomt. Some minds are short-run 
minds, easily cast down. Some minds are long-run mmds, indillerent to 
despair. The intelhgcnt man or woman will not allow his mind to stop in 
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the short-run present but will be constantly projecting it into the long-run 
future. In appraising human behavior, he will ask, “What is this act worth — 
in the long run.’’” 

In the following pages we shall try to reach some long-run judgments 
about humanity. What values may we find that hold true through the 
thick and thin of experience^ Are there enough true values here to justify 
a faith in life? Man lives his life but once. What is it worth, ultimately? We 
all know that it has its darker aspects, disloyalty and hate and cowardice 
and cruelty. But we cheat ourselves of our birthright of courage if we fail 
to give due weight to faith and love and charitableness. These qualities we 
^all find again and yet again m the profound and universal experiences of 
life, experiences which fill the essays, stones, poems, and plays of the ensu- 
ing pages. 



I. FIRST PERSON SINGULAR 


WE begin at the beginning. Out of mystery man 
appears. Present tense, first person singular — I am. But who am I.? What is 
this Me that so insistently declares its identity, that straddles every page of 
the book of life^ In our present questioning is the echo of all the askers 
who have gone before us. We will not be satisfied by the sound of our own 
voices. To the men and women of a scientific age there is no such thing 
as the Unknowable, there is only the Unknown. 

But for a little blessed space of years, no doubts assail the child. He 
accepts his personality as he accepts the universe, in fact the two arc much 
the same thing. About his ego revolve the stars in their courses; for his 
delight the sun rises and sets. For the universe is an exceedingly pleasant 
place, a place of games and devices, of impulses and dreams. 

Already in your college years you are beginning to look back to your 
childhood with the wistfulness of age remembering youth. These things 
arc relative. You don’t have to be old to know that memory is one of the 
best things life affords. In memory the events of childhood stand out with 
special distinctness despite the romantic trappings with which we adorn 
them. These, of all memories, we would least readily let go. “In a world 
that IS old and cold and bright with frost and stars, bliss is a little thing 
like a spark in the night, and the cozy and quiet folk are few — rabbits in 
their burrows, birds in their nests, and children in their beds. If one could 
draw a magic circle around their ‘infant joy’ and keep it young forever! 
. . . Who could desire to be very great that had the choice of being very 
little?” 

How fragile yet immortal arc these first years — this has been the burden 
of many a poet’s song. The first chapters of an autobiography arc usually 
the happiest. A man remembers the boyhood he used to know as the best 
that life had to give. Then the good moment goes. 

Presently the time arrives when a child is suddenly conscious of the 
world outside himself, of the shapes of things in that world of reality. He 
may even, for an adolescent moment, think himself in love with another 
being. But this is passing fancy. The main business of his increasing years 
is still singular — the education of the self, a lonely business, after all. 

And now here is college. All the values of youth are heightened and 
sharpened. If you are lucky you begin to see what it is all about, this process 
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4 FIRST PERSON SINGULAR 

of living — ^how the present has grown out of the past and how the future 
IS growing out of the present. Qillege means many things to many minds, 
but to all it can mean this: a favored period when the main concern of 
earning a living can be postponed and a man or woman can adjust himself 
to the universe. Just outside the college gates is the world of things, where 
force wars against spirit. Within the college gates is the world of ideas, so 
protected from conflict that it is ever in danger of turning into a world of 
dreams. However much college life may once have encouraged the retreat 
from reality, it can no longer afford such a luxury. Today’s student cannot 
forget that the true end of study is acuon. “Good thoughts,” wrote Bacon, 
“are httle better than good dreams except they be put in action.” Education 
can only give you the ideas, facts, tools for living. Bit by bit you fit the 
pieces into the pattern of your future. Word by word you lay up the affirma- 
tions of wise men to overcome the denials of a lifetime. Day by day you 
build a long-run world in which action is sustained by knowledge. For 
action without knowledge lacks direction, just as knowledge without action 
lacks purpose. 

College is a brief space of privilege when the outside world says to you, 
“Here, we’ll leave you alone until you find yourself. Here is leisure to grow 
in. In God’s name, make the most of it I” 


E. B. White 

E. B. White (i8gg- ) was bom in Mount Vernon, New Yor\, and 
was educated at Cornell University, He joined the staff of The New 
Yorker shortly after it was founded and for ten years contributed the 
miniature essays called "Tal\ of the Town." In 1938 a growing distrust 
of city life, with its neuroses, its false values, its worship of speed and 
hardness and glitter, drove him to abandon the metropolis he had so 
ably interpreted and move to a farm in Maine. His subsequent adven- 
tures on the soil have been told from time to time in essays' marXed by 
an unpretentious elegance and a disarming humor. In spite of the third 
personal pronoun, the spirit of the f Mowing essay is clearly first person 
singular. This is, liter cdly, a personal essay. 


A BOY I KNEW 

1 AM quite sure that the character I’m least likely 
to forget is a boy I grew up with and nowadays see little of. I keep thinking 
about him. Once in a while I catch sight of him — down a lane, or just 
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coming out of a men’s washroom. Sometimes I will be gazing absently at 
my own son, now nine years old, and there in his stead ^is other boy will 
be, blindingly familiar yet wholly dreamlike and unapproachable. Although 
he enjoys a somewhat doubtful corporahty, and occurs only occasionally, 
hke a stitch m the side, without him I should indeed be lost. He is the boy 
that once was me. 

The most memorable character in any man’s life, and often the most 
inspiring, is the lad that once he was. I certainly can never forget him, and, 
at rare intervals when his trail crosses mine, the conjunction fills me with 
elation. Once, quite a while ago, I wrote a few verses which I put away in 
a folder to ripen. With the reader’s kmd permission I will exhume these 
lines now, because they explain briefly what I am gettmg at: 

In the sudden mirror m the hall 
I saw not my own self at all, 

I saw a most familiar face* 

My father stood there in my place. 

Returning, in the hall lamp’s glare. 

My own surprised and watery stare. 

In thirty years my son shall see 
Not himself standing there, but me. 

This bitter substitution, or transmigration, one generation with another, 
must be an experience which has disturbed men from the beginning of time. 
There comes a moment when you discover yourself in your father’s shoes, 
saying his say, putting on his act, even lookmg as he looked;, and in that 
moment everything is changed, because if you are your father, then your 
son must be you. Or something like that — it’s never quite clear. But any- 
way you begin to think of this early or original self as someone apart, a 
separate character, not someone you once were but someone you once knew. 

I remember once taking an overnight journey with my son in a Pull- 
man compartment. He slept in the lower berth, handy to the instrument 
panel containmg fan and light controls; I slept in the upper. Early in the 
mornmg I awoke and from my vantage point looked down. My boy had 
raised the shade a few inches and was mgesting the moving world. In that 
instant I encountered my unforgettable former self: it seemed as though it 
were I who was down there in the lower berth looking out of the train 
window just as the sky was growing light, absorbing the incredible wonder 
of Helds, houses, bakery trucks, the before-breakfast world, tasting the sweet- 
ness and scariness of things seen and only half understood — the train pene- 
trating the morning, the child penetrating the meaning of the morning and 
of the future. To this child the future was always like a high pasture, a little 
frightemng, full of herds of steers and of intimations of wider prospects, 
of trysts with fate, of vague passionate culminations and the nearness to sky 
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and to groves, of juniper smells and sweet-fern m a broiling noon sun. The 
future was one devil of a fine place, but it was a long while on the way. 

This boy (I mean the one I can’t forget) had a good effect on me. He 
was a cyclist and an early riser. Although grotesque in action, he was of 
noble design. He lived a life of enchantment; virtually everything he saw 
and heard was being seen and heard by him for the first time, so he gave it 
his whole attention. He took advantage of any slight elevation of ground 
or of spirit, and if there was a fence going his way, he mounted it and 
escaped the commonplace by a matter of four feet. I discovered in his com- 
pany the satisfactions of life’s interminable quest; he was always looking for 
something that had no name and no whereabouts, and not finding it. He 
either knew instinctively or he soon found out that seeking was more in- 
structive than finding, that journeys were more rewarding than destinations. 
(I picked up a little of that from him, and have found it of some use ) 

He was saddled with an unusual number of worries, it seems to me, 
but faith underlay them — a faith nourished by the natural world rather than 
by the supernatural or the spiritual. There was a lake, and at the water’s 
edge a granite rock upholstered with hchen. This was his pew, and the 
sermon went on forever. 

He traveled light, so that he was always ready for a change of pace or 
of direction and was in a position to explore any opportunity and become 
a part of any situation, unhampered. He spent an appalling amount of time 
in a semidormant state on curbstones, pier-heads, moles, strmgpieces, car- 
riage blocks, and porch steps, absorbmg the anecdotes, logic and technique 
of artisans. He would travel miles to oversee a new piece of construction. 

I remember this boy with affection, and feel no embarrassment in 
ideahzmg him. He himself was an idealist of shocking proportions. He 
had a fine capacity for melancholy and the gift of sadness. I never knew 
anybody on whose spirit the weather had such a devastating effect. A shift 
of wind, or of mood, could wither him. There would be times when a 
dismal sky conspired with a forlorn side street to create a moment of such 
profound bitterness that the world’s accumulated sorrow seemed to gather 
in a solid lump in his heart. The appearance of a coasting hill softening in 
a thaw, the look of backyards along the railroad tracks on hot afternoons, 
the faces of people in trolley cars on Sunday— -these could and did engulf 
him in a vast wave of depression. He dreaded Sunday afternoon because it 
had been deliberately written in a minor key. 

He dreaded Sunday also because it was the day he spent worrying about 
going back to school on Monday. School was consistently frightening, not 
so much in realization as in anticipation. He went to school for sixteen years 
and was uneasy and full of dread the entire time— sixteen years of worry- 
ing that he would be called upon to speak a piece in the assembly hall. It 
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was an amazing test of human fortitude. Every term was a nightmare of 
suspense. 

The fear he had of making a pubhc appearance on,a platform seemed 
to find a perverse compensation, for he made frequent voluntary appear- 
ances in natural amphitheaters before hostile audiences, addressmg himself 
to squalls and thunderstorms, rain and darkness, alone in rented canoes. His 
survival is something of a mystery, as he was neither very expert nor very 
strong. Fighting natural disturbances was the only sort of fighting he en- 
joyed. He would run five blocks to escape a boy who was after him, but 
he would stand up to any amount of punishment from the elements. He 
swam from the rocks of Hunter’s Island, often at night, making his way 
there alone and afraid along the rough, dark trail from the end of the bridge 
(where the house was where they sold pie) up the hill and through the 
silent woods and across the marsh to the rocks. He hated bathing beaches 
and the smell of bathhouses, and would go to any amount of trouble to 
avoid the pollution of undressing in a stall. 

This boy felt for animals a kinship he never felt for people. Against 
considerable opposition and with woefully inadequate equipment, he man- 
aged to provide himself with animals, so that he would never be without 
something to tend. He kept pigeons, dogs, snakes, polhwogs, turtles, rabbits, 
lizards, singing birds, chameleons, caterpillars and mice. The total number 
of hours he spent just standmg watching animals, or refilling their water 
pans, would be impossible to estimate; and it would be hard to say what 
he got out of It. In spring he felt a sympathetic vibration with earth’s renas- 
cence, and set a hen. He always seemed to be under some strange compul- 
sion to assist the processes of incubation and germination, as though with- 
out him they might fail and the earth grow old and die. To him a miracle 
was essentially egg-shaped. (It occurs to me that his faith in animals has 
been justified by events of recent years: animals, by comparison with men, 
seem to have been conducting themselves with poise and dignity.) 

In love he was unexcelled. His whole existence was a poem of tender 
and heroic adoration. He harbored delusions of perfection, and with con- 
summate skill managed to weave the opposite sex into them, while keeping 
his distance. His search for beauty was always vaguely identified with his 
search for the ideal of love, and took him into districts which he would 
otherwise never have visited. Though I seldom see him these days, when I 
do I notice he still wears that grave inquiring expression as he peers into 
the faces of passers-by, convinced that some day he will find there the answer 
to his insistent question. 

As I say, I feel no embarrassment in describing this character, because 
there is nothing personal in it— I have rather lost track of him and he has 
escaped me and is just a strange haunung memory, like the memory of 
love. I do not consider him in any way unusual or special; he was quite 
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ordinary and had all the standard defects. They seem unimportant. It was 
his splendor that matters— the unforgettable splendor. No wonder I feel 
queer when I run^into him. I guess all men do. 


William Alexander Percy 

Willtam Alexander Percy (188^-1^42) was born, lived, and died tn 
Greenville, Mississippi. Lanterns on the Levee, published a month before 
his death, is the stoiy of hts life. Although he was never strong m body. 
Will Peicy had a will that carried him through the University of the 
South and Harvard Law School, made him a Captain in World War I, 
led him to campaign for his father, a United States Senator, against the 
forces of the Klan, and made him dictator of flood relief when disaster 
struc\ hts community Author of four booths of distinguished verse, he 
yet found time to operate a model plantation of j,ooo acres. His auto- 
biography has made its way by the quiet distinction of its style and the 
inner flame of its writer’s integiity Mere and Pere, referred to below, 
were his mother’s parents, natives of New Orleans. 


PLAYMATES 

ANY little boy who was not raised with little 
Negro children might just as well not have been raised at all My first boon- 
companion was Skillet, the small dark son of Mere’s cook. He was the best 
crawfisher In the world and I was next. Instead of closed sewers our town 
had open ditches, which after an overflow swarmed with crawfish, small 
clear ones, quite shrimp-like, whose unexpected backward agility saved them 
from any except the most skilful hands, and large red ones, surly and whis- 
kered, with 'a startling resemblance to the red-nosed old reprobates you saw 
around the saloons when you were looking for tobacco tags in the sawdust. 
When these rared back and held their claws wide apart. Skillet said they 
were saying* “Swear to God, white folks, I ain’t got no tail” Theoretically 
It was for their tails that we hunted them, because when boiled and seasoned 
and prayed over they made that thick miraculous pink soup you never expe- 
rience unless you have French blood in the family or unless you dine at 
Prunier’s. Of course anyone could catch crawfish with a -string and a lump 
of bacon, and anyone knows their family life is passed in holes, like snake- 
holes, from which they must be lured; but who except Skillet had ever 
observed that a hollow bone lying on the bottom of a ditch is bound to be 
occupied by one.^ Maybe he sat there as in a summerhouse thinking or 
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In love he was unexcelled. His whole existence was a poem of tender 
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summate skill managed to weave the opposite sex into them, while keeping 
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ordinary and had all the standard defects. They seem unijnportant. It was 
his splendor that matters — ^the unforgettable splendor. No wonder I feel 
queer when I run into him. I guess all men do. 


William Alexander Percy 

William Alexander Percy (188^-1^42) was born, lived, and died in 
Greenville, Mississippi Lanterns on the Levee, published a month before 
his death, is the story of his life. Although he was never strong in body. 
Will Percy had a will that carried him through the University of the 
South and Harvard Law School, made him a Captain in World War I, 
led him to campaign for his father, a United States Senator, against the 
forces of the Klan, and made him dictator of flood relief when disaster 
struc\ his community. Author of four booths of distinguished verse, he 
yet found time to operate a model plantation of 5,000 acres. His auto- 
biography has made its way by the quiet distinction of its style and the 
inner flame of its writei’s integrity Mere and Pire, referred to below, 
were hts mother's parents, natives of New Orleans, 


PLAYMATES 

ANY little boy who was not raised with little 
Negro children might just as well not have been raised at all. My first boon- 
companion was Skillet, the small dark son of Mere’s cook. He was the best 
crawfisher in the world and I was next. Instead of closed sewers our town 
had open ditches, which after an overflow swarmed with crawfish, small 
clear ones, quite shrimp-likc, whose unexpected backward agility saved them 
from any except the most skilful hands, and large red ones, surly and whis- 
kered, with a startling resemblance to the red-nosed old reprobates you saw 
around the saloons when you were lookmg for tobacco tags in the sawdust. 
When these rared back and held their claws wide apart. Skillet said they 
were saying; “Swear to God, white folks, I ain’t got no tail.” Theoretically 
It was for their tails that we hunted them, because when boiled and seasoned 
and prayed over they made that thick miraculous pink soup you never expe- 
rience unless you have French blood in the family or unless you dine at 
Prunier’s. Of course anyone could patch crawfish with a string and a lump 
of bacon, and anyone knows their family life is passed in holes, like snake- 
holes, from which they must be lured; but who except Skillet had ever 
observed that a hollow bone lying on the bottom of a ditch is bound to be 
occupied by one'’ Maybe he sat there as m a summerhouse thinking or 
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catching a nap or saying to himself: “These boys will never think of this.” 
If you waded up noiselessly and clapped both hands suddenly and simul- 
taneously over both ends of the bone, he was yours and went into the bucket 
outraged and blowmg bubbles, nothmg appeased that his high destmy was 
to contribute his bit to a bisque d’^revisses. 

Skillet’s sister Martha was a virago. Like Goneril she never reformed 
and so kept the plot boiling. She constantly threatened to do away with our 
crawfish in some loW diabolical manner. This led to a painful incident. After 
an especially successful day we decided to hide from Martha our water- 
bucket brim-full of the simmering live catch and chose for that purpose an 
obscure corner behind the bookcase in Mere’s parlor. Black fate decreed that 
on that very night Mere should give what was called a soir^. Now, the 
parlor was the hallowed place to receive guests, gay and beribboned and with 
splendid bustles. Fruit punch seemed to make them as lively as cocktails do 
now (I think Pere spiked it). Mrs. Holland sang the Jewel Song from Faust 
and as an encore “Three Little Pigs Went to Market.” Everyone said she 
should have joined the New Orleans Opera instead of marrying Mr, Hol- 
land, as obviously she would have had a succes fou in Mtgnon or L'Afrtcatne, 
but Mother insisted she was a natural comedienne and would have been irre- 
sistible in Orphee aux Enfers or Les Cloches de Cornet/tile. Then someone 
began playing dance music, which, if I recollect accurately, was as enticing 
and stimulating as the radio, but in a nice way, and without interpolations 
concerning liver pills and tooth paste. After the dancing, Mother and Mr. 
Harry Ball were to have sung a duet — they had “parlor voices, but sweet” — 
and It may have been sung, but I was not destined to hear it. At that mo- 
ment a ladylike scream stopped the music and threw the gathering into con- 
sternation. Mrs. Holland had stepped on a large red crawfish in the. attitude 
of “Swear to God, white folks.” It made a crunchy sound. Another was dis- 
covered and another; they were all over the place. Mere was indignant, but 
Mother, though she retired me hastily, and m bad odor, really wanted to 
laugh. Skillet and I were in disgrace; Martha — need I say? — escaped un- 
scathed. 

Crawfishing was not Skillet’s only excellence. As a conversationalist he 
outdistanced any white child in inventiveness, absurdity, and geniality. In 
Mere’s back yard we would sit in a row-boat, a relic of the last overflow, and 
for hours ply imaginary oars toward an imaginary land that we described 
and embellished as we approached These voyages afforded endless oppor- 
tunity for discussions. One in particular drifts back to me .across long years. 
It was one of those still, hot days when earth things he tranced at the 
bottom of a deep sea of summer sun. We were resting on our oars at the 
moment. Far, far up buzzards circled dreamily, their black wings motion- 
less, tilting, banking, coasting in wide arcs, somnambulistic symbols of the 
drowse and delight of deep summer. Watching them. Skillet observed in 
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a singsong: “If they was to ever li^t, the world would burn up.” As die 
birds seemed fixed at their vast altitude, this was a safe prophecy. But I was 
skeptical, as could have been expected of any horrid httle white realist. 
Skillet, though, was so eloquent m ating reasons and authorides that my 
disbelief weakened and by degrees I was convinced, for the old excellent 
reason that I wanted to be. As we watched, the buzzards, '•careening and 
narrowing their circles, began to descend. It was exciting to see them dr<^ 
lower and lower and to think what might happen. At last we could discern 
their horrible necks and heads. Skillet rose m a kind of ecstasy, thrusting 
out his arms, flexmg his knees, and chantmg; “Don’t let ’em light, God, 
don’t let ’em light.” The flames of a consuming world were practically 
around us Only the fire music as it came to Mime about the time Siegfried 
rushed in with the bear could have expressed our abject and delicious terror. 
They were hovering over our own back yard and, last touch of horror, 
there lay one of Mere’s chickens dead — indeed, more than dead — their target, 
stark and untidy on the crust of the earth so unconcerned and so doomed. 
One of the ghastly creatures suddenly rocked, flapped its wings, and settled 
down awkwardly on the fence between us and the Fergusons’. “Look, I 
told you so, the world didn’t burn up,” I almost sobbed, torn between relief 
and disappointment. “He lit on a fence. He ain’t never teched the ground,” 
whispered Skillet. The buzzard gave an ungainly bound and landed on the 
too, too solid earth. “Look,” I wailed. “He lit on a chip,” Skillet observed 
affably. I was outraged. 

Calling to mind with gratitude those to whom we are indebted on Our 
journey is not only a sort of piety, but one of the few pleasures that endure 
without loss of luster to the end. I like to imagine that Skillet is not in jail 
or dead, but that he lords it in a Pullman car or pulpit, or perhaps has a 
farm of his own and many little crawfishers — ^in fine, that the swooping dark 
wings continue for him to light on a chip. He is all my memory records of 
what must have been long months of my childhood; all others it seems were 
lay figures. 

Equally treasurable were Amelia’s children on Aunt Nana’s farm in 
Virginia, where I was deposited so many summers. I don’t remember the 
house well except that it was square, airy, and very old, with a corridor be- 
hind leading to the kitchen, storerooms, and Amelia’s sleeping-quarters; 
the old furniture and woodwork made no impression whatever. All around 
were cornfields and dabs of woods, and a few hundred yards in front the 
small cool river. I must have seen it ram there often, but like a sun-dial I 
remember only sunlight, acres and acres of it: sometimes merely pale and 
fresh and still on the pasture; or heavy like a great depth of blue sea-water 
on the undulating rows of corn, which, tired of the weight, sagged limply; 
or in splotches and scarves and sudden widths of glitter on the river; or, 
best, early in the morning, when it slanted m long gray panels through the 
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orchard and barely silvered the small yellow pears with a sweat of cold dew 
on them and dew on the grass where they lay. Quantities of little wiggly 
paths, cow-paths likely, meandered everywhere and nowhere, bordered by 
straggling colonies of tawny lilies and bushes of pokeberry, indispensable 
for war-paint on our Indian days. They too were sunny, but managed to 
make every patch of shade a port of call, and two of them met in the little 
wood where an old fox-grape vine with the kindliness and humor of old age 
crooked' one arm into a perfect swing. The swing itself would be in shadow, 
of the breezy arrowy kind, all shreds and patches on you as you swung 
through It, but you looked out from under the branches across all that shin- 
ing clearness that lay on the fields and the aspen woodland to the old house 
far off to the left, and you knew you needed nothing else. When your peace 
IS without grayness, it comes seldom and does not stay long; some are still 
hunting for it and some are trying to find it again, but know they won’t. 

At Aunt Nana’s there were so many fascinating spots you couldn’t 
make the round of them in a week, and all of them smelled good. The dairy, 
round, with thick walls and no wmdows, where the crocks of milk and 
clabber and cream stood in live sprmg-water, smelled colcLand slightly sour. 
The corn-bin had a warm yellow smell like a loaf of bread at the moment 
Amelia opened the oven and pawed it out with the edge of her apron. The 
barn, from the pile of manure in front (which Pire said Uncle George was 
too lazy to scatter over the fields, and it was beautiful manure) to the stalls, 
soggy with corn-shucks and urine, had an exciting smell, like autumn, but 
the smell was definitely good. Of course the kitchen was so full of things 
to whiff and sniff and inhale with eyes closed that you could stay there all 
day, only you were always being shooed out, on lucky occasions with the 
batter 'bowl to lick. The best smell, however, was undoubtedly at the mill. 
That mill was none of your modern contraptions, spotless and intricate and 
unintelligible. You saw how it worked when it worked, which was occa- 
sionally. There was the dam, and the mill-pond above and behind it; there 
was the huge water-wheel which sloshed and turned when the sluice was 
opened; there were the great millstones, likely the very ones th^ods used 
to use, between which the corn filtered to its golden doom; an^here was 
the miller, a bit sweaty and covered with a lovely creamy dust of meal, espe- 
cially his eyebrows and mustache. Sometimes I was allowed to ride behind 
Reuben when he took a sack of corn to be ground. We would wait till the 
resulting sack of meal was ready to be put over the pommel and jogged 
home to Amelia, by her to be manipulated into corn-pones of unspeakable 
crunchiness and savor. The meal would be still damp and warm when 
turned over to us, and it was hard not to eat it raw, like chickens, so rich 
and sweet and really fundamental it smelled. 

Reuben was too old to be interesting, perhaps eighteen, but Amelia’s 
children — Ligey, Martha, Cora, Friday, and a few more I’ve forgotten — 
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were exactly the right ages. They seem to have arrived precisely a year apart 
and all were dark, but some were darker, and no two of them looked alike. 
I often wondered who and where their father was, and once put the ques- 
tion to Aunt Nana, but she developed one of those httle attacks of hurry 
and said, as well as I could gather, he was a travelmg man. However, it must 
have been a Bne father or set of fathers, because they were Hne children 
and as playmates perfection. Small satyrs and fauns could not have been 
more instructive or resourceful or absurd. 

We harried the hillsides for arrow-heads and found many splendid ones — 
training I found invaluable years later when between showers I hunted sea- 
shells in Bora-Bora. Sometimes we spent days on end in full flight from a 
murderous band of gypsies. Cora’s cries on one occasion when she was 
almost captured were so blood-curdlmg we rushed off down the road and 
abandoned her to her fate, quite forgetting the plot she furthered with such 
histrionic fervor. Friday had a genius for discovering hornet-nests. Silvery 
and rather Burmese in design, one would be hanging on a tree conveniently 
low, Its irascible inmates in a stew and a lather, storming in and out. Led 
by Friday, we would approach as near as we dared and let fly our barrage 
against the patiently built castle of the poor earnest insects. But they, un- 
advised of the other<hcek doctrine we have so long been beseeching one 
another to follow, would sally forth in the best modern echelon formation, 
armed to the tip, and we, sounding precipitate and individual retreat, would 
scatter yowling. If someone was not badly stung, to be borne lamenting 
loudly to Amelia’s soda and scarifying invective, it was a disappointing 
adventure. 

In our milder moods the river was a favorite haunt. It was the right 
sort of river. With the dam closed, it could be waded and was all pools and 
trickles and slimy shelving rocks. Although not scorning such lesser quarry 
as eels, leeches, water-snakes, and frogs, our constant ambition was to dis- 
cover a giant sturgeon This ambition was unlikely but not impossible of 
fulfillment, because one had found its way into our river as a result of the 
Johnstown flood and we had seen it with our own eyes hanging from the 
ceiling of the tool-house, its tail sweeping the 'floor, glittering in the lamp- 
light, magnificent even in death. We noticed when it was split open that 
with just a little more room Jonah could have sat inside. We discussed this 
and kindred issues for days afterwards. 

During one of these theological sessions I swallowed a persimmon seed. 
Doctors had recently discovered appendicitis, attributed it to the swallowing 
of a seed, and considered it fatal. Solemn with this medical erudition, I 
explamed the grisly situation and announced my approaching demise. All 
accepted the news with delight and prepared for the end. I lay on the ground 
and my faithful retainers knelt around me, in the manner of sundry ver- 
sions of the Assumption of the Virgin. I closed my eyes, and fervent prayers 
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rose loudly. Nothing happened. Nothing ever did happen. Reviving was 
undignified and bitterly disappointing to all concerned. As a corpse I was 
a fiasco, but as mourners my colored entourage displayed genius. Racially 
they are the best diers in the world anyway: they put more force and enthu' 
siasm into the scene, being seriously aware it is the climax of the show, their 
curtain. If Friday had swallowed my persimmon seed, he would beyond 
question have died outright and to perfection, although it’s a role one can’t 
rehearse. 

So many things to do and each summer so short. To chase rats in the 
barn, a dangerous and slightly sickening enterprise; to teach the kitten to 
play circus (our cats were Manx, with stubs for tails and bouncmg rabbit 
motions) ; to climb the roof of the corridor and watch the ducks file out to 
the pond, cracking dry mirthless jokes to one another and sometimes laying 
an egg, shamelessly and without stopping, on the bare ground with no 
thought of a nest; to be allowed to help with the cider press where all the 
apples with a rotten spot, those claimed and contended for by the yellow- 
jackets, disappeared into the hopper and gushed out the sides in a seethe 
of bubbly brown liquor, fit for Ceres; to hunt in the mold of the wood-pile 
for the turquoise bits that were fox-fire and find instead a land-terrapin 
closed up safe from the mad world in his neat hinged box, and to devise 
means to make him come out— so many things to do, and summer so short. 

Supervised play and summer camps came after my time. I missed learn- 
ing the principles of team work and many games which must be helpful 
if you can think of nothing to do. Instead, Friday’s accent, Cora’s intona- 
tion, and Ligey’s grammatical uses contaminated beyond hope of purifica- 
tion the wells of what should have been my pure English undefiled. That 
was their only evil influence. Of nastiness and bad manners they taught me 
nothing; older boys of my own color and caste were later to be my in- 
structors in those subjects. From Amelia’s children I learned not only gaiety 
and casualness and inventiveness, but the possibility that mere hving may 
be delightful and that natural things which we ignore unless we call them 
scenery are pleasant to move among and gracious to recall. Without them 
it would probably never have occurred to me that to climb an aspen sapling 
in a gale is one of those ultimate experiences, like experiencing God or 
love, that you need never try to remember because you can never forget. 
Aspens grow together m little woods of their own, straight, slender, and 
white. Even in still weather they twinkle and murmur, but in a high wind 
you must run out and plunge among them, spattered with sunlight, to the 
very center. Then select your tree and climb it high enough for it to begin 
to wobble with your weight. Rest your foot-weight lightly on the frail 
branches and do most of your clinging with your arms. Now let it lunge, 
and gulp the wind. It will be all over you, slapping your hair in your eyes, 
stinging your face with bits of bark and stick, tugging to break your hold, 
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roaring in your open mouth like a monster sea-shell. The trees around you 
will thrash and seethe, their white undersides lashed about like surf, and 
sea-music racing through them. You will be beaten and bent and buffeted 
about and the din will be so terrific your throat will invent a song to add 
to the welter, pretty barbaric, full of yells and long calls, You wiU feel what 
it IS to be the Lord God and ride a hurricane; you will know what it is to 
have leaves sprout from your toes and finger-tips, with satyrs and tigers and 
hounds in pursuit; you will never need again to drown under the crash of 
a maned wave in spume and splendor and thunder, with the white stallions 
of the sea around you, neighing and pawing. That must have been the very 
wood old Housman had in mind when he sang “We’ll to the woods no 
more.’’ But when he found his way to it he was alone, and it was autumn. 


H. L. Mencken 

As we gather from the following flavorsome account, Henry Louts 
Mencl^en (1880- ) grew up tn Baltimoie. He still lives there, in the 

house where, at the age of three, he was ]ust emerging from “the un- 
fathomable abyss of nonentity” — a fate which he has been con'sptcuously 
successful in avoiding ever since. Through his long association with the 
Baltimore Evening Sun and the American Mercury he has stamped his 
personality and opinions on the consciousness of the reading public. 
Although he assures us that "I have no purpose in writing save to ex- 
press my own ego,” his worlds wage a relendess war on middle<lass 
inanities. Yet his insurgent manner disguises a basic conservatism, espe- 
ctally in politics In The American Language he has made an impressive 
study of American word-ways without ever being guilty of dullness or 
pedantry. 


INTRODUCTION TO THE UNIVERSE 

AT the instant I first became aware of the cosmos 
we all infest I was sitting in my mother’s lap and blinking at a great burst 
of lights, some of them red and others green, but most of them only the 
bright yellow of flaring gas. The time: the evening of Thursday, September 
13, 1883, which was the day after my third birthday. The place: a ledge out- 
side the second-story front windows of my father’s cigar factory at 368 Bal- 
timore street, Baltimore, Maryland, U. S. A., fenced off from space and dis- 
aster by a sign bearing the majestic legend: Aug. Menc\en & Bro. The occa- 
sion: the third and last annual Summer Nights’ Carnival of the Order of 
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Orioles, a society that adjourned stne dte, with a thumping deficit, the very 
next morning, and has since been forgotten by the whole human race. 

At that larval stage of my hfe, of course, I knew nothing whatever about 
the Order of Orioles, just as I knew nothing whatever about the United 
States, though I had been born to their liberties, and was entitled to the 
protection of their army and navy. All I was aware of, emerging from the 
unfathomable abyss of nonentity, was the fact that the world I had just 
burst into seemed to be very brilliant, and that peeping at it over my father’s 
sign was somewhat hard on my still gelatinous bones. So 1 made signals of 
distress to my mother and was duly hauled into her lap, where I first dozed 
and then snored away until the lights went out, and the family buggy 
wafted me home, still asleep. 

The latter details, you will understand, I learned subsequently from 
historians, but I remember the lights with great clarity, and entirely on my 
own. They constitute not only the earliest of all my earthly recollections, but 
also one of my most vivid, and I take no stock in the theories of psycholo- 
gists who teach that events experienced so early in life are never really re- 
called, but only reconstructed from family gossip. To be sure, there is a dead 
line beyond which even the most grasping memory does not reach, but I 
am sure that in my own case it must have run with my third birthday. Ask 
me if I recall the occasion, probably before my second, when I was initiated 
into the game of I-spy by a neighbor boy, and went to hide behind a wire 
screen, and was astonished when he detected me — ask me about that, and 
I’ll admit freely that I recall nothing of it whatever, but only the ensuing 
anecdote, which my poor mother was so fond of telling that in the end I 
hid in the cellar every time she started it. Nor do I remember anything on 
my own about my baptism (at which ceremonial my father, so I have heard, 
made ellorts to get the rector tight, and was hoist by his own petard), for 
I was then but a few months old. But not all the psychologists on earth, 
working in shifts hke coal-miners, will ever convince me that I don’t re- 
member those lights, and wholly under my own steam. 

They made their flash and then went out, and the fog again closed 
down. I don’t recall moving to the new house in Hollins street that was to 
be my home for so many years, though we took possession of it only a few 
weeks later. I don’t recall going into pants at about a quarter to four years, 
though It must have been a colossal experience, full of pride and glory. But 
gradually, as my consciousness jelled, my days begah to be speckled with 
other events that, for one reason or another, stuck. I recall, though only 
somewhat vaguely, the deck of an excursion-boat, area 1885, its dea f en i n g 
siren, and the wide, gray waters of Chesapeake Bay. I recall very clearly 
being taken by my father to a clothing-store bright with arc-lights, then a 
novelty in the world, and seeing great piles of elegant Sunday suits, and 
coming home with one that was tight across the stern. I recall a straw hat 
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with flowing ribbons, a cat named Pinkie, and my brother Charlie, then 
still a brat in long clothes, howling like a catamount one hot Summer night, 
while my mother dosed him with the whole pharmacopoeia of the house, 
and frisked him for outlaw pins. I recall, again, my introduction to the won- 
derland of science, with an earthworm (humbncus terrestru) as my first 
subject, and the experiment directed toward finding out how long it would 
take him, laid out m the sun on the backyard walk, to fry to death. And 
I recall my mother reading to me, on a dark Winter afternoon, out of a 
book describing the adventures of the Simple Simon who went to a fair, the 
while she sipped a cup of tea that smelled very cheerful, and 1 glued my 
nose to the frosty window pane, watching a lamplighter light the lamps in 
Union Square across the street and wondering what a fair might be. It was 
a char m i n g, colorful, Kate Greenaway world that her reading took me into, 
and to this day I can shut my eyes and still see its little timbered houses, 
its boys and girls gamboling on village greens, and its unclouded skies of 
pale blue. 

I was on the fattish side as an infant, with a scow-like beam and notice- 
able jowls. Dr. C. L. Buddenbohn, who fetched me mto sentience at 9 p.m., 
precisely, of Sunday, September 12, 1880, apparently made a good (though, 
as I hear, somewhat rough) job of it, despite the fact that his surviving bill, 
dated CXrtobcr 2, shows that all he charged “to one confinement” was ten 
dollars. The science of infant feeding, in those days, was as rudimentary as 
bacteriology or social justice, but there can be no doubt that I got plenty of 
calories and vitamins, and probably even an overdose. There is a photograph 
of me at eighteen months which looks hke the pictures the milk companies 
print in the rotogravure sections of the Sunday papers, whooping up the zeal 
of their cows. If caimibalism had not been abolished in Maryland some years 
before my birth I’d have butchered beautifully. 

My mother used to tell me years afterward that my bulk often attracted 
public notice, especially when it was set off dramatically against her own 
lack of It, for she was of slight frame and less than average height, and 
looked, in her blue-eyed blondness, to be even younger than she actually 
was. Once, hauling me somewhere 1 ^ horse-car, she was confronted by an 
old man who gaped at her and me for a while with senile impertinence, 
and then burst out: “Good God, girl, is that baby yours?" This adiposity 
passed off as I began to run about, and from the age of six onward I was 
rather skinny, but toward the end of my twenties my cross-section agam 
became a circle, and at thirty I was taking one of the first of the anti-fat 
cures, and beating it by sly resorts to malt liquor. 

My gradually accumulating and clarifying memories of infancy have to 
do chiefly with the backyard in Hollins street, which had the unusual length, 
for a yard in a city block, of a hundred feet. Along with my brother 
Charlie, who followed me into this vale when I was but twenty months old. 
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I spent most of my pre-school leisure in it, and foimd it a strange, wild land 
of endless discoveries and enchantments. Even in the dead of Winter we 
were pastured m it almost daily, bundled up in the thick, scratchy coats, 
overcoats, mittens, leggings, caps, shirts, over-shirts and under-drawers that 
the young then wore. We wallowed in the snow whenever there was any 
to wallow in, and piled it up into crude houses, forts and snow-men, and 
inscribed it with wavering scrolls and devices by the method followed by 
infant males since the Wurm Glaciation. In Spring we dug worms and 
watched for robins, m Summer we chased butterflies and stoned sparrows, 
and in Autumn we made bonfires of the falling leaves. At all tunes from 
March to October we made a Dust Bowl of my mother’s garden. 

The Hollins street neighborhood, m the eighties, was still almost rural, 
for there were plenty of vacant lots near by, and the open country began 
only a few blocks away. Across the street from our house was the wide 
green of Union Square, with a fishpond, a cast-iron Greek temple housing 
a drmking-fountain, and a little brick office and tool-house for the square- 
keeper, looking almost small enough to have been designed by Chick Sale. 
A block to the westward, and well within range of our upstairs windows, 
was the vast, mysterious compound of the House of the Good Shepherd, 
with nuns in flapping habits flitting along its paths and alleys, and a high 
stone wall shutting it in from the world. In our backyard itself there were 
a peach tree, a cherry tree, a plum tree, and a pear tree. The pear tree sur- 
vives to this day and is still as lush and vigorous as it was in 1883, beside 
being thirty feet higher and so large around the waist that its branches 
bulge into the neighboring yards. My brother and I used to begin on the 
cherries when they were still only pellets of hard green, and had got through 
three or four powerful bellyaches before the earliest of them was ripe. The 
peaches, peai:s and plums came later in the year, but while we were waiting 
for them we chewed the gum that oozed from the peach-tree trunk, and 
practiced spitting the imbedded flies and June bugs at Pinkie the cat. 

There was also a grape-arbor archmg the brick walk, with six vines that 
flourished amazingly, and produced in the Autumn a huge crop of sweet 
Concord grapes. My brother and I apphed ourselves to them diligently from 
the moment the first blush of color showed on them, and all the sparrows 
of West Baltimore helped, but there was always enough in the end to fill 
a couple of large dishpans, and my mother and the hired girl spent a hot 
afternoon boiling them down and storing them away in glass tun&lers with 
tin tops. My brother and I, for some reason or other, had no fancy for the 
grape jelly thus produced with so much travail, but we had to eat it all 
Winter, for it was supposed, like camomile tea, to be good for us. 1 don’t 
recall any like embalming of the peaches, plums and pears; in all probability 
we got them all down before there were any ripe enough to preserve. The 
grapes escaped simply because some of them hung high, as in the hible of 
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the fox. In later years we collared these high ones by steeple-jacking, and so 
paid for escape from the jelly with a few additional bellyaches. 

But the show-piece of the yard was not the grape-arbor, nor even the 
fruit-trees; it was the Summer-house, a rococo structure ten feet by ten in 
area, with a high, pointed roof covered with tin, a wooden floor, an ornate 
railmg, and jig-saw spirals wherever two of its members came together. This 
Summer-house had been designed and executed by my mother’s father, our 
Grandfather Abhau, who was a very skillful cabinet-maker and had also 
made some of the furniture of the house. Everything of his construction was 
built to last, and when, far on in the Twentieth Century, I hired a gang of 
house-wreckers to demolish the Summer-house, they sweated half a day with 
their crowbars and pickaxes. In the eighties it was the throne-room and 
justice-seat of the household, at least in Summer. There, on fair Sunday 
mornings, my father and his brother Henry, who lived next door, met to 
drink beer, try out new combinations of tobacco for their cigar factory, and 
discuss the credit of customers and the infamies of labor agitators. And 
there, on his periodical visitations as head of the family, my Grandfather 
Mencken sat to determine all the delicate questions within his jurisdiction. 

My mother was an active gardener, and during her forty-two years in 
Hollins street must have pulled at least a million weeds. For this business, 
as 1 first recall her, she had a uniform consisting of a long gingham apron 
and an old-time slat-bonnet — a headdress that went out with the Nineteenth 
Century. Apron and slat-bonnet hung on nails behind the kitchen door, and 
on a shelf adjoining were her trowels, shears and other such tools, includ- 
ing always a huge ball of twine. My brother Charlie and I, as we got on 
toward school age, were drafted to help with the weeding, but neither of 
us could ever make out any difference between weeds and non-weeds, so 
we were presently transferred to the front of the house, where every plant 
that came up between the cobblestones of Hollins street was indubitably 
verminous. The crop there was always large, and keeping it within bounds 
was not an easy job. We usually tackled it with broken kitchen knives, and 
often cut our hands. We disliked it so much that it finally became convict 
labor. That is to say, it was saved up for use as punishment. I recall only 
that the maximum penalty was one hour, and that this was reserved for 
such grave offenses as stealing ginger-snaps, climbing in the pear-tree, hang- 
ing up the cat by its hind leg, or telling lies in a gross and obvious manner. 

Charlie was somewhat sturdier than I, and a good deal fiercer. During 
most of our childhood he could lick me in anything approximating a fair 
fight, or, at all events, stall me. Civil war was forbidden in Hollins street, 
but my Grandfather Mencken, who lived in Fayette street, only three blocks 
away, had no apparent objection to it, save of course when he was taking 
his afternoon nap. I remember a glorious day when eight or ten head of his 
grandchildren called on him at once, and began raising hell at once. The 
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aifair started as a more or less decorous pillow-fight, but proceeded quickly 
to much' more formidable weapons, mcluding even bed-slats. It ranged all 
over the house, and must have done a considerable damage to the bric-a-brac, 
which was all in the Middle Bismarck mode! My grandmother and Aunt 
Pauline, fixed by my grandfather’s pale blue eye, pretended to be amused 
by It for a while, but when a large chma thunder-mug came bouncing down 
the third-story stairs and a black hair-cloth sofa in the parlor lost a leg they 
horned m with loud shrieks and lengths of stove-wood, and my grand- 
father called time. 

Charlie and I were very fond of Aunt Pauline, who was immensely 
hospitable, and the best doughnut cook in all the Baltimores. When the 
creative urge seized her, which was pretty often, she would make enough 
doughnuts to fill a large tin wash-boiler, and then send word down to 
Hollins street that there was a surprise waiting in Fayette street. It was 
uphill all the way, but Charlie and I always tcxik it on the run, holding 
hands and pretending that we were miraculously dashing car-horses. We 
returned home an hour or so later much more slowly, and never had any 
appetite for supper. The immemori.il tendency of mankind to concoct rituals 
showed Itself in these feasts After Charlie had got down his first half dozen 
doughnuts, and was taking time out to catch his breath and scrape the 
grease and sugar off his face, Aunt Pauline would always ask “How do 
they taste?” and he would always answer “They taste like more.” 'Whether 
this catechism was original with the high contracting parties or bad been 
borrowed from some patent-medicine almanac or other reference-work I 
don’t know, but it never varied and it was never forgotten. 

There were no kindergartens, playgrounds or other such Devil’s Islands 
for infants in those innocent days, and my brother and I roved and ram- 
paged at will until we were ready for school. Hollins street was quite safe 
for children, for there was little traffic on it, and that little was slow-moving, 
and a cart approaching over the cobblestones could be heard a block away. 
The backyard was enough for us during our earliest years, with the cellar 
in reserve for rainy days, but we gradually worked our way into the street 
and then across it to Union Square, and there we picked up all the games 
then prevailing. A few years ago, happening to cross the square, I encoun- 
tered a ma’m in horn-rimmed spectacles teaching a gang of little girls ring- 
around-a-rosy. The sight filled me suddenly with so black an indignation 
that I was tempted to grab the ma’m and heave her into the goldfish pond. 
In the days of my own youth no bossy female on the public payroll was 
needed to teach games to little girls. They taught one another — as they had 
been doing since the days of Neanderthal Man. 

Nevertheless, there was a constant accretion of novelty, at least in de- 
tail. When we boys chased Indians we were only following the Sumerian 
boys who chased Akkadians, but the use of hatchets was certainly new, and 
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80 was the ceremony of scalping; moreover, our fiends' in human form, Sit- 
ting Bull and Rain-m-the-Face, had been as unknown and ummagined to 
the Sumerian boys as Henry Ward Beecher or John L. Sullivan. The group 
songs we sang were mainly of English provenance, but they had all degen- 
erated with the years. Here, precisely, is what we made of “King William” 
in Hollins street, area 1885: 

King William was King James’s son; 

Upon a ri’ a race he won; 

Upon his hreast he wore a star. 

The which was called the life of war. 

What a ri’ was we never knew and never inquired, nor did we attach 
any rational concept to the life of war. A favorite boys’ game, called “Play- 
ing Se^flrfapool” (with a heavy accent on the bast), must have been no older 
in Its outward form than the Crimean War, for Sebastapool was plainly 
Sevastopol, but in its essence it no doubt came down from Roman times. 
It could be played only when building or paving was going on in the neigh- 
borhood, and a pile of sand lay conveniently near. We would fashion this 
sand into circular ramparts in some friendly gutter, and then bristle the ram- 
parts with gaudy tissue-paper flags, always home-made. Their poles were 
slivers of firewood, and their tissue-paper came from Newton’s toy store at 
Baltimore and Calhoun streets, which served the boys and girls of West 
Baltimore for seventy years, and did not shut down at last until the Spring 
of 1939. The hired girls of the block cooked flour paste to fasten the paper 
to the poles. 

To the garrison of a Sebastapool all the smaller boys contributed tin 
soldiers, including Indians. These soldiers stood in close and peaceful ranks, 
for there was never any attempt at attack or defense. They were taken in 
at night by their owners, but the flags remained until rain washed the 
Sebastapool away, or the milkman’s early morning horse squashed it. There 
were sometimes two or three in a block. Girls took a hand in making the 
flags, but they were not allowed to pat the ramparts into shape, or to touch 
the tin soldiers. Indeed, for a little girl of that era to show any interest in 
military affairs would have been as indecorous as for her to play leap-frog 
or chew tobacco. The older boys also kept rather aloof though they stood 
ready to defend a Sebastapool against raiders. Tin soldiers were only for the 
very young. The more elderly were beyond such inert and puerile simulacra, 
which ranked with rag dolls and paper boats. These elders fought m person, 
and went armed. 

In the sacred rubbish of the family there is a specimen of my hand- 
writing dated 1883 — two signatures on a sheet of paper now turned a dismal 
brown, the one small and rather neat and the other large and ornamented 
with flourishes. They seem somehow fraudulent, for I was then but three 
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years old, but there they are, and the date, which is in my mother’s hand, 
is very clear. Maybe she guided my stubby fingers. In the same collection 
there is another specimen dated January i, 1887. It shows a begin nin g ease 
with the pen, though hardly much elegance. My mother also taught me 
many other humble crafts — for example, how to drive a nail, how to make 
paper boats, and how to sharpen a lead pencil. She even taught me how to 
thread a needle, and for a time I hoped to take over darning my own stock- 
ings and patching the seats of my own pants, but I never managed to master 
the use of the thimble, and so I had to give up. Tying knots was another 
art that stumped me. To this day I can’t tie a bow tic, though I have taken 
lessons over and over again from eminent masters, mcluding such wizards 
as Joe Hergesheimer and Paul Patterson. When I go to a party someone has 
to tie my tie for me. Not infrequently I arrive with the ends h an gi n g, and 
must appeal to my hostess. 

This incapacity for minor dexterities has pursued me all my life, often 
to my considerable embarrassment. In school I could never learn to hold 
a pen in the orthodox manner: my handwriting satisfied the professors, but 
my stance outraged them, and I suffered some rough handling until they 
finally resigned me to my own devices. In later life I learned bricklaying, 
and also got some fluency in rough carpentering, but I could never do any- 
thing verging upon cabinet-work Thus I inherited nothing of the skill of 
my Grandfather Abhau. All my genes in that field came from my father, 
who was probably the most incompetent man with his hands ever seen on 
earth. I can’t recall him teaching me anything in my infancy, not even 
marbles. He would sometimes brag of his youthful virtuosity at all the cus- 
tomary boys’ games, but he always added that he had grown so old (he was 
thirty-one when I was six) and suffered so much from dead beats, noisy 
children and ungrateful cigarmakers, drummers and bookkeepers that he 
had lost It. Nor could he match the endless stories that my mother told me 
in the years before I could read, or the many songs. The only song I ever 
heard him sing was this one: 

Ram forty days, 

Ram forty nights, 

Sauerkraut sticking out the smokestack. 

Apparently there were additional words, but if so he never sang them. 
The only Marchen in his repertoire had to do with a man who built a tin 
bridge. I recall nothing of this tale save the fact that the bridge was of tin, 
which astonished my brother and me all over again every time we heard of 
It. We tried to figure out how such a thing was possible, for the mention 
of tin naturally made us think of tomato<ans. But we never learned. 
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Archibald MacLeish (/S92- ) was born in Glencoe, Illinois, was 

educated in New England, and attended Yale and the Harvard Law 
School, After a brief law practice he went abroad for five years during 
which he was constantly tiaveltng, reading, and writing poetry. Since 
his return to the United States tn 1^28 he has visited Mexico to collect 
material for Conquistador, has been an editoi of Fortune, Lbrartan of 
Cong! ess, and tn 1^44 was appointed Assistant Secietaiy of State. His 
poems show an interesting couise of giowth, from the subjective 
lyricism of "Eleven" or "‘Not Maiblc not the Gilded Monuments’” to 
the intense social consciousness of “Speech to a Crow^' or "The 
Western Sl^y." 


ELEVEN 

And summer mornings the mute child, rebellious, 

Stupid, hating the words, the meanings, hating 

The Think now. Think, the O but Think I would leave 

On tiptoe the three chairs on the verandah 

And crossing tree by tree the empty lawn 

Push back the shed door and upon the sill 

Stand pressing out the sunlight from his eyes 

And enter and with outstretched fingers feel 

The grindstone and behind it the bare wall 

And turn and in the corner on the cool 

Hard earth sit listening. And one by one, 

Out of the dazzled shadow in the room 

The shapes would gather, the brown plowshare, spades, 

Mattocks, the polished helves of picks, a scythe 

Hung from the rafters, shovels, slender tines 

Glinting across the curve of sickles — shapes 

Older than men were, the wise tools, the iron 

Friendly with earth. And sit there quiet, breathing 

The harsh dry smell of withered bulbs, the faint 

Odor of dung, the silence. And outside 

Beyond the half-shut door the blind leaves 

And the corn moving. And at noon would come. 

Up from the garden, his hard crtxiked hands 
Gentle with earth, his knees still earth-stained, smelling 
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Of sun, of summer, the old gardener, like 
A priest, like an mterpreter, and bend 
Over his baskets. 

And they would not speak: 

They would say nothing. And the child would sit there 
Happy as though he had no name, as though 
He had been no one: like a leaf, a stem. 

Like a root growing — 


William Saroyan 

Wtlltam Saroyan (igo8- ) ts rather closely related to Aram Garo- 
ghlantan, the trt esponstble Atmentan brat whose adventures he tells in 
My Name Is Aram Nobody l(nows where one ends and the other be- 
gins. Saroyan was bom in California, the son of an Armenian immigrant. 
Given only a public school education he has made himself, by sheer 
industiy and impudence, one of the most discussed writers of the day. 
His stones are obviously no more than impromptus, and sometimes they 
are inexcusably less, yet his best wor\ achieves a careless comedy and 
a mad vitality that oveinde critiasm. 


THE CIRCUS 

ANY time a circus used to come to town, that 
was all me and my old pal Joey Renna needed to make us run hog-wild, 
as the saying is. All we needed to do was see the signs on the fences and in 
the empty store windows to start going to the dogs and neglecting our edu- 
cations. All we needed to know was that a circus was on its way to town 
for me and Joey to start wanting to know what good a little education ever 
did anybody anyway. 

After the circus reached town we were just no good at all. We spent 
all our time down at the trains, watching them unload the animals, walk- 
ing out Ventura Avenue with the wagons with lions and tigers in them 
and hanging around the grounds, trying to win the favor of the animal 
men, the workers, the acrobats, and the clowns. ^ 

^The circus was everything everything else we knew wasn’t. It was 
adventure, travel, danger, skill, grace, romance, comedy, pe^uts, popcorn, 
chewing-gum and soda-water. We used to carry water to the elephants and 
stand around afterwards and try to seem associated with the whole mag- 
nificent affair, the putting up of the big tent, the getting everything in order. 
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and the tvorldly-wise waiting for the people to come and spend their money. 

One day Joey came tearing into the classroom of the fifth grade at 
Emerson School ten minutes late, and without so much as removing his hat 
or trying to explain his being late, shouted, Hey, Aram, what the hell are 
you doing here? The circus is m town. 

And sure enough I’d forgotten. I jumped up and ran out of the room 
with poor old Miss Flibety screaming after me, Aram Garoghlanian, you stay 
in this room. Do you hear me, Aram Garoghlanian? 

I heard her all right and I knew what my not staying would mean. It 
would mean another powerful strappmg from old man Dawson. But I 
couldn’t help it. I was just crazy about a circus. 

I bfcen looking all over for you, Joey said in the street. What happened? 

I forgot, I said. I knew it was coming all right, but I forgot it was 
today. How far along are they? 

I was at the trains at five, Joey said. I been out at the grounds since 
seven. I had breakfast at the circus table. Boy, it was good. 

Honest, Joey? I said. How were they? 

They’re all swell, Joey said. Couple more years, they told me, and I’ll 
be ready to go away with them. 

As what ? I said. Lion-tamer, or something like that ? 

I guess maybe not as a lion-tamer, Joey said I figure more like a work- 
man till I learn about being a clown or something, I guess. I don’t figure 
I could work with lions right away. 

We were out on Ventura Avenue, headed for the circus grounds, out 
near the County Fairgrounds, just north of the County Hospital. 

Boy, what a breakfast, Joey said. Hot-cakes, ham and eggs, sausages, 
coffee. Boy. 

Why didn’t you tell mcM said. 

I thought you knew, Joey said. I thought you’d be down at the trains 
same as last year. I would have told you if I knew you’d forgotten. What 
made you forget? 

I don’t know, I said. Nothing, I guess. 

I wrong there, but I didn’t kno^ it at the time. I hadn’t really for- 
gotten. What I’d done was remembered. I’d gone to work and remembered 
the strapping Dawson gave me last year for staying out of school the day 
the circus was in town. That was the thing that had kind of kept me sleep- 
ing after four-thirty in the morning when by rights I should have been up 
and dressing and on my way to the trains. It was the memory of that strap- 
ping old man Dawson had given me, but I didn’t know it at the time. We 
used to take them strappings kind of for granted, me and Joey, on account 
we wanted to be fair and square with the Board of Education and if it 
was against the rules to stay out of school when you weren’t sick, and if 
you were supposed to get strapped for doing it, well, there we were, we’d 
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done it, so let the Board of Education balance things the best way they knew 
how. They did that with a strapping. They used to threaten to send me and 
Joey to Reform School but they never did it. 

Circus? old man Dawson used to say. I see. Circus. Well, bend down, 

boy. 

So, first Joey, then me, would bend down and old man Dawson would 
get some powerful shoulder exercise while we tried not to howl. We 
wouldn’t howl for five or six licks, but after that we’d howl like Indians 
coming. They used to be able to hear us all over the school and old man 
Dawson, after our visits got to be kind of regular, urged us poUtely to try 
to make a little less noise, inasmuch as it was a school and people were 
trying to study. 

It ain’t fair to the others, old man Dawson said.' They’re trying to learn 
something for themselves. 

We can’t help it, Joey said. It hurts. 

That I know, old man Dawson said, but it seems to me there’s such 
a thing as mo dulati on I believe a lad can overdo his howling if he ain’t 
thoughtful of others.^Just try to modulate that awful howl a little. I think 
you can do it. 

Then he gave Joey a strapping of twenty and Joey tried his best not 
to howl so loud After the strapping his face was very red and old man 
Dawson was very tired. 

How was that? Joey said. 

That was better, old man Dawson said. By far the most courteous 
you’ve managed yet. 

I did my best, Joey said. 

I’m grateful to you, old man Dawson said. 

He was tired and out of breath I moved up to the chair in front of him 
that he furnished during these matters to help us suffer the stingmg pain. 
I got in the right psition and he said. Wait a minute, Aram. Give a man 
a chance to get his breath. I’m not twenty-three years old. I’m «*ry-three. 
Let me rest a minute. 

All right, I said, but I sure w^ld like to get this over with. 

Don’^ howl too loud, he said. Folks passing by in the street are liable 
to think this 1$ a veritable chamber of tortures. Does it really hurt that 
much? 

You can ask Joey, I said. 

How about It, Joey? old man Dawson said. Aren’t you lads exaggerat- 
ing just a little? Perhaps to impress someone in your room? Some girl, 
perhaps? 

We don’t howl to impress anybody, Mr. Dawson, Joey said. Wc 
wouldn’t howl if we could help iL Howling makes us fedl ashamed, 
doesn’t it, Aram? 
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It’s awfully embarrassing to go back to our scats in our room after 
howling that way, I said. We’d rather not howl if we could help it. 

Well, old man Dawson said, I’ll not be unreasonable. I’ll only ask you 
to try to modulate it a little. 

I’ll do my best, Mr Dawson, I said. Got your breath back? 

Give me just a moment longer, Aram, Mr. Dawson said. 

When he got his breath back he gave me my twenty and I howled a 
little louder than Joey and then we went back to class. It was awfully 
embarrassing. Everybody was looking at us. 

Well, Joey said, what did you expect ? The rest of you would fall down 
and die if you got twenty. You wouldn’t howl a little, you’d die. 

That’ll be enough out of you, Miss Flibcty said. 

Well, It’s true, Joey said. They’re all scared. A circus comes to town and 
what do they do? They come to school. They don’t go out to the circus. 

That’ll be enough. Miss Flibety said. 

Who do they think they are, givmg us dirty looks? Joey said. 

Miss Flibety lifted her hand, hushing Joey. 

Now the circus was back in town, another year had gone by, it was 
April again, and we were on our way out to the grounds. Only this time 
It was worse than ever because they’d seen us at school and knew we were 
going out to the circus. 

Do you think they’ll send Stafford after us ? I said. 

Stafford was truant officer. 

We can always run, Joey said. If he comes, I’ll go one way, you go 
another. He can’t chase both of us. At least one of us will get away. 

All right, I said. Suppose one of us gets caught? 

Well, let’s see, Joey said. Should the one who isn’t caught give him- 
self up or should he wreck Stafford’s Ford? 

I vote for wreck, I said. 

So do I, Joey said, so wreck it is. 

When we got out to the grounds a couple of the little tents were up, 
and the big one was going up. We stood around and watched. It was great 
the way they did it. Just a handful of guys who looked like tramps doing 
work you’d think no less than a hundred men could do. Doing it with 
style, too. 

All of a sudden a man everybody called Red hollered at me and Joey. 

Here, you Arabs, he said, give us a hand. 

Me and Joey ran over to him. 

Yes, sir, I said. 

He was a small man with very broad shoulders and very big hands. 
You didn’t feel that he was small, because he seemed so powerful and be- 
cause he hdd so much thick red hair on his head. You thought he was 
practically a giant. 
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He handed me and Joey a rope. The rope was attached to spme canvas 
that was lying on the ground. 

This IS going to be easy, Red said. As the boys lift the pole and get it 
in place you keep pulling the rope, so the canvas will go up with the pole. 

Yes, sir, Joey said. 

Everybody was busy when we saw Stafford. 

We can’t run now, I said. 

Let him come, Joey said. We told Red we’d give him a hand and we’re 
going to do It. 

I’ll tell you what, I said. We’ll tell him we’ll go with him after we get 
the canvas up; then we’ll run. 

All right, Joey s.ud. 

Stafford was a big fellow m a business suit who had a beef-red face 
and looked as if he ought to be a lawyer or something He came over and 
said. All right, you hooligans, come along with me. 

We promised to give Red a hand, Joey said. We’ll come just as soon 
as we get this canvas up. 

We were pulling for all we were worth, slipping and falling. The men 
were all working hard. Red was hollering orders, and then the whole thing 
was over and we had done our part. 

We didn’t even get a chance to find out what Red was going to say 
to us, or if he was going to invite us to sit at the table for lunch, or what. 

Joey busted loose and ran one way and I ran the other and Stafford 
came after me. I heard the circus men laughing and Red hollering. Run, 
boy, run. He can’t catch you. He’s soft. Give him a good run He needs the 
exercise. 

I could hear Stafford, too. He was very sore and he was cussing. 

I got away, though, and stayed low until I saw him drive off in his 
Ford. Then I went back to the big tent and found Joey. 

We’ll get It this time, Joey said. 

I guess It’ll be Reform School this time, I said. 

No, Joey said, I guess it’ll be thirty. We’re going to do some awful howl- 
ing if it IS. Thirty’s a lot of whacks even if he is sixty..thrcc years old. He 
ain’t exactly a weakling. 

Thirty.? I said. Ouch. That’s liable to make me cry. 

Maybe, Joey said. Me too, maybe. Seems like ten can make you cry, 
then you hold off till it’s eleven, then twelve, and you think you’ll start 
crying on the next one, but you don’t. We haven't so far, anyway. Maybe 
we will when it’s thirty. 

Oh, well, I said, that’s tomorrow. 

Red gave us some more work to do around the grounds and let us sit 
next to him at lunch. It was swell. We talked to some acrobats who were 
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Spanish, and to a family of Italians who worked with horses. We saw both 
shows, the afternoon one and the evening one, and then we helped with 
the work, takmg the circus to pieces again; then we went down to the 
trains, and then home. I got home real late. In the morning I was sleepy 
when I had to get up for school. 

They were waiting for us. Miss Fhbety didn’t even let us sit down for 
the roll call. She just told us to go to the office. Old man Dawson was wait- 
ing for us, too. Stafford was there, too, and very sore. 

I figured. Well, here’s where we go to Reform School. 

Here they are, Mr. Dawson said to Stafford. Take them away, if you 

like. 

It was easy to tell they’d been talking for some time and hadn’t been 
getting along any too well. Old man Dawson seemed irritated and Stafford 
seemed sore at him. 

In this school, old man Dawson said, I do any punishing that’s got to 
be done. Nobody else. I can’t stop you from taking them to Reform School, 
though. 

Stafford didn’t say anything. He just left the office. 

Well, lads, old man Dawson said. How was it? 

We had lunch with them, Joey said 

Let’s see now, old man Dawson said. What offense is this, the sixteenth 
or the seventeenth? 

It am’t that many, Joey said. Must be eleven or twelve. 

Well, old man Dawson said. I’m sure of one thing. This is the time 
I’m supposed to make it thirty. 

I think the next one is the one you’re supposed to make thirty, Joey said. 

No, Mr. Dawson said, we’ve lost track somewhere, but I’m sure this is 
the time it goes up to thirty. Who’s going to be first? 

Me, I said. 

All right, Aram, Mr. Dawson said. Take a good hold on the chair, brace 
yourself, and try to modulate your howl. 

Yes, sir, I said. I’ll do my best, but thirty’s an awful lot. 

Well, a funny thing happened. He gave me thirty all right and I howled 
all right, but it was a modulated howl. It was the most modulated howl 
I ever howled; because it was the easiest strapping I ever got. I counted 
them and there were thirty all right, but they ffidn’t hurt, so I didn’t cry 
as I was afraid I might. 

It was the same with Joey. We stood together waiting to b» dismissed. 

I’m awfully grateful to you boys, old man Dawson said, for modulat- 
ing your howls so nicely this time. I don’t want people to thmk I’m killing 
you. 

We wanted to thank him for giving us such easy strappings, but we 
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couldn’t say it. I think he knew the way we felt, though, because he smiled 
in a way that gave us an idea he knew. 

Then we went back to class. 

It was swell because we knew everything would be all right till the 
County Fau opened in September. 


Hans Zinsser 

Hans Ztnsser (iSyS-ig^o) did not, to be sure, coil As I Remember Him 
an autobiography But the tmUals of the sub-title. The Biography of 
R. S., are supposed to stand for "romantic self’’ At any rate, the life of 
R. S. parallels that of the eminent and beloved bacteriologist whose un- 
resting efforts to better the lot of hts fellows too\ him into the plague- 
ndden regions of Serbia and Russia and won him high honors here and 
abroad. In the light of the more or less amorous adventures below it 
IS hard to understand how Ztnsser ever succumbed to matrimony. 
But, with a scientist’s devotion to truth of definition, he is driven to 
de-romanticize his first infatuations. 


CALF LOVE 

THE first girl I ever noticed in what, later, I rec- 
ognized as a sentimental emotion was called Mamie. She was the daughter 
of a truck driver in my father’s chemical factory. We used to play in the 
large factory yard, where hundreds of barrels of resin were stored on end, 
and It was great fun to jump from barrel top to barrel top. Mamie had a 
brother who became a bosom friend, and games of tag on the barrels were 
organized in which Mamie — being several years younger — was patronizingly 
allowed to participate. She and her brother were sweet children, amiable 
and gentle, and I loved them both very dearly. Their lives were hard. At 
twelve and ten, respectively, they were called upon for severe domestic 
service, and their poor mother,— a stout, red-faced woman, — kind enough 
when she was sober, was less so when drunk. Their happy moments were 
the ones they spent with me, playing on the barrels; but when I went back 
to my playroom to have my feet dried and to be fed my supper, they went 
back to a little frame house where dirt, noise, unmerited abuse, and frugal 
tolerance werje their lot. 

Mamie was blue-eyed and blonde, with a bright blondeness that shone 
through the dirt on her face and the squalor of her clothes. And how 
humbly grateful she was to be allowed to be “It,” chasing us over the 
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barrels. There must have been a faint dawning of the endocrines in me 
even then, baneful prophecy of a long life of struggle, for whik I was 
sorry for Junmy when I happened to think of being so, there- was always 
a protective tenderness in my heart for Mamie. 

One day — it was drizzling — the wet drove us from our playground into 
a httle shed where carboys of sulphuric acid were stored. I dug a nickel 
out of my pocket and Jimmy was dispatched to the store on the corner 
to buy some barber-pole candy sticks. Mamie and I sat close together, for 
we were damp and a httle chilly. She stuck up her wet face to be kissed, 
and I gazed down at her with the warm intention of kissing her. But when 
1 looked into her face, I saw two little rivulets running from Mamie’s nose 
to her pouted upper lip. I had never noticed them before, although I had 
often observed her stickmg her tongue out and upward whenever she 
sniffed. For ours was a catarrhal climate. Now I looked and saw. But I have 
always been proud in later days that, even at this early age, 1 mastered my 
repulsion and kissed Mamie on her salty lips. Dear Mamie I What has be- 
come of you since? You were a lovely child, in spite of the rivulets on your 
upper hp, and — no doubt — ^you deserved more consideration than the world 
has given you. What happened to me at that moment has never left me 
since and is perhaps the only achievement that may eventually entitle me 
to some measure of self-approbation — ^namely, the mastery of arrogance and 
disgust by tenderness and pity. 

We played in the great court of my father’s chemical factory and the 
atmosphere was redolent with odors of resin, sulphuric acid, and amyl ace- 
tate. I never pass a chemical factory or smell amyl acetate without thinking 
of Mamie and our games on the barrels. Yes, the sense of smell is the most 
nostalgic of our senses. I recall a charming lady from the West who stayed 
with us m New York, but left suddenly — ^long before she had intended to. 
She was in the recently cleaned bathroom one morning and, smelling the 
household ammonia, got so homesick for her twins that she couldn’t stand 
It and had to go home. 

2 

It is strange that after all these years I should remember their names. 
They were called Galeoti, and came from Florence; and the name of the 
English governess was Miss Satterthwaite. For a month, in the late spring, 
we played together, the two little girls and I, in the garden of the hotel at 
Pegli, on the Italian Riviera. Everything was bursting into flower, and the 
garden had bushes blazing with white and red; there were gravel walks, 
and a fountain with a spout in the middle, and goldfish which were fed 
conscientiously every morning by the fat proprietress. We skipped and 
laughed in the garden, for the httle Galeoti girls — one of them my age, the 
other two years younger, which would make her ten — were merry and great 
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chatterboxes in a mixture of Italian and English that was frequently cor- 
rected by the governess. We took long walks together into the hills, and 
came home with great bunches of violets. Late in the afternoon, Miss Sat- 
terthwaite often read to us. Among other things, she read an English trans- 
lation of De Amicis. She was only a child herself, about seventeen, I should 
judge, and pretty as blonde, high<olored British girls so often are at that 
age. To me, she seemed a young goddess. I sat very quiet when she read, 
and followed her about like a little dog. She was very lonely — ^probably it 
was the first time she had been away from home and isolated, as a young 
English governess would be in an Italian family. The parents Galeoti were 
away most of the time on excursions and at night played cards with my 
father and mother and other people in the hotel, drinking large (Quantities 
of Asti spumante and having very jolly times, as we children could hear 
after we had gone to bed. 

I slept in a room that faced the garden, and the warm fragrance from 
many flowers and shrubs came into my window. I used to pretend that I 
was going to bed outside, among the bushes. One night, I remember I 
could not sleep because the moon was white in the window; and, feeling 
restless and adventurous, I tiptoed through the hall and crept out into the 
garden. There, on a bench. Miss Satterthwaitc was sitting, and when I 
slipped up beside her, I saw that she was weeping. I was very sorry for 
her, but she took my hand between hers and told me that it was only the 
moonlight, that she had felt lonesome and was crying only because it was 
so terribly beautiful. And suddenly she said: “HushI” and I heard my first 
nightingale But it was a great disappointment. I was thinking of Miss 
Satterthwaitc and the terrible grief I thought she was enduring when she 
led me to the door and told me to be a good boy and go to bed. 


3 

Of course I have been more or less in love all my life. But in the golden, 
adolescent days I fell in and out much faster than I did later. A look, a 
touch of the hand, a word, or — as m one case — only the sound of a snatch 
of song heard through a window on a summer night, and I was off on the 
new, sometimes before I was out of the old. Even this was not embarrass- 
ing, because the ladies in question had been fallen in love with, adored in 
half a dozen execrable sonnets, taken on honeymoons to Spanish castles that 
I kept always ready and fully equipped for such purposes, and dropped 
again for a new love before they themselves had become aware that they 
were participating in a romantic adventure. I used them, so to speak, as lay 
figures for my sentimental education. It did me a lot of good, and them no 
harm. 

There was Marie-Louise, the New York S(x:iety girl, ten years older 
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than I, indeed approaching thirty, an accomplished musician with a mag- 
nificent, almost Wagnerian soprano, but a figure pathologically — that is, 
incapacitatingly — ^fat. She would have made four of me, and she thought 
I was “a nice boy but a little funny.” 

There was Maud, the harness maker’s daughter, a young Diana, but 
always suspecung inelodramatic perils to her virtue from the rich man’s 
son. 

There was the Smith girl, who really had no particular attractions except 
that she hved in a hotel across the lake and tempted my Hero and Leander 
complex by sitting out on the wharf with a lantern at night; knowing that 
I would swim across a half mile of cold, black, starlit water just because of 
the stage setting. I might have been drowned half a dozen times, and no 
one the wiser till the next day; and When I did arrive and sat dripping and 
cold on the dock, we had nothing to say to each other — she, because she 
was a stupid little doll, and I because I was blown. Yet even she served a 
purpose, and I used to swim home and climb up the hill through the woods, 
half-frozen but feeling elatedly heroic and devoted. 

There was — but why catalogue them.? They were all appropriate in 
their individual ways, and played passive, usually unconscious roles m my 
development. Unlike Francois Villon, I know more or less what life made 
of them— poor things. Not one turned out to be a princess, and those I’ve 
seen within the last ten years had become )ust as one would have expected — 
quite commonplace, with no signs whatever of having lived for a tune in 
a cloud-swept castle somewhere between Barcelona and Bourg Madame. 

In all this there was — I should say, m my own justification — a minimum 
of the physical. In defense of romanticism, which in so many of its aspects 
appears silly and affected, one should not underestimate the service it does, 
at a certain age, in sublimating into its lovely hocus-pocus what might 
otherwise, and, in its absence, often does, become a gross or careless atti- 
tude toward physical love. The romanticism which had me in its grip at 
that age was associated with hard ridmg, frugal livmg, — as far as food and 
drink were concerned, — and intellectual intoxication, under George Wood- 
berry’s influence, with the English romantic poets and their idealization of 
love. The cult of physical hardness helped considerably in keeping this state 
of mind from becoming, as it might so easily have done, a morbid one; for 
by instinct I knew the wisdom of Guarnerius’s prescription for love- 
melancholy: “To go with haircloth, etc., as monks do, but above all to 
fast.” 

Also, the ladies as a rule were far from sentimental themselves. One 
of them, now the mother of four and the still attractive grandmother of 
two or three, — Ella,— how lovely, but, withal, how sensible she was I She was 
the daughter of the principal of a well-known boys’ boarding school, and 
had an apartment of her own, on the corner of the big barrack-like school 
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building, high above the road. I used to serenade her at night, riding 
under her window on my big gray horse, Harry, and singing softly to the 
twang of a lute — with many a sour chord, for Harry was young and hvely. 
The first time, Ella came to the window for a moment m a lovely pmk 
nightgown. The second time, she didn’t come to the window at all. She pre- 
tended to be asleep, and didn’t mention my visit the next day. The third 
time, just as I was really finding my voice, the window just above her own 
was thrown open and a bucket of cold soapsuds came smack down on my 
horse’s head. For a mile, I just hung on, trying not to drop the lute. I was 
halfway to Shruboak before I had the horse under control. Ella didn’t men- 
tion this the next day, either. The boy who threw the water was, I beheve, 
the one whom she married a few years later. I trust she had little comfort 
of him. He had a depraved sense of humor. 

4 

There was a chestnut girl, who hved over the grocery store in the vil- 
lage. In those days, I classified girls as chestnut, sorrel, or bay. Her father 
was quite a celebrity. He was very old, a carpenter by trade, and had fought 
m the Civil War. When my father once complunented him on his hale-and- 
hearty appearance, and asked him how he had managed to live to such a 
healthy old age, he made a remark which I then thought original with 
him; “Ye want to know why I’ve lived so long, mister? Well, it’s because 
I had sense enough to run like hell at the second battle o’ Bull Run.” Pansy 
was the apple of his eye. She was pretty, in the slightly ovcrsolid, bucolic 
manner, and was what was called “pert” in her conversation. On warm 
summer evenings, when the roads were fragrant with locust blossoms, I 
often rode down to the store to sit on the piazza with her and the old man, 
who would tell us stories of what was still known as “the War.” He often 
told the same talc, but smce he was a great liar and never told it the same 
way twice, it was never stale. Pansy was amorously inclined, and in this 
case, at least, any ideas I got into my head were inmated by her. She was 
something of a local belle, and had acquired the habit, in a gently bovine 
manner, of exercising, in male company, beguilcments which were highly 
effective with the young farmer boys, grooms, and store clerks throughout 
the township. This is not to insinuate that she was not a thoroughly nice 
girl, and if I was flattered and inclined to dangerous plays of imagination 
in her regard, I was probably like the foolish one of the verse: — 

Stultus quando vtdet 
Quod ptdchra puellula rtdet 
Turn fatuus credit 
Se quod amare velit — 
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which IS to say that when a fool sees a fair maid smile at him, he^ thinks 
It love when it’s only flirtation. At any. rate, Pansy in her way was a dear 
girl, and I might have made a fool of myself with her as with others had 
It not been for one of those fortunate flashes of common sense which have 
so often snatched me, by mere accident, from precipices of imbecility. 

One evening we were sitting on the porch. The old man had talked 
himself to sleep, and began to snooze right in the middle of the Wilderness. 
Invention had tired him. Pansy and I were sitting closer together than the 
temperature warranted, and her arm was pressed caressingly against my 
shoulder. There was a crescent moon, and a gentle breeze enfolded us with 
the fragrance of the honeysuckle vine. If her head had followed her arm at 
that moment, God knows what might have happened. But Pansy, though — 
I still truly believe — a good girl, possibly intent on a bolder yet — ^I insist — 
entirely innocent (innocent in the conventional sense) attack upon my emo- 
tions, asked me suddenly whether 1 would like to see their new calf. It was 
so darling, she said, and had such lovely eyes and such a soft, wet nose 
It was a temptation, for the calf of course was m the barn; and the barn 
was isolated and dark and full of hay I fell, and said I’d love to see the 
calf. Merely for convention’s sake, I think, Pansy lighted a stable lantern, 
so that we might at least fulfill the ostensible purpose of really looking at 
the calf. Oh, how sweet and aphrodisiacally caressing is the odor of a cow- 
barn at night, with its indescribable blending of clover, cow manure, sour 
milk, and animal! A gentle tremor ascended my .spine as I stepped over the 
threshold, and I drew Pansy’s soft form closer to my side as we stumbled 
over the rough boards by the dim and swinging light in her hand. I had 
lost all interest in the calf, and dear Pansy I believe had completely for- 
gotten It. Yet we dared not not look at it — half craving, half dreading what 
might happen when we had seen it. But here Pallas Athene — ever my 
guardian goddess — intervened. Pansy walked into the stall, put her chubby 
arm about the calf’s neck, and held the stable lantern at arm’s length in 
front of her. And here they were — both confronting me, the dim rays of the 
lantern illuminating both their faces. Fascinated, I gazed upon them. They 
appeared like two sisters — ^helpless, bovine, kindly; infinite vacuity looked 
out at me from these two pairs of large, swimming eyes. The expression of 
Pansy’s warm and moist lips was not more invitingly tender than the soft, 
velvety nozzle of the calf 'There they stood, — ^poor innocents, — two calves 
together; and I gazed and gazed, hypnotically held in the light of the lam p, 
until I did not know which was Pansy and which calf. And I bent down 
and kissed the calf tenderly on the nose. Then I went out quietly, and un- 
tied my horse from the hitching post. Pansy followed me out. There were 
tears in her eyes when she said good-night, as I mounted and rode away — 
sadly, but not without a sense of rehef. 



John V. A. Weaver 


John V. A. Weaver (iSg^ig^S) was for some years a newspaperman in 
Chicago and New Yor!^. As a poet he defined his medium in the title 
of his fiist collection In American. He tried to exptess the inarticulate 
little man in the language of the streets. "To Youth" shows that some- 
times his feelings broXe through the restrictions of the vernacular. 


TO YOUTH 

This I say to you. 

Be arrogant I Be true* 

True to April lust that sings 
Through your veins. These sharp springs 
Matter most . . . Afteryears 
Will be time enough for sleep . . . 
Carefulness . . . and tears. 

Now, while life is raw and new, 

Drink it clear, drink it deep* 

Let the moonlight’s lunacy 
Tear away your cautions Be 
Proud, and mad, and young, and free* 
Grasp a comet* Kick at stars 
Laughingly! Fight* Dare! 

Arms arc soft, breasts are white. 

Magic’s in the April mght — 

Never fear. Age will catch you, 

Slow you down, ere it dispatch you 
To your long and solemn quiet . . . 

What will matter then the not 
Of the lilacs in the wind^ 

What will mean — then — the crush 
Of lips at hours when birds hush? 

Purple, green, and flame will end 
In a calm, gray blend. 
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Only . . . graven in your soul 
After all the rest is gone 
There will be the ecstasies . . . 
Those alone . . . 


Lincoln Steffens 

Lincoln Steffens (i866'/gj6) was hom in San Francisco and grew up, 
a hoy on horsebac\, in the robust air o/ pioneer days. He attended the 
University of Ctdtfornta, where he won a reputation for non-conformity 
which lasted the rest of his life. After studying philosophy at five Euro- 
pean universities he too\ up the life of an American journalist. But he 
was no mere reporter. For forty crowded years he threw himself into 
the reform of government and business corruption. The Shame of the 
Cities (1904) IS the most notable of his mucl(ra^ing exposures. The 
selection which follows is an early chapter from the remarljable Auto- 
biography which he wrote toward the end of his life. 


I GET A COLT TO BREAK IN 

COLONEL CARTER gave me a colt. I had my 
pony, and my father meanwhile had bought a pair of black carnage horses 
and a cow, all of which T had to attend to when we had no “man.” And 
servants were hard to get and to keep in those days; the women married, 
and the men soon quit service to seize opportunities always opening. My 
hands were pretty full, and so was the stable. But Colonel Carter seemed to 
think that he had promised me a horse. He had not; I would have known 
it if he had. No matter. He thought he had, and maybe he did promise 
himself to give me one. That was enough. The kind of man that led immi- 
grant trains across the continent and delivered them safe, sound, and to- 
gether where he promised would keep his word. One day he drove over 
from Stockton, leading a two-year-old which he brought to our front door 
and turned over to me as mine. Such a horse I 

She was a cream-colored mare with a black forelock, mane, and tail and 
a black stripe along the middle of her back. Tall, slender, high-spirited, I 
thought then— I think now — that she was the most beautiful of horses. 
Colonel Carter had bred and reared her with me and my uses in mmd. She 
was a careful cross of a mustang mare and a thoroughbred stallion, with 
the stamina of the wild horse and the speed and grace of the racer. And 
she had a sense of fun. As Colonel Carter got down out of his buggy and 
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went up to her, she snorted, reared, flung her head high in the air, and, 
conung down beside him, tucked her nose affectionately under his arm. 

“I have handled her a lot,” he said. “She is as kind as a kitten, but she 
is as sensitive as a lady. You can spoil her by one mistake. If you ever lose 
your temper, if you ever abuse her, she will be rumed forever. And she is 
(Unbroken. I might have had her broken to ride for you, but I didn’t want 
to. I want you to do it. I have taught her to lead, as you see; had to, to get 
her over here. But here she is, an unbroken colt; yours. You take and you 
break her. You’re only a boy, but if you break this colt right, you’ll be a 
man— a young man, but a man. And I’U tell you how.” 

Now, out West, as everyone knows, they break in a horse by riding 
out to him in his wild state, lassoing, throwing, and saddlmg him; then 
they let him up, frightened and shocked, with a yelling bronchb-buster 
astride of him. The wild beast bucks, the cowboy drives his spurs into him, 
and off they go, ]umping, kicking, rearing, falling, till by the weight of the 
man, the lash, and the rowels, the horse is broken — ^in body and spirit. This 
was not the way I was to break my colt. 

“You must break her to ride without her ever knowing it,” Colonel 
Carter said. “You feed and you clean her— you; not the stable man. You 
lead her out to water and to walk. You put her on a long rope and let her 
play, calling her to you and gently pulling on the rope. Then you turn her 
loose m the grass lot there and, when she has romped till tired, call her. If 
she won’t come, leave her. When she wants water or food, she will run to 
your call, and you will pet and feed and care for her.” He went on for half 
an hour, advising me in great detail how to proceed. I wanted to begin 
right away. He laughed. He let me lead her around to the stable, water 
her, and put her in the stable and feed her. 

There I saw my pony. My father, sisters, and Colonel Carter saw me 
stop and look at my pony. 

“What’ll you do with him?” one of my sisters asked. I was bewildered 
for a moment. What should I do with the little red horse? I decided at 
once. 

“You can have him,” I said to my sisters. 

“No,” said Colonel Carter, “not yet. You can give your sisters the pony 
by and by, but you’ll need him till you have taught the colt to carry you 
and a saddle — months; and you must not hurry. You must learn patience, 
and you will if you give the colt time to learn it, too. Patience and control. 
You can’t control a young horse unless you can control yourself. Can you 
shoot?” he asked suddenly. 

I couldn’t. I had a gun and I had used it some, but it was a rifle, and 
I could not brmg down with it such game as there was around Sacramento — 
birds and hares. Colonel Carter looked at my father, and I caught the look. 
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So did my father. I soon had a shotgun. But at the time Colonel Carter 
turned to me and said: ' 

“Can’t shoot straight, eh? Do you know what that means? That means 
that you can’t control a gun, and that means that you can’t control your- 
self, your eye, your hands, your nerves. You are wriggling now. I tell you 
that a good shot is always a good man. He may be a ‘bad man’ too, but he 
is quiet, strong, steady in speech, gait, and mind. No matter, though. If 
you break in this colt right, if you teach her her paces, she will teach you 
to shoot and be quiet.” 

He went off downtown with my father, and I started away with my 
colt. I fed, I led, I cleaned her, gently, as if she were made of glass; she was 
playful and willing, a delight. When Colonel Carter came home with my 
father for supper, he questioned me. 

“You should not have worked her today,” he said. “She has come all 
the way from Stockton and must be tired. Yes, yes, she would not show 
her fatigue; too fine for that, and too young to be wise. You have got to 
think for her, consider her as you would your sisters.” 

Sisters I I thought; I had never considered my sisters. I did not say that, 
but Colonel Carter laughetj and nodded to my sisters. It was just as if he 
had read my thought. But he went on to draw on my imagination a cen- 
taur; the colt as a horse’s body — me, a boy, as the head and brains of one 
united creature. I liked that. 1 would be that. I and the colt: a centaur. 

After Colonel Carter was gone home I went to work on my new horse. 
The old one, the pony, I used only for business to go to fires, to see my 
friends, run errands, and go hunting with my new shotgun. But the game 
that had all my attention was the brcakmg in of the colt, the beautiful 
cream-colored mare, who soon knew me — and my pockets. I carried sugar 
to reward her when she did right, and she discovered where I carried it; 
so did the pony, and when I was busy they would push their noses into my 
pockets, both of which were torn down a good deal of the time. But the 
colt learned. I taught her to run around a circle, turn and go the other way 
at a signal. My sisters helped me. I held the long rope and the whip (for 
signaling), while one of the girls led the colt; it was hard work for them, 
but they took it m turns. One would lead the colt round and round till I 
snapped the whip; then she would turn, turning the colt, till the colt did 
It all by herself. And she was very quick. She shook hands with each of 
her four feet. She let us run under her, back and forth. She was slow only 
to carry me. Following Colonel Carter’s instructions, I began by laying my 
arm or a surcingle over her back. If she trembled, I drew it slowly off. When 
she could abide it, I tried buckling it, tighter and tighter. I laid over her, too, 
a blanket, folded at first, then open, and, at last, I slipped up on her myself, 
sat there a second, and as she trembled, slid off. My sisters held her for me, 
and when I could get up and sit there a moment or two, I tied her at a 
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block, and wc, my sisters and I, made a procession of mounting and dis- 
mounting. She soon got used to this and would let us slide off over her 
rump, but it was a long, long time before she would carry me. 

That we practiced by leading her along a high curb where I could get 
on as she walked, ride a few steps, and then, as she felt me and crouched, 
slip off. She never did learn to carry a girl on her back; my sisters had to 
lead her while I rode. This was not purposeful. I don’t know just how it 
happened, but I do remember the first time I rode on my colt all the way 
round the lot and how, when I put one of the girls up, she refused to 
repeat. She shuddered, shook and frightened them off. 

While we were breaking in the colt a cucus came to town. The ring 
was across the street from our house Wonderful! I lived in that circus for 
a week. I saw the show but once, but I marked the horse-trainers, and in 
the mornings when they were not too busy I told them about my colt, 
showed her to them, and asked them how to train her to do circus tricks. 
With their hints I taught the colt to stand up on her hind legs, kfieel, he 
down, and balance on a small box. This last was easier than it looked. I put 
her first on a low big box and taught her to turn on it; then got a httle 
smaller box upon which she repeated what she did on the big one. By and 
by we had her so that she would step up on a high box so small that her 
four feet were almost touching, and there also she would turn. 

The circus man gave me one hint that was worth all the other tricks 
put together. ‘‘You catch her doing something of herself that looks good,” 
he said, “and then you keep her at it.” It was thus that I taught her to bow 
to people. The first day I rode her out on to the streets was a proud one 
for me and for the colt, too, apparently She did not walk, she danced; 
perhaps she was excited, nervous; anyhow I liked the way she threw up 
her head, champed at the bit, and went dancing, prancing down the street. 
Everybody stopped to watch us, and so, when she began to sober down, I 
picked her up again with heel and rein, saying, “Here’s people. Lady,” and 
she would show off to my delight. By constant repetition I had her so 
trained that she would single-foot, head down, along a country road till we 
came to a house or a group of people. Then I’d say, “People, Lady,” and 
up would go her head, and her feet would dance. 

But the trick that set the town talking was her bowing to anyone I 
spoke to. “Lennie Steffens’ horse bows to you,” people said, and sbe did. 
I never told how it was done; by accident. Dogs used to run out at us and 
the colt enjoyed it; she kicked at them sometimes with both hind hoofs. 
I joined her in the game, and being able to look behind more conveniently 
than she could, I watched the dogs until they were in range, then gave the 
colt a signal to kick. “Kick, gal,” I’d say, and tap her ribs with my heel. 
We used to get dogs together that way; the colt would kick them over and 
over and leave them yelping in the road. Well, one day when I met a girl 
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I knew I lifted my hat, probably muttered a “Good day,” and I must have 
touched the colt writh my heel. Anyway, she dropped her head and kicked — 
not much; there was no dog near, so she had responded to my unexpected 
signal by what looked hke a bow. I caught the idea and kept her at it. 
Whenever I wanted to bow to a girl or anyone else, instead of saying 
“Good day,” I muttered “Kick, gal,” spurred her lightly, and— the whole 
centaur bowed and was covered with glory and conceit. 

Yes, conceit. I was full of it, and the colt was quite as bad. One day 
my chum Hjalmar came into town on his Black Bess, blanketed. She had 
had a great fistula cut out of her shoulder and had to be kept warm. 1 
expected to see her weak and dull, but no, the good old mare was champ- 
ing and dancing, like my colt. 

“What is it makes her so?” I asked, and Hjalmar said he didn’t know, 
but he thought she was proud of the blanket. A great idea. I had a gaudy 
horse blanket. I put it on the colt and I could hardly hold her. We rode 
down the main street together, both horses and both boys, $0 full of vanity 
that everybody stopped to smile. We thought they admired, and maybe they 
did. But some boys on the street gave us another angle. They, too, stopped 
and looked, and as we passed, one of them said, “Think you're hell, don’t 
you?” 

Spoilsport! 

We did, as a matter of fact; we thought we were hell. The recognition 
of it dashed us for a moment; not for long, and the horses paid no heed. 
We pranced, the black and the yellow, all the way down J Street, up K 
Street, and agreed that we’d do it again, often. Only, I said, we wouldn’t 
use blankets. If the horses were proud of a blanket, they’d be proud of 
anything unusually conspicuous. We tried a flower next time. I fixed a big 
rose on my colt’s bridle just under her ear and it was great — she pranced 
downtown with her head turned, literally, to show off her flower. We had 
to change the decoration from time to time, put on a ribbon, or a bell, or 
a feather, but, really, it was not necessary for my horse. Old Black Bess 
needed an mcentive to act up, but all I had to do to my horse was to pick 
up the reins, touch her with my hed, and say, “People”; she would dance 
from one side of the street to the other, asking to be admired. As she was. 
As we were. 

I would ride down to my father’s store, jump o^ my prancmg colt in 
the nuddle of the street, and run up into the shop. The colt, free, would 
stop short, turn, and follow me right up on the sidewalk, unless I bade her 
ivait. If anyone approached her while I was gone, she would snort, rear, 
and strike. No stranger could get near her. She became a frightened, fright- 
ening animal, and yet when I came into ught she would run to me, put her 
head down, and as I straddled her neck, she would throw up her head and 



LINCOLN STEFFENS 4I 

pitch me into my seat, facing backwards, of course. I whirled around rig^t, 
and off we’d go, the vainest boy and the proudest horse in the State. 

“Hey, give me a ride, will you?” some boy would ask. 

“Sure,” I’d say, and jump down and watch that boy try to catch and 
mount my colt. He couldn’t. Once a cowboy wanted to try her, and he 
caught her; he dodged her forefeet, grabbed the rems, and in one spring 
was on her back. I never did that again. My colt reared, then bucked, and, 
as the cowboy kept his seat, she shuddered, sank to the ground, and rolled 
over. He shpped aside and would have risen with her, but 1 was alarmed 
and begged him not to. She got up at my touch and followed me so close 
that she stepped on my heel and hurt me. The cowboy saw the point. 

“If I were you, kid,” he said, “I’d never let anybody mount that colt. 
She’s too good.” 

That, 1 think, was the only mistake I made in the rearing of Colonel 
Carter’s gift-horse. My father differed from me. He discovered another 
error or sin, and thrashed me for it. My practice was to work hard on a 
trick, privately, and when it was perfect, let him sec it. I would have the 
horse out in our vacant lot doing it as he came home to supper. One eve- 
ning, as he approached the house, I was standing, whip in hand, while the 
colt, quite free, was stepping carefully over the bodies of a lot of girls, all 
my sisters and all their girl friends. (Grace Gallatin, later Mrs. Thompson- 
Seton, was among them.) My father did not express the admiration I ex- 
pected; he was frightened and furious. “Stop that,” he called, and he came 
running around into the lot, took the whip, and lashed me with it. I tried 
to explain; the girls tried to help me explain. 

I had seen in the circus a horse that stepped thus over a row of pros- 
trate clowns. It looked dangerous for the clowns, but the trainer had told 
me how to do it. You begin with logs, laid out a certain distance apart; the 
horse walks over them under your lead, and whenever he touches one you 
rebuke him. By and by he will learn to step with such care that he never 
trips. Then you substitute clowns. I had no clowns, but I did get logs, and 
with the girls helping, we taught the colt to step over the obstacles even at 
a trot. Walking, she touched nothing. All ready thus with the logs, I had 
my sisters lie down in the grass, and again and again the colt stepped over 
them. None was ever touched. My father would not listen to any of this; 
he just walloped me, and when he was tired or satisfied and I was in tears, 
I blubbered a short excuse: “They were only girls.” And he whipped me 
some more. 

My father was not given to whipping; he did it very seldom, but he 
did It hard when he did it at all. My mother was just the opposite. She 
did not whip me, but she often smacked me, and she had a most annoying 
habit of thumping me on the head with her thimbled finger. This I resented 
more than my father’s thoroughgoing thrashings, and I can tell why now. 
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I would be playing Napoleon and as I was reviewing my Old Guard, she 
would crack my skull with that thimble. No doubt I was in the way; it 
took a lot of furniture and sisters to represent properly a victorious army; 
and you might think as my mother did that a thimble is a small weapon. 
But imagme Napoleon at the height of his power, the ruler of the world 
on parade, getting a sharp rap on his crown from a woman’s thimble. No. 
My father’s way was more appropriate. It was hard. “I’ll attend to you in 
the morning,” he would say, and I lay awake wondering which of my crimes 
he had discovered. I know what it is to be sentenced to be shot at sunrise. 
And It hurt, in the morning, when he was not angry but very fresh and 
strong. But you see, he walloped me in my own person; he never humili- 
ated Napoleon or my knighthood, as my mother did. And I learned some- 
thing from his discipline, something useful. 

I learned what tyranny is and the pain of being misunderstood and 
wronged, or, if you please, understood and set right; they are pretty much 
the same. He and most parents and teachers do not break in their boys as 
carefully as I broke in my colt. They haven’t the time that I had, and they 
have not some other incentives I had. 1 saw this that day when I rubbed 
my sore legs. He had to explain to my indignant mother what had hap- 
pened. When he told it his way, I gave my version how long and cautiously 
I had been teaching my horse to walk over logs and girls. And having 
shown how sure I was of myself and the colt, while my mother was boring 
into his silence with one of her reproachful looks, I said something that hit 
my father hard. 

“I taught the colt that trick, I have taught her all that you see she 
knows, without whipping her. I have never struck her; not once. Colonel 
Carter said I mustn’t, and I haven’t” 

And my mother, backing me up, gave him a rap: “There,” she said, 
"I told you so.” He walked off, looking like a thimble-rapped Napoleon. 



Aldous Huxley 

Aldous Huxley (18^4- ), the brother of Julian Huxley, is Engltsh- 

born and was educated at Oxford. He is a prolific writer of novels, 
stones, and essays, all of them loaded with ideas. From a point of view 
relentlessly scientific he has passed over to mysticism, but he has no 
illusions about the society between the two World Wars. "Young 
Archimedes" revetds the hinship of music and mathematics, and poses 
the mystery of genius In Guido's stoiy is the story of every genius 
whom the world has failed to understand and so brought to gnef. 


YOUNG ARCHIMEDES 

MEN cannot hve at case except where they have 
mastered their surroundings and where their accumulated lives outnumber 
and outweigh the vegetative lives about them. Stripped of its dark woods, 
planted, terraced, and tilled almost to the mountains’ tops, the Tuscan land- 
scape IS humanised and safe. Sometimes upon those who hve in the midst 
of it there comes a longing for some place that is solitary, inhuman, life- 
less, or peopled only with alien hfe. But the longing is soon satisfied, and 
one IS glad to return to the civilised and submissive scene. 

I found that house on the hilltop the ideal dwelling-place. For there, 
safe in the midst of a humanised landscape, one was yet alone; one could 
be as solitary as one liked. Neighbours whom one never sees at close quarters 
arc the ideal and perfect neighbours. 

Our nearest neighbours, in terms of physical proximity, lived very near. 
We had two sets of them, as a matter of fact, almost in the same house 
with us. One was the peasant family, who lived in a long, low building, 
part dwelling-house, part stables, storerooms and cowsheds, adjoining the 
villa. Our other neighbours — intermittent neighbours, however, for they 
only ventured out of town every now and then, during the most flawless 
weather — were the owners of the villa, who had reserved for themselves the 
smaller wing of the huge L-shaped house — a mere dozen rooms or so — 
leaving the remaining eighteen or twenty to us. 

They were a curious couple, our proprietors. An old husband, grey, 
listless, tottering, seventy at least; and a signora of about forty, short, very 
plump, with tiny fat hands and feet and a pair of very large, very dark 
black eyes, which she used with all the skill of a born comedian. Her 
vitality, if you could have harnessed it and made it do some useful work, 
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would have supplied a whole town with electric light. The physicists talk 
. of deriving energy from the atom; they would be more profitably employed 
nearer home — in discovermg some way of tapping those enormous stores of 
vital energy which accumulate in unemployed women of sanguine tempera- 
ment and which, in the present imperfect state of social and scientific or- 
ganisation, vent themselves in ways that ^e generally so deplorable: in m- 
terfermg with other people’s affairs, in working up emotional scenes, in 
thinking about love and makmg it, and in bothering men till they cannot 
get on with their work. 

Signora Bondi got rid of her superfluous energy, among other ways, 
by “doing in” her tenants. The old gentleman, who was a retired merchant 
with a reputation for the most perfect rectitude, was allowed to have no 
dealings with us. When we came to see the house, it was the wife who 
showed us round. It was she who, with a lavish display of charm, with 
irresistible rollings of the eyes, expatiated on the merits of the place, sang 
the praises of the electric pump, glorified the bathroom (considering which, 
she insisted, the rent was remarkably moderate), and when we suggested 
callmg in a surveyor to look over the house, earnestly begged us, as though 
our well-being were her only consideration, not to waste our money un- 
necessarily in doing anything so superfluous. “After all,” she said, “we are 
honest people. I wouldn’t dream of letting you the house except in perfect 
condition. Have confidence.” And she looked at me with an appealing, 
pained expression in her magnificent eyes, as though begging me not to 
insult her by my coarse suspiciousness. And leaving us no time to pursue 
the subject of surveyors any further, she began assuring us that our little 
boy was the most beautiful angel she had ever seen. By the time our inter- 
view with Signora Bondi was at an end, we had definitely decided to take 
the house. 

“Charming woman,” I said, as we left the house. But I think that 
Elizabeth was not quite so certain of it as I. 

Then the pump episode began. 

On the evening of our arrival in the house we switched on the elec- 
tricity. The pump made a very professional whirring noise; but no water 
came out of the taps in the bathroom. We looked at one another doubt- 
fully. 

“Charming woman?” Elizabeth raised her eyebrows. 

We asked for interviews; but somehow the old gentleman could never 
see us, and the Signora was invariably out or indisposed. We left notes; 
they were never answered. In the end, we found that thfe only method of 
communicating with our landlords, who were living m the same house 
with us, was to go down into Florence and send a registered express letter 
to them. For this they had to sign two separate receipts and even, if we 
chose to pay forty centimes more, a third incriminating document, which 
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was then returned to us. There could be no pretending, as there always was 
with ordinary letters or notes, that the comnluxucation had never been re- 
ceived. We began at last to get answers to our complaints. The Signora, who 
wrote all the letters, started by tellmg us that, naturally, the pump didn’t 
work, as the cisterns were empty, owing to the long drought. I had to walk 
three miles to the post office in order to register my letter remindmg her 
that there had been a violent thunderstorm only last Wednesday, and that 
the tanks were consequently more than half full. The answer came back; 
bath water had not been guaranteed m the contract; and if I wanted it, why 
hadn’t I had the pump looked at before I took the house? Another walk 
into town to ask the Signora next door whether she remembered her adjura- 
tions to us to have confidence in her, and to inform her that the existence 
in a house of a bathroom was in itself an implicit guarantee of bath water. 
The reply to that was that the Signora couldn’t contmue to have communi- 
cations with people who wrote so rudely to her. After that I put the matter 
into the hands of a lawyer. Two months later the pump was actually re- 
placed. But we had to serve a writ on the lady before she gave in. And the 
costs were considerable. 

One day, towards the end of the episode, I met the old gentleman in 
the road, taking his big maremman dog for a walk— or being taken, rather, 
for a walk by the dog. For where the dog pulled the old gentleman had 
perforce to follow. And when it stopped to smell, or scratch the ground, or 
leave against a gatepost its visiting-card or an offensive challenge, patiently, 
at his end of the leash, the old man had to wait. I passed him standing at 
the side of the road, a few hundred yards below our house. The dog was 
sniffing at the roots of one of the twin cypresses which grew one on either 
side of the entry to a farm; I heard the beast growling indignantly to itself, 
as though It scented an intolerable insult Old Signor Bondi, leashed to his 
dog, was waiting. The knees inside the tubular grey trousers were slightly 
bent. Leaning on his cane, he stood gazing mournfully and vacantly at the 
view. The whites of his old eyes were discoloured, like ancient billiard balls. 
In the grey, deeply wrinkled face, his nose was dyspeptically red. His udiite 
moustache, ragged and yellowmg at the fringes, drooped in a melancholy 
curve. In his black tie he wore a very large diamond; perhaps that was what 
Signora Bondi had found so attractive about him. 

I took off my hat as I approached. The old man stared at me absently, 
and It was only when I was already almost past hun that he recollected who 
I was. 

“Wait,” he called after me, “wait!” And he hastened down the road 
in pursuit. Taken utterly by surprise and at a disadvantage— for it was 
engaged in retorting to the affront imprmted on the cypress roots— the dog 
permitted itself to be jerked after him. Too much astonished to be anythmg 
but obedient, it followed its master. “Waitl” 
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I waited. 

“My dear sir,” said the old gentleman, catching me by the lapel of my 
coat and blowing most disagreeably in my face, “I want to apologise.” He 
looked around him, as though afraid that even here he might be over- 
heard. “I want to apologise,” he went on, “about that wretched pump busi- 
ness. 1 assure you that, if it had been only my affair. I’d have put the thing 
right as soon as you asked. You were quite right: a bathroom is an implicit 
guarantee of bath water. 1 saw from the first that we should have no chance 
if it came to court. And besides, I think one ought to treat one’s tenants 
as handsomely as one can afford to. But my wife” — ^he lowered his voice — 
“the fact is that she likes this sort of thing, even when she knows that she’s 
in the wrong and must lose. And besides, she hoped, I dare say, that you’d 
get tired of asking and have the ]ob done yourself. I told her from the first 
that we ought to give in; but she wouldn’t listen. You see, she enjoys it. 
Still, now she sees that it must be done In the course of the next two or 
three days you’ll be having your bath water. But I thought I’d just like to 
tell you how . . .” But the Maremmano, which had recovered by this time 
from Its surprise of a moment since, suddenly bounded, growling, up the 
road. The old gentleman tried to hold the beast, strained at the leash, tot- 
tered unsteadily, then gave way and allowed himself to be dragged off. 
“. . . how sorry I am,” he went on, as he receded from me, “that this little 
misunderstanding . . .” But it was no use. “Good-bye.” He smiled politely, 
made a little deprecating gesture, as though he had suddenly remembered 
a pressing engagement, and had no time to explain what it was. “Good- 
bye.” He took off his hat and abandoned himself completely to the dog. 

A week later the water really did begin to flow, and the day after our 
first bath Signora Bondi, dressed in dove-grey satin and wearing all her 
pearls, came to call. 

“Is It peace now?” she asked, with a charming frankness, as she shook 
hands. 

We assured her that, so far as we were concerned, it certainly was. 

“But why did you write me such dreadfully rude letters?” she said, 
turning on me a reproachful glance that ought to have moved the most 
ruthless malefactor to contrition. “And then that writ. How could you? 
To a lady . . .” 

1 mumbled something about the pump and our wanting baths. 

“But how could you expect me to listen to you while you were in that 
mood? Why didn’t you' set about it differently — ^politely, charmingly?” She 
smiled at me and dropped her fluttering eyelids. 

I thought it best to change the conversation. It is disagreeable, when 
one IS in the right, to be made to appear in the wrong. 

A few weeks later we had a letter— duly registered and by express mes- 
senger — in which the Signora asked us whether we proposed to renew our 
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lease (which was only for six months), and notifying us that, if we did, 
the rent would be raised 25 per cent, m consideration of the improvements 
which had been carried out. We thought ourselves lucky, at the end of 
much bargainmg, to get the lease renewed for a whole year with an increase 
in the rent of only 15 per cent. 

It was chiefly for the sake of the view that we put up with these intol- 
erable extortions. But we had found other reasons, after a few days’ resi- 
dence, for liking the house Of these, the most cogent was that, in the peas- 
ant’s youngest child, we had discovered what seemed the perfect playfellow 
for our own small boy. Between little Guido — for that was his name — ^and 
the youngest of his brothers and sisters there was a gap of six or seven 
years. His two elder brothers worked with their father in the fields; since 
the time of the mother’s death, two or three years before we knew them, the 
eldest sister had ruled the house, and the younger, who had just left school, 
helped her and in betweenwhiles kept an eye on Guido, who by this time, 
however, needed very little looking after; for he was between six and seven 
years old and as precocious, self-assured, and responsible as the children of 
the poor, left as they are to themselves almost from the time they can walk, 
generally are. 

Though fully two and a half years older than little Robin — and at that 
age thirty months are crammed with half a life-time’s experience — Guido 
took no undue advantage of his superior intelligence and strength. I have 
never seen a child more patient, tolerant, and untyrannical. He never 
laughed at Robin for his clumsy efforts to imitate his own prodigious feats; 
he did not tease or bully, but helped his small companion when he was in 
difSculties and explained when he could not understand. In return, Robin 
adored him, regarded him as the model and perfect Big Boy, and slavishly 
imitated him in every way he could. 

These attempts of Robin’s to imitate his companion were often exceed- 
ingly ludicrous. For by an obscure psychological law, words and actions in 
themselves quite serious become comic as soon as they arc copied; and the 
tnore accurately, if the imitation is a deliberate parody, the funnier — for an 
overloaded imitation of someone we know does not make us laugh so much 
as one that is almost indistinguishably like the original. The bad imitation 
is only ludicrous when it is a piece of sincere and earnest flattery which docs 
not quite come off. Robin’s imitations were mostly of this kind. His heroic 
and unsuccessful attempts to perform the feats of strength and skill, which 
Guido could do with ease, were exquisitely comic. And his careful, long- 
drawn imitations of Guido’s habits and mannerisms were no less amusing. 
Most ludicrous of all, because most earnestly undertaken and most incon- 
gruous in the imitator, were Robin’s impersonations of Guido m the pen- 
sive mood. Guido was a thoughtful child, given to brooding and sudden 
abstractions One would find him sitting in a corner by himself, chin in 
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hand, elbow on knee, plunged, to all appearances, in the profoundest medi* 
tation. And sometimes, even in the midst of his play, he would suddenly 
break off, to stand, his hands behind his back, frowning and staring at the 
ground. When this happened Robin became overawed and a httle dis- 
quieted. In a puzzled silence he looked at his compamon. “Guido,” he would 
say softly, “Guido.” But Guido was generally too much jpreoccupied to 
answer; and Rohm, not venturing to msist, would creep near him, and 
throwing himself as nearly as possible into Guido’s attitude — standing Na- 
poleonically, his hands clasped behind him, or sittmg in the posture of 
Michelangelo’s Lorenzo the Magnificent — would try to meditate too. Every 
few seconds he would turn his bright blue eyes towards the elder child to 
see whether he was domg it quite right. But at the end of a minute he began 
to grow impatient; meditation wasn’t his strong point. “Guido,” he called 
agam and, louder, “Guidol” And he would take him by the hand and try 
to pull him away. Sometimes Guido roused himself from his reverie and 
went back to the interrupted game. Sometimes he paid no attention. Mel- 
ancholy, perplexed, Robin had to take himself off to play by himself. And 
Guido would go on sitting or standing there, quite still; and his eyes, if one 
looked into them, were beautiful in their grave and pensive calm. 

They were large eyes, set far apart and, what was strange in a dark- 
haired Italian child, of a luminous pale blue-grey colour. They were not 
always grave and calm, as in these pensive moments. When he was playing, 
when he talked or laughed, they lit up; and the surface of those clear, pale 
lakes of thought seemed, as it were, to be shaken into brilliant sun-flashing 
ripples. Above those eyes was a beautiful forehead, high and steep and 
domed in a curve that was like the subtle curve of a rose petal. The nose 
was straight, the chin small and rather pointed, the mouth drooped a httle 
sadly at the corners. 

I have a snapshot of the two children sitting together on the parapet of 
the terrace. Guido sits almost facing the camera, but looking a little to one 
side and downwards; his hands arc crossed in his lap and his expression, 
his attitude are thoughtful, grave, and meditative. It is Guido in one of 
those moods of abstraction into which he would pass even at the height of 
laughter and play — quite suddenly and completely, as though he had all at 
once taken it into his head to go away and had left the silent and beautiful 
body behind, like an empty house, to wait for his return. And by his side 
sits httle Robin, turning to look up at him, his face half averted from the 
camera, but the curve of his cheek showing that he is laughing; one little 
raised hand is caught at the top of a gesture, the other clutches at Guide’s 
sleeve as though he were urging him to come away and play. And the legs 
dangling from the parapet have been seen by the blinking instrument in the 
midst of ah impatient wriggle; he is on the point of shpping down and run- 
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ning off to play hide-and-seek in the garden. All the essential characteristics 
of l^th the children are in that little snapshot. 

“If Robin were not Robin,” Elizabeth used to say, “I could almost wish 
he were Guido.” 

And even at that time, when I took no particular interest in the child, 
I agreed with her. Guido seemed to me one of the most charmmg little boys 
I had ever seen. 

We were not alone in admiring him. Signora Bondi when, in those cor- 
dial intervals between our quarrels, she came to call, was constantly speak- 
ing of him. “Such a beauuful, beautiful child I” she would exclaim with 
enthusiasm. “It’s really a waste that he should belong to peasants who can’t 
afford to dress him properly. If he were mine, I should put him mto black 
velvet; or little white knickers and a white knitted silk jersey with a red 
line at the collar and cuRsI or perhaps a white sailor suit would be pretty. 
And in winter a little fur coat, with a squirrel skin cap, and possibly Rus- 
sian boots . . .” Her imagination was running away with her. “And I’d let 
his hair grow, like a page’s, and have it ]ust curled up a little at the tips. 
And a straight fringe across his forehead. Everyone would turn round and 
stare after us if I took him out with me in Via Tornabuoni.” 

What you want, I should have hkcd to tell her, is not a child; it’s a 
clock-work doll or a performing monkey. But I did not say so — partly be- 
cause I could not think of the Italian for a clock-work doll and partly be- 
cause I did not want to risk having the rent raised another 15 per cent. 

“Ah, if only I had a little boy like that I” She sighed and modestly 
dropped her eyelids. “I adore children. I sometimes think of adoptmg one — 
that is, if my husband would allow it.” 

I thought of the poor old gentleman being dragged along at the heels 
of his big white dog and inwardly smiled. 

“But I don’t know if he would,” the Signora was continuing, “I don’t 
know if he would.” She was silent for a moment, as though considering a 
new idea. 

A few days later, when we were sitting in the garden after luncheon, 
drinkmg our coffee, Guido’s father, instead of passing with a nod and the 
usual cheerful good-day, halted in front of us and began to talk. He was a 
fine handsome man, not very tall, but well-proportioned, quick and elastic 
in his movements, and full of life. He had a thin brown face, featured like 
a Roman’s and lit by a pair of the most intelhgent-looking grey eyes I ever 
saw. They exhibited almost too much intelligence when, as not infrequently 
happened, he was trying, with an assumption of perfect frankness and a 
childhke innocence, to take one in or get something out of one. De l ig hting 
in Itself, the intelligence shone there mischievously. The face might be 
ingenuous, impassive, almost imbecile in its expression; but the eyes on 
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these occasions gave him completely away. One knew, when they glittered 
like that, that one would have to be careful. 

Today, however, there was no dangerous light in them. He wanted 
nothing out of us, nothing of any value — only advice, which is a com- 
modity, he knew, that most people are only too happy to part with. But 
he wanted advice on what was, for us, rather a delicate subject: on Signora 
Bondi. Carlo had often complained to us about her. The old man is good, 
he told us, very good and kind indeed. Which meant, I dare say, among 
other things, that he could easily be swindled. But his wife . . . Well, the 
woman was a beast. And he would tell us stones of her insatiable rapacity: 
she was always claiming more than the half of the produce which, by the 
laws of the metayage * system, was the proprietor’s due. He complained of 
her suspiciousness: she was forever accusing him of sharp practices, of down- 
right stealing — him, he struck his breast, the soul of honesty. He complained 
of her short-sighted avarice: she wouldn’t spend enough on manure, 
wouldn’t buy him another cow, wouldn’t have electric light installed m 
the stables. And we had sympathised, but cautiously, without expressing 
too strong an opinion on the subject. The Italians are wonderfully non- 
committal in their speech; they will give nothing away to an interested 
person until they are quite certain that it is right and necessary and, above 
all, safe to do so. We had lived long enough among them to imitate their 
caution. What we said to Carlo would be sure, sooner or later, to get back 
to Signora Bondi There was nothing to be gained by unnecessarily embit- 
tering our relations with the lady — only another 15 per cent, very likely, to 
be lost. 

Today he wasn’t so much complaining as feeling perplexed. The 
Signora had sent for him, it seemed, and asked him how he would like 
It if she were to make an offer — 11 was all very hypothetical in the cautious 
Italian style — to adopt little Guido. Carlo’s first instinct had been to say that 
he wouldn't like it at all. But an answer like that would have been too 
coarsely committal. He had preferred to say that he would think about it. 
And now he was asking for our advice. 

Do what you think best, was what in effect we replied. But we gave it 
distantly but distinctly to be understood that we didn’t think that Signora 
Bondi would make a very good foster-motl)er for the child. And Carlo was 
mclined to agree. Besides, he was very fond of the boy. 

“But the thing is,” he concluded rather gloomily, “that if she has really 
set her heart on getting hold of the child, there’s nothing she won’t do to 
get him — nothing.” 

He too, I could see, would have liked the physicists to start on unem- 
ployed childless women of sanguine temperament before they tried to tackle 
the atom. Still, I reflected, as I watched him striding away along the tcr- 
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race, singing powerfully from a brazen gullet as he went, there was force 
there, there was life enough in those elastic limbs, behind those bright grey 
eyes, to put up a good fight even against the accumulated vital energies of 
Signora Bondi. 

It was a few days after this that my gramophone and two or three boxes 
of records arrived from England. They were a great comfort to us on the 
hilltop, providing as they did the only thing in which that spiritually fertile 
solitude — otherwise a perfect Swiss Family Robinson’s island — was lacking; 
music. There is not much music to be heard nowadays in Florence. The 
times when Dr. Burney could tour through Italy, listening to an unending 
succession of new operas, symphonies, quartets, cantatas, are gone. Gone are 
the days when a learned musician, inferior only to the Reverend Father 
Martini of Bologna, could admire what the peasants sang and the strolling 
players thrummed and scraped on their instruments. I have travelled for 
weeks through the peninsula and hardly heard a note that was not “Salome” 
or the Fascists’ song. Rich in nothing else that makes life agreeable or even 
supportable, the northern metropolises arc rich in music. That is perhaps 
the only inducement that a reasonable man can find for living there. The 
other attractions — organised gaiety, people, miscellaneous conversation, the 
social pleasures — what arc those, after aU, but an expense of spirit that buys 
nothing in return? And then the cold, the darkness, the mouldering dirt, 
the damp and squalor. . . . No, where there is no necessity that retains, 
music can be the only inducement And that, thanks to the ingenious 
Edison, can now be taken about in a box and unpacked in whatever soli- 
tude one chooses to visit. One can live at Benin, or Nuneaton, or Tozeur 
in the Sahara, and still hear Mozart quartets, and selections from the Well- 
Tempered Clavichord, and the Fifth Symphony, and the Brahms clarinet 
quintet, and motets by Palestrina. 

Carlo, who had gone down to the station with his mule and cart to 
fetch the packing-case, was vastly interested in the machine 

“One will hear some music again,” he said, as he watched me unpack- 
ing the gramophone and the disks “It is difficult to do much oneself.” 

Still, I reflected, he managed to do a ginid deal. On warm nights we 
used to hear him, where he sat at the door of his house, playing his guitar 
and softly singing; the eldest boy shrilled out the melody on the mandolin, 
and sometimes the whole family would join in, and the darkness would be 
filled with their passionate, throaty singing. Piedigrotta ^ songs they mostly 
sang; and the voices drooped slurringly from note to note, lazily climbed 
or jerked themselves with sudden sobbing emphases from one tone to 
another. At a distance and under the stars the effect was not unpleasing. 

“Before the war,” he went on, “in normal times” (and Carlo had a 
hope, even a belief, that the normal times were coming back and that life 
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would soon be as cheap and easy as it had been in the days before the flood), 
“I used to go and listen to the operas at the Politeama. Ah, they were mag- 
niflcent. But it costs five lire now to get in." 

“Too much,” I agreed. 

“Have you got Trovatore?" he asked. 

I shook my head. 

"Rigoletto?" 

“I’m afraid not.” 

“Bohhne? Fanctulla del West? Pagltacct?" 

I had to go on disappointing him. 

“Not even Norma? Or the Barbtere?’’ 

I put on Battistmi in “La ci darem” out of Don Gtovannt. He agreed 
that the singing was good; but I could see that he didn’t much like the 
music. Why not^ He found it difficult to explain. 

“It’s not like Pagltacct" he said at last. 

“Not palpitating?” I suggested, using a word with which I was sure 
he would be familiar; for it occurs in every Italian pohtical speech and 
patriotic leading arucle. 

“Not palpitatmg,” he agreed. 

And I reflected that it is precisely by the difference between Pagltacct 
and Don Gtovannt, between the palpitating and the nonpalpitating, that 
modern musical taste is separated from the old. The corruption of the best, 
I thought, IS the worst. Beethoven taught music to palpitate with his intel- 
lectual and spiritual passion. It has gone on palpitating ever since, but with 
the passion of inferior men. Indirectly, I thought, Beethoven is responsible 
for Parstfal, Pagltacct, and the Poem of Fire; still more induectly for Sam- 
son and Deltlah and “Ivy, cling to me.” Mozart’s melodies may be brilliant, 
memorable, infectious; but they don’t palpitate, don’t catch you between 
wind and water, don’t send the listener off into erouc ecstasies. 

Carlo and his elder children found my gramophone, I am afraid, rather 
a disappointment. They were too polite, however, to say so openly; they 
merely ceased, after the first day or two, to take any interest in the machine 
and the music it played. They preferred the guitar and their own singing. 

Guido, on the other hand, was immensely interested. And he liked, not 
the cheerful dance tunes, to whose sharp rhythms our little Robin loved to 
go stamping round and round the room, pretending that he was a whole 
regiment of soldiers, but the genuine stuff. The first record he heard, I re- 
member, was that of the slow movement of Bach’s Concerto in D Mmor 
for two violins. That was the disk I put on the turntable as soon as Carlo 
had left me. It seemed to me, so to speak, the most musical piece of music 
with which I could refresh my long-parched mind — the coolest and clearest 
of all draughts. The movement had just got under way and was beginning 
to unfold Its pure and melancholy beauties in accordance with the laws of 
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the most exacting intellectual logic, when the two children, Guido in front 
and httle Robin breathlessly following, came clattering into the room from 
the loggia. 

Guido came to a halt in front of the gramophone and stood there, 
motionless, hstening. His pale blue-grey eyes opened themselves wide; 
making a little nervous gesture that I had often noticed in him before, he 
plucked at his lower lip with his thumb and foreHnger. He must have taken 
a deep breath; for I noticed that, after listening for a few seconds, he 
sharply expired and drew in a fresh gulp of air. For an instant he looked 
at me — a. questioning, astonished, rapturous look — gave a little laugh that 
ended in a kind of nervous shudder, and turned back towards the source 
of the incredible sounds. Slavishly imitating his elder comrade, Robin had 
also taken up his stand in front of the gramophone, and in exactly the same 
position, glancing at Guido from time to time to make sure that he was 
doing everythmg, down to plucking at his lip, m the correct way. But after a 
minute or so he became bored. 

“Soldiers,” he said, turning to me; “I want soldiers. Like in London." 
He remembered the rag-time and the jolly marches round and round the 
room. 

I put my fingers to my lips. “Afterwards,” I whispered. 

Robin managed to remain silent and still for perhaps another twenty 
seconds. Then he seized Guido by the arm, shouting, “Vieni, Guido I Sol- 
diers. Soldati. Vieni giuocare soldati” 

It was then, for the first time, that I saw Guido impatient. “Vail” he 
whispered angrily, slapped at Robm’s clutching hand ani^ pushed him 
roughly away. And he leaned a httle closer to the instrument, as though 
to make up by yet intenser listenmg for what the interruption had caused 
him to miss. 

Robin looked at him, astonished. Such a thing had never happened 
before. Then he burst out crying and came to me for consolation. 

When the quarrel was made up — ^and Guido was sincerely repentant, 
was as nice as he knew how to be when the music had stopped and his 
mind was free to think of Robin once more — asked him how he hked the 
music. He said he thought it was beautiful. But Mio in Italian is too vague 
a word, too easily and frequently uttered, to mean very much. 

“What did you like best?” I insisted. For he had seemed to enjoy it so 
much that I was curious to find out what had really impressed him. 

He was silent for a moment, pensively frowning. “Well,” he said at 
last, “I hked the bit that went hke this.” And he hummed a long phrase. 
“And then there’s the other thing smging at the same time— but what are 
those things,” he interrupted hunself, “that sing like that?” 

“They’re called violins,” I said. 

“Viohns.” He nodded. “Well, the other violin goes hke this.” He 
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hummed again. “Why can’t one suig both at once? And what is in that 
box? What makes it make that noise?” The child poured out his questions. 

I answered him as best I could, showing him the little spurals on the 
disk, the needle, the diaphragm. I told him to remember how the string of 
the guitar trembled when one plucked it; sound is a shaking in the air, I 
told him, and I tried to explain how those shakings get printed on the black 
disk. Guido listened to me very gravely, nodding from time to time. I had 
the impression that he understood perfectly well everything I was saying. 

By this time, however, poor Robin was so dreadfully bored that in pity 
for him I had to send the two children out into the garden to play. Guido 
went obediently; but I could see that he would have preferred to stay in- 
doors and listen to more music. A little while later, when I looked out, he 
was hiding in the dark recesses of the big bay tree, roaring like a lion, and 
Robin, laughing, but a little nervously, as though he were afraid that the 
horrible noise might possibly turn out, after all, to be the roaring of a real 
lion, was beating the bush with a stick, and shouting, “Come out, come 
outi I want to shoot you.” 

After lunch, when Robin had gone upstairs for his afternoon sleep, he 
reappeared. “May I listen to the music now?” he asked. And for an hour 
he sat there in front of the instrument, his head cocked slightly on one side, 
listening while I put on one disk after another. 

Thenceforward he came every afternoon. Very soon he knew all my 
library of records, had his preferences and dislikes, and could ask for what 
he wanted by humming the principal theme. 

“I don’t l^tc that one,” he said of Strauss’s Till Eulensptegel. “It’s like 
what we sing in our house. Not really like, you know. But somehow rather 
like, all the same. You understand?” He looked at us perplexedly and ap- 
pealingly, as though begging us to understand what he meant and so save 
him from going on explaining. We nodded. Guido went on. “And then,” 
he said, “the end doesn’t seem to come properly out of the beginning. It’s 
not like the one you played the first time.” He hummed a bar or two from 
the slow movement of Bach’s D Minor Concerto. 

“It isn’t,” I suggested, “like saying: All little boys like playing. Guido 
is a little boy. Therefore Guido likes playing ” 

He frowned. “Yes, perhaps that’s it,” he said at last. “The one you 
played first is more like that. But, you know,” he added, with an excessive 
regard for truth, “I don’t like playing as much as Robin does.” 

Wagner was among his dislikes; so was Debussy. When I played the 
record of one of Debussy’s Arabesques, he said, “Why docs he say the same 
thing over and over again? He ought to say something new, or go on, or 
make the thing grow. Can’t he think of anything different?” But he was 
less censorious about the “Aprb-Midi d’un Faune.” “The things have beau- 
tiful voices,” he said. 
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Mozart overwhelmed him with delight. The duet from Don Giovanni, - 
which his father had found insufficiently palpitating, enchanted Guido. But 
he preferred the quartets and the orchestral pieces. 

“I like music,” he said, “better than singing.” 

Most people, I reflected, like singing better than music; are more inter- 
ested in the executant than in what he executes, and And the impersonal 
orchestra less moving than the soloist. The touch of the pianist is the human 
touch, and the soprano’s high C is the personal note. It is for the sake of 
this touch, that note, that audiences fill the concert halls. 

Guido, however, preferred music. True, he liked “La ci darem”; he 
liked “Deh vieni alia finestra”; he thought “Che soave zefiretto” so lovely 
that almost all our concerts had to begin with it. But he preferred the other 
things. The Figaro overture was one of his favourites. There is a passage 
not far from the beginning of the piece, where the first violins suddenly go 
rocketing up into the heights of lovelmess; as the music approached that 
point, I used always to see a smile developing and gradually brightening 
on Guido’s face, and when, punctually, the thing happened, he clapped his 
hands and laughed aloud with pleasure. 

On the other side of the same disk, it^happened, was recorded Bee- 
thoven’s Egmont overture He liked that almost better than Figaro. 

“It has more voices,” he explained. And 1 was delighted by the acute- 
ness of the criticism; for it is precisely in the richness of its orchestration 
that Egmont goes beyond Figaro. 

But what stirred him almost more than anything was the Conolan 
overture. The third movement of the Fifth Symphony, the second move- 
ment of the Seventh, the slow movement of the Emperor Concerto — ^all 
these things ran it pretty close. But none excited him so much as Conolan. 
One day he made me play it three or four times in succession; then he 
put it away. 

“1 don’t think I want to hear that any more,” he said. 

“Why not?” 

“It’s too . . . too . . .” he hesitated, “too big,” he said at last. “I don’t 
really understand it. Play me the one that goes like this.” He hummed the 
phrase from the D Minor Concerto. 

“Do you like that one better?” I asked. 

He shook his head. “No, it’s not that exactly. But it’s easier.” 

“Easier?” It seemed to me rather a queer word to apply to Bach. 

“I understand it better.” 

One afternoon, while we were in the middle of our concert, Signora 
Bondi was ushered in. She began at once to be overwhelmingly affectionate 
towards the child; kissed him, patted his head, paid him the most out- 
rageous compliments on his appearance. Guido edged away from her. 

“And do you like music?” she asked. 
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The child nodded. 

“I think he has a gift,” I said. “At any rate, he has a wonderful ear and 
a power of listening and criticising such as I’ve never met with in a child 
of that age. We’re thinking of hiring a piano for him to learn on.” 

A moment later I was cursing myself for my undue frankness in prais- 
ing the boy. For Signora Bondi began immediately to protest that, if she 
could have the upbringing of the child, she would give him the best mas- 
ters, bring out his talent, make an accomplished maestro of him — and, on 
the way, an infant prodigy. And at that moment, I am sure, she saw herself 
sitting maternally, in pearls and black satin, in the lee of the huge Steinway, 
while an angelic Guido, dressed hkc httle Lord Fauntleroy, rattled out Liszt 
and Chopin, to the loud delight of a thronged auditorium. She saw the 
bouquets and all the elaborate iloral tributes, heard the clapping and the few 
well-chosen words with which the veteran maestri, touched almost to tears, 
would hail the coming of the httle genius. It became more than ever impor- 
tant for her to acquire the child. 

“You’ve sent her away fairly ravenmg,” said Elizabeth, when Signora 
Bondi had gone. “Better tell her next time that you made a mistake, and 
that the boy’s got no musical talent whatever.” 

In due course, the piano arrived. After giving him the minimum of 
preliminary instruction, I let Guido loose on it. He began by picking out 
for himself the melodies he had heard, reconstructing the harmonics in 
which they were embedded. After a few lessons, he understood the rudi- 
ments of musical notation and could read a simple passage at sight, albeit 
very slowly. The whole process of reading was still strange to him; he had 
picked up his letters somehow, but nobody had yet taught him to read 
whole words and sentences. 

I took occasion, next time I saw Signora Bondi, to assure her that Guido 
had disappointed me. There was nothmg in his musical talent, really. She 
professed to be very sorry to hear it; but I could sec that she didn’t for a 
moment believe me. Probably she thought that we were after the child too, 
and wanted to bag the infant prodigy for ourselves, before she could get 
in her claim, thus depriving her of what she regarded almost as her feudal 
right. For, after all, weren’t they her peasants.? If anyone was to profit by 
adopting the child it ought to he herself. 

Tactfully, diplomatically, she renewed her negotiations with Carlo. The 
boy, she put it to him, had genius. It was the foreign gentleman who had 
told her so, and he was the sort of man, clearly, who knew about such 
things. If Carlo would let her adopt the child, she’d have him trained. He’d 
become a great maestro and get engagements in the Argentme and the 
United States, m Paris and London. He’d earn milhons and millions. 
Think of Caruso, for example. Part of the millions, she explained, would 
of course come to Carlo. But before they began to roll m, those millions. 
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the boy would have to be trained. But training was very expensive. In his 
own interest, as well as in that of his son, he ought to let her take charge 
of the child. Carlo said he would think it over, and again applied to us 
for advice. We suggested that it would be best* in any case to wait a little 
and see what progress the boy made. 

He made, in spite of my assertions to Signora Bondi, excellent prog- 
ress. Every afternoon, while Robin was asleep, he came for his concert and 
his lesson. He was getting along famously with his reading; his small fingers 
were acquiring strength and agility. But what to me was more interesting 
was that he had begun to make up little pieces on his own account. A few 
of them I took down as he played them and I have them still. Most of 
them, strangely enough, as I thought then, are canons. He had a passion 
for canons. When I explained to him the principles of the form he was 
enchanted. 

“It IS beautiful,” he said, with admiration. “Beautiful, beautiful. And 
so easy!” 

Again the word surprised me. The canon is not, after all, so conspicu- 
ously simple. Thenceforward he spent most of his time at the piano in work- 
ing out little canons for his own amusement. They were often remarkably 
ingenious But in the invention of other kinds of music he did not show 
himself so fertile as I had hoped. He composed and harmonised one or two 
solemn little airs like hymn tunes, with a few sprightlier pieces in the spirit 
of the military march. They were extraordinary, of course, as being the 
inventions of a child. But a great many children can do extraordinary things; 
we are all geniuses up to the age of ten. But I had hoped that Guido was 
a child who was going to be a genius at forty; in which case what was 
extraordinary for an ordinary child was not extraordinary enough for him. 
“He’s hardly a Mozart,” we agreed, as we played his little pieces over. I felt, 
it must be confessed, almost aggrieved. Anything less than a Mozart, it 
seemed to me, was hardly worth thinking about. 

•f 

He was not a Mozart. No. But he was somebody, as I was to find out, 
quite as extraordinary. It was one morning in the early summer that I made 
the discovery. I was sittmg in the warm shade of our westward-facing bal- 
cony, working. Guido and Robin were playing in the little enclosed garden 
below. Absorbed in my work, it was only, I suppose, after the silence had 
prolonged itself a considerable time that I became aware that the children 
were making remarkably little noise. There was no shouting, no running 
about; only a quiet talking. Knowing by experience that when children are 
quiet It generally means that they are absorbed in some delicious mischief, 
I got up from my chair and looked over the balustrade to see what they 
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were doing. I expected to catch them dabbling in water, making a bonfire, 
covering themselves with tar. But what I actually saw was Guido, with a 
burnt stick in his hand, demonstrating on the smooth pavmg-stones of the 
path, that the square on the hypotenuse of a right-angled triangle is equal 
to the sum of the squares on the other two sides. 

Kneeling on the floor, he was drawing with the point of his blackened 
stick on the flagstones. And Robin, kneeling imitatively beside him, was 
growing, I could see, rather impatient with this very slow game. 

“Guido,” he said. But Guido paid no attention. Pensively frowning, he 
went on with his diagram. “Guido'” The younger child bent down and then 
craned round his neck so as to look up into Guido’s face. “Why don’t you 
draw a tram?” ' 

“Afterwards,” said Guido. “But I )ust want to show you this first. It’s 
so beautiful,” he added cajohngly. 

“But I want a tram,” Robin persisted 

“In a moment. Do )ust wait a moment.” The tone was almost implor- 
ing. Robin armed himself with renewed patience. A minute later Guido 
had finished both his diagrams. 

“There'” he said triumphantly, and straightened himself up to look at 
them. “Now I’ll explain.” 

And he proceeded to prove the theorem of Pythagoras — ^not in Euclid’s 
way, but by the simpler and more satisfying method which was, m all proba- 
bility, employed by Pythagoras himself. He had drawn a square and dis- 
sected It, by a pair of crossed perpendiculars, into two squares and two equal 
rectangles. The equal rectangles he divided up by their diagonals into four 
equal right-angled triangles. The two squares are then seen to be the squares 
on the two sides of any one of these triangles other than the hypotenuse. 
So much for the first diagram. In the next he took the four right-angled 
triangles into which the rectangles had been divided and rearranged them 
round the original square so that their right angles filled the corners of the 
square, the hypotenuses looked inwards and the greater and less sides of the 
triangles were m continuation along the sides of the square (which arc each 
equal to the sum of these sides). In this way the original square is redis- 
sected into four right-angled triangles and the square on the hypotenuse. 
The four triangles are equal to the two rectangles of the original dissection. 
Therefore the square on the hypotenuse is equal to the sum of the two 
squares — the squares on the other two sides — into which, with the rectangles, 
the original square was first dissected. 

In very untechnical language, but clearly and with a relentless logic, 
Guido expounded his proof. Robin listened, with an expression on his bright, 
freckled face of perfect incomprehension. 

“Treno,” he repealed from time to time. “Treno. Make a tram.” 
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“In a moment,” Guido implored. “Wait a moment. But do just look 
at this. Do." He coaxed and cajoled. “It’s so beautiful. It’s so easy.” 

So easy. . . . The theorem of Pythagoras seemed to explain for me 
Guido’s musical predilections. It was not an mfant Mozart we had been 
cherishing; it was a little Archimedes with, like most of his kind, an inci- 
dental musical twist. 

“Treno, treno!” shouted Robin, growing more and more restless as the 
exposition went on. And when Guido insisted on going on with his proof, 
he lost his temper. “Cattivo Guido,” he shouted, and began to' hit out at 
him with his fists. 

“All right,” said Guido resignedly. “I’ll make a tram.” And with his stick 
of charcoal he began to scribble on the stones. 

I looked on for a moment in silence It was not a very good train. 
Guido might be able to invent for himself and prove the theorem of Pythag- 
oras; but he was not much of a draughtsman. 

“Guido I” I called. The two children turned and looked up. “Who 
taught you to draw those squares?” It was conceivable, of course, that 
somebody might have taught him 

“Nobody.” He shook his head. Then, rather anxiously, as though he 
were afraid there might be something wrong about drawing squares, he 
went on to apologise and explain, “You sec,” he said, “it seemed to me so 
beautiful Because those squares”— he pointed at the two small squares in 
the first figure — “are just as big as this one.” And, indicating the square on 
the hypotenuse in the second diagram, he looked up at me with a deprecat- 
ing smile. 

I nodded “Yes, it’s very beautiful,” I said — “it’s very beautiful indeed.” 

An expression of delighted relief appeared on his face; he laughed with 
pleasure “You see, it’s like this,” he went on, eager to initiate me into the 
glorious secret he had discovered. “You cut these two long squares” — he 
meant the rectangles — “into two slices. And then there arc four slices, all just 
the same, because, because — oh, I ought to have said that before — ^because 
these long squares are the same, because those lines, you see . . .” 

“But I want a tram,” protested Robin. 

Leaning on the rail of the balcony, I watched the children below. I 
thought of the extraordinary thing I had just seen and of what it meant. 

I thought of the vast differences between human beings. We classify 
men by the colour of their eyes and hair, the shape of their skulls. Would 
It not be more sensible to divide them up into intellectual species? There 
would be even wider gulfs between the extreme mental types than between 
a Bushman and a Scandinavian This child, I thought, when he grows up, 
will be to me, intellectually, what a man is to a dog. And there are other 
men and women who are, perhaps, almost as dogs to me. 
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Perhaps the men of genius are the only true men. In all the history of 
the race there have been only a few thousand real men. And the rest of us— > 
what are we^ Teachable animals. Without the help of the real men, we 
should have found out almost nothmg at all. Almost all the ideas with which 
ive are familiar could never have occurred to minds like ours. Plant the seeds 
there and they will grow; but our mmds could never spontaneously have 
generated them. 

There have been whole nations of dogs, I thought; whole epochs in 
which no Man was born. From the dull Egyptians the Greeks took crude 
experience and rules of thumb and made sciences. More than a thousand 
years passed before Archimedes had a comparable successor. There has been 
only one Buddha, one Jesus, only one Bach that we know of, one 
Michelangelo. 

Is It by a mere chance, I wondered, that a Man is born from time to 
time? What causes a whole constellation of them to come contemporane- 
ously into being and from out of a single people? Tame thought that 
Leonardo, Michelangelo, and Raphael were born when they were because 
the time was ripe for great painters and the Italian scene congenial. In the 
mouth of a rationalising nineteenth-century Frenchman the doctrine is 
strangely mystical; it may be none the less true for that. But what of those 
born out of time? Blake, for example. What of those? 

This child, I thought, has had the fortune to be born at a time when 
he will be able to make good use of his capacities. He will find the most 
elaborate analytical methods lying ready to his hand; he will have a pro- 
digious experience behind him. Suppose him born while Stonehenge was 
building; he might have spent a lifetime discovering the rudiments, guess- 
ing darkly where now he might have had a chance of proving. Born at 
the time of the Norman Conquest, he would have had to wrestle with 
all the preliminary difficulties created by an inadequate symbolism; it 
would have taken him long years, for example, to learn the art of dividing 
MMMccccLxxxviii by MCMXix. In five years, nowadays, he will learn what it 
took generations of Men to discover. 

And I thought of the fate of all the men born so hopelessly out of time 
that they could achieve little or nothing of value. Beethoven born in Greece, 
I thought, would have had to be content to play thin melodies on the flute 
or lyre; in those intellectual surroundings it would hardly have been pos- 
sible for him to imagine the nature of harmony. 

From drawing trains, the children in the garden below had gone on to 
playing trains. They were trotting round and round; with blown round 
cheeks and pouting mouth, like the cherubic symbol of a wind, Robin 
pu^f-puffed, and Guido, holding the skirt of his smock, shuffled behind him, 
tooting. They ran forward, backed, stopped at imaginary stations, shunted. 
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roared over bridges, crashed through tunnels, met with occasional collisions 
and derailments. The young Archimedes seemed to be just as happy as the 
little tow4ieaded barbvian. A few minutes ago he had been busy with the 
theorem of Pythagoras. Now, tooting mdefatigably along imaginary rails, 
he was perfectly content to shuiSe backwards and forwards among the 
flower-beds, between the pillars of the loggia, in and out of the dark tunnels 
of the laurel tree. The fact that one is going to be Archimedes does not pre- 
vent one from being an ordinary cheerful child meanwhile. I thought of 
this strange talent distinct and separate from the rest of the mmd, inde- 
pendent, almost, of experience. The typical child-prodigies are musical and 
mathematical; the other talents ripen slowly under the influence of emo- 
uonal experience and growth. Till he was thirty Balzac gave proof of noth- 
ing but ineptitude; but at four the young Mozart was already a musician, 
and some of Pascal’s most brilliant work was done before he was out of 
his teens. 

In the weeks that followed, I alternated the daily piano lessons with 
lessons in mathematics. Hints rather than lessons they were; for I only made 
suggestions, indicated methods, and left the child himself to work out the 
ideas in detail. Thus I introduced him to algebra by showing him another 
proof of the theorem of Pythagoras. In this proof one drops a perpendicular 
from the right angle on to the hypotenuse, and arguing from the fact that 
the two triangles thus created are similar to one another and to the original 
triangle, and that the proportions which their corresponding sides bear to 
one another are therefore equal, one can show in algebraical form that 
c* -H (the squares on the other two sides) are equal to a* + (the 
squares on the two segments of the hypotenuse) -j- 2 ab; which last, it is 
easy to show geometrically, is equal to (a ■+■ b)*, or the square on the 
hypotenuse. Guido was as much enchanted by the rudiments of algebra as 
he would have been if I had given him an engine worked by steam, with 
a methylated spirit lamp to heat the boiler; more enchanted, perhaps — ^for 
the engine would have got broken, and remainmg always itself, would in 
any case have lost its charm, while the rudiments of algebra continued to 
grow and blossom in his mind with an unfailing luxuriance. Every day he 
made the discovery of somethmg which seemed to hun exquisitely beau- 
tiful; the new toy was inexhaustible in its potentiahties. 

In the intervals of applying algebra to the second book of Euclid, we 
experimented with circles; we stuck bamboos into the parched earth, meas- 
ured their shadows at different hours of the day, and drew excitmg con- 
clusions from our observations. Sometimes, for fun, we cut and folded 
sheets of paper so as to make cubes and pyramids. One afternoon Guido 
arrived carrying carefully 'between his small and rather grubby hands a 
flimsy dodecahedron. 
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"£ tanto bellol” he said, as he showed us his paper prystal; and when 
I asked him how he managed to make it, he merely smiled and said it had 
been so easy. I looked at Elizabeth and laughed. But it would have been 
more symbolically to the point, I felt, if I had gone down on all fours, 
wagged the spiritual outgrowth of my os coccyx, and barked my astonished 
admiration. 

It was an uncommonly hot summer. By the beginning of July our little 
Robin, unaccustomed to these high temperatures, began to look pale and 
tired; he was listless, had lost his appetite and energy. The doctor advised 
mountain air. We decided to spend the next ten or twelve weeks in Switzer- 
land. My parting gift to Guido was the first six books of Euclid in Italian. 
He turned over the pages, kxiked ecstatically at the figures. 

“If only I knew how to read properly,” he said. “I’m so stupid. But now 
I shall really try to learn.” 

From our hotel near Giindclwald we sent the child, in Robin’s name, 
various post cards of cows. Alp-horns, Swiss chalets, edelweiss, and the like. 
We received no answers to these cards; but then we did not expect answers. 
Guido could not write, and there was no reason why his father or his sisters 
should take the trouble to write for him No news, we took it, was good 
news. And then one day, early in September, there arrived at the hotel a 
strange letter. The manager had it stuck up on the glass-fronted notice- 
board in the hall, so that all the guests might sec it, and whoever conscien- 
tiously thought that it belonged to him might claim it. Passing the board 
on the way in to lunch, Elizabeth stopped to look at it. 

“But It must be from Guido,” she said. 

I came and looked at the envelope over her shoulder. It was unstamped 
and black with postmarks. Traced out in pencil, the big uncertain capital 
letters sprawled across its face. In the first line was written: al babbo di 
ROBIN, and there followed a travestied version of the name of the hotel and 
the place. Round the address bewildered postal officials had scrawled sug- 
gested emendations. The letter had wandered for a fortnight at least, back 
and forth across the face of Europe 

“Al Babbo di Robin. To Robin’s father.” I laughed. “Pretty smart of 
the postmen to have got it here at all.” I went to the manager’s office, set 
forth the justice of my claim to the letter and, having paid the fifty<entimc 
surcharge for the missing stamp, had the case unlocked and the letter given 
me. We went in to lunch. 

“The writing’s magnificent,” we agreed, laughing, as we examined the 
address at close quarters. “Thanks tb Euclid,” I added. “That’s what comes 
of pandering to the ruling passion.” 

But when I opened the envelope and looked at its contents I no longer 
laughed. The letter was brief and almost telegraphical in style, “sono daixa 



A.LDOUS HUXLEY 6 $ 

PADRONA,” it ran, “non mi piace ha rubato il mio libro non voguo suonare 

PIU VOGUO TORNARE A CASA VENCA SUBITO GUIDO.” “ 

“What is It?” 

I handed Elizabeth the letter. “That blasted woman’s got hold of him,” 
I said. ^ 

Busts of men in Homburg hats, angels bathed in marble tears extin- 
guishing torches, statues of little girls, cherubs, veiled figures, allegories and 
ruthless realisms — the strangest and most diverse idols beckoned and ges- 
ticulated as we passed. Printed indelibly on tin and embedded in the living 
rock, the brown photographs looked out, under glass, from the humbler 
crosses, headstones, and broken pillars. Dead ladies in the cubistic geo- 
metrical fashions of thirty years ago — two cones of black satin meeting 
point to point at the waist, and the arms, a sphere to the elbow, a polished 
cylinder below — smiled mournfully out of tbeir marble frames; the smiling 
faces the white hands, were the only recognisably human things that 
emerged from the solid geometry of their clothes. Men with black -mous- 
taches, men with white beards, young clean-shaven men, stared or averted 
their gaze to show a Roman profile. Children in their stiff best opened wide 
their eyes, smiled hopefully in anticipation of the little bird that was to issue 
from the camera’s muzzle, smiled sceptically in the knowledge that it 
wouldn’t, smiled laboriously and obediently because they had been told to. 
In spiky Gothic cottages of marble the richer dead privately reposed; 
through grilled doors one caught a glimpse of pale Inconsolables weeping, 
of distraught Geniuses guarding the secret of the tomb. The less prosperous 
sections of the majority slept in communities, close-crowded but elegantly 
housed under smooth continuous marble floors, whose every flagstone was 
the mouth of a separate grave. 

These continental cemeteries, I thought, as Carlo and I made our way 
among the dead, are more frightful than ours, because these people pay 
more attention to their dead than we do. That primordial cult of corpses, 
that tender solicitude for their material well-being, which led the ancients 
to house their dead in stone, while they themselves lived between wattles 
and under thatch, still lingers here; persists, I thought, more vigorously than 
with us. There are a hundred gesticulatmg statues here for every one m an 
English graveyard. There are more family vaults, more “luxuriously ap- 
pointed” (as they say of liners and hotels) than one would find at home. 
And embedded in . every tombstone there are photographs to remmd the 
powdered bones within what form they will have to resume on the Day of 
Judgment; beside each are little hanging lamps to burn optimistically on All 

® I am at the Padrona’s — I don’t like it — ^he has stolen my book — I don't want to jilay 
[the pianoj any more — want to return home — come quiekly— Outdo 
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Souls’ Day. To the Man who built the Pyramids they are nearer, I thought, 
than we. 

“If I had known,” Carlo kept repeating, “if only I had known.” His 
voice came to me through my reflections as though from a distance. “At the 
time he didn’t mind at all. How should I have known that he would take 
it so much to heart afterwards? And she deceived me, she lied to me.” 

I assured him yet once more that it wasn’t his fault. Though, of course, 
it was, in part. It was mine too, in part; I ought to have thought of the 
possibility and somehow guarded against it. And he shouldn’t have let the 
child go, even temporarily and on trial, even though the woman was bring- 
ing pressure to bear on him. And the pressure had been considerable. They 
had worked on the same holding for more than a hundred years, the men 
of Carlo’s family; and now she had made the old man threaten to turn him 
out. It would be a dreadful thing to leave the place; and besides, another 
place wasn’t so easy to And. It was made quite plain, however, that he could 
stay if he let her have the child. Only for a little to begin with; just to see 
how he got on. There would be no compulsion whatever on him to stay if 
he didn’t hke it. And it would be all to Guido’s advantage; and to his 
father’s, too, in the end. All that the Englishman had said about his not bemg 
such a good musician as he had thought at first was obviously untrue— mere 
jealousy and little-mindedness: the man wanted to take credit for Guido 
himself, that was all. And the boy, it was obvious, would learn nothing from 
him. What he needed was a real good professional master. 

All the energy that, if the physicists had known their business, would 
have been driving dynamos, went into this campaign. It began the moment 
we were out of the house, intensively. She would have more chance of suc- 
cess, the Signora doubtless thought, if we weren’t there. And besides, it was 
essential to take the opportunity when it offered itself and get hold of the 
child before we could make our bid — ^for it was obvious to her that we 
wanted Guido just as much as she did. 

Day after day she renewed the assault. At the end of a week she sent 
her husband to complain about the state of the vines: they were in a shock- 
ing condition; he had decided, or very nearly decided, to give Carlo notice. 
Meekly, shamefacedly, in obedience to higher orders, the old gentleman 
uttered his threats. Next day Signora Bondi returned to the attack. The 
padrone, she declared, had been in a towering passion; but she’d do her best, 
her very best, to mollify him. And after a significant pause she went on to 
talk about Guido. 

In the end Carlo gave in. The woman was too persistent and she held 
too many trump cards. The child could go and stay with her for a month 
or two on trial. After that, if he really expressed a desire to remain with 
her, she could formally adopt him. 

At the idea of going for a holiday to the seaside — and it was to the sea- 
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side. Signora Bondi told him, that they were going— Guido was pleased and 
excited. He had heard a lot about the sea from Robin. “Tanta acqua!” It 
had sounded almost too good to be true. And now he was actually to go 
and see this marvel. It was very cheerfully that he parted from his family. 

But after the holiday by the sea was over, and Signora Bondi had 
brought him back to her town house in Florence, he began to be homesick. 
The Signora, it was true, treated him exceedingly kindly, bought him new 
clothes, took hun out to tea in the Via Tornabuoni and filled him up with 
cakes, iced strawberryade, whipped cream, and chocolates. But she made 
him practise the piano more than he liked, and what was worse, she took 
away his Euclid, on the score that he wasted too much time with it. And 
when he said that he wanted to go home, she put him off with promises 
and excuses and downright lies. She told him that she couldn’t take him at 
once, but that next wedc, if he were good and worked hard at his piano 
meanwhile, next week . . . And when the time came she told him that his 
father didn’t want hun back. And she redoubled her petting, gave him ex- 
pensive presents, and stuffed him with yet unhealthier foods. To no pur- 
pose. Guido didn’t like his new life, didn’t want to practise scales, pined for 
his book, and longed to be back with his brothers and sisters. Signora Bondi, 
meanwhile, continued to hope that time and chocolates would eventually 
make the child hers; and to keep his family at a distance, she wrote to Carlo 
every few days letters which still purported to come from the seaside (she 
took the trouble to send them to a friend, who posted them back agam to 
Florence), and in which she painted the most charming picture of Guido’s 
happiness. 

It was then that Guido wrote his letter to me. Abandoned, as he sup 
posed, by his family — ^for that they shouldn’t take the trouble to come to see 
him when they were so near was only to be explained on the hypothesis 
that they really had given him up — ^he must have looked to me as his last 
and only hope. And the letter, with its fantastic address, had been nearly 
a fortnight on its way. A fortnight — ^it must have seemed hundreds of years; 
and as the centuries succeeded one another, gradually, no doubt, the poor 
child became convinced that I too had abandoned him. There was no hope 
left. 

“Here we are,’’ said Carlo. 

I looked up and found myself confronted by an enormous monument. 
In a kind of grotto hollowed in the flanks of a monolith of grey sandstone. 
Sacred Love, in bronze, was embracing a funerary urn. And in bronze let- 
ters riveted into the stone was a long legend to the effect that the incon- 
solable Ernesto Bondi had raised this monument to the memory of his be- 
loved wife, Annunziata, as a token of his undying love for one whom, 
snatched from him by a premature death, he hoped very soon to join be- 
neath this stone. The first Signora Bondi had died in 1912. I thought of the 
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old man leashed to his white dog; he must always, I reflected, have been a 
most uxorious husband. 

“They buried him here.” 

We stood there for a long time in silence. I felt the tears coming into 
my eyes as I thought of the poor child lying there underground. I thought 
of those lununous grave eyes, and the curve of that beautiful forehead, 
the droop of the melancholy mouth, of the expression of delight which 
illumined his face when he learned of some new idea that pleased him, 
when he heard a piece of music that he liked. And this beautiful small being 
was dead; and the spirit that inhabited this form, the amazing spirit, that 
too had been destroyed almost before it had begun to exist. 

And the unhappiness that must have preceded the final act, the child’s 
despair, the conviction of his utter abandonment — ^those were terrible to 
think of, terrible. 

“I think we had better come away now,” I said at last, and touched 
Carlo on the arm. He was standing there like a blind man, his eyes shut, 
his face slightly lifted towards the light; from between his closed eyelids the 
tears welled out, hung for a moment, and trickled down his cheeks. His 
lips trembled and I could see that he was making an effort to keep them 
still. “Come away,” I repeated. 

The face which had been still in its sorrow, was suddenly convulsed; 
he opened his eyes, and through the tears they were bright with a violent 
anger. “I shall kill her,” he said, “I shall kill her. When I think of him 
throwing himself out, falling through the air . . .” With his two hands he 
made a violent gesture, bringing them down from over his head and arrest- 
ing them with a sudden )erk when they were on a level with his breast. 
“And then crash.” He shuddered. “She’s as much responsible as though she 
had pushed him down herself. I shall kill her.” He clenched his teeth. 

To be angry is easier than to be sad, less painful. It is comforting to 
think of revenge. “Don’t talk like that,” I said “It’s no good. It’s stupid. 
And what would be the point?” He had had those fits before, when grief 
became too painful and he had tried to escape from it. Anger had been the 
easiest way of escape I had had, before this, to persuade him back into the 
harder path of grief. “It’s stupid to talk like that,” I repeated, and I led him 
away through the ghastly labyrinth of tombs, where death seemed more ter- 
rible even than it is. 

By the time we had left the cemetery, and were walking down from 
San Miniato towards the Piazzale Michelangelo below, he had become 
calmer. His anger had subsided again into sorrow from which it had de- 
rived all Its strength and its bitterness. In the Piazzale we halted for a 
moment to look down at the city in the valley below us. It was a day of 
Boating clouds — great shapes, white, golden, and grey; and between them 
|£^es of a thin, transparent blue. Its lantern level, almost, with our eyes. 
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the dome of the cathedral revealed itself in all its grandiose lightness, its 
vastness and aerial strength. On the innumerable brown and rosy roofs of 
the city the afternoon sunlight lay softly, sumptuously, and the towers were 
as though varnished and enamelled with an old gold. I thought of all the 
Men who had lived here and left the visible traces of their spirit and con- 
ceived extraordinary things, I thought of the dead child. 


Winfield Townley Scott 

Winfield Townley Scott {igio- ) was bom in Massachusetts. Since 
hts giaduation from Blown University he has been a newspaperman and 
booh^ reviewer, and is now editor of the boo\ page of the Providence 
Sunday Journal. Hts poems, of which he has published four volumes, 
are marked by a tight intellectuality in the tradition of his friend and 
master, Edwin Arlington Robinson, but they have also a lyric grace 
which IS something beyond craftsmanship. “Fine Morning" contains 
allusions to his own college, but the scene could be duplicated on any 
American campus where European teachers have found a happy refuge. 


FINE MORNING 

It is a fine May morning. Professor Arturo Esposito observes it shyly at 8.40 
in Providence, R. I., 

By leaving hatless for the campus and neglecting 

His little twisted cigar. All this he recognizes. Or, spring is strange every- 
where 

So even here it is meeting with a beautiful woman, new and (perhaps) 
unattached. 

Well, he IS a 50-year-old exile with not enough hair and too much belly, 
he says. 

Remarking on the day to his colleague, Vicquait, whom he encounters at 
the corner. 

Together they go up the hill along maple-dappled brick wall and walk. 

The meeting-house steeple shimng below them. “Look,” says Esposito, 
“even the pigeons shine.” 

M. Louis Vicquart, recently of Sorbonne and a discovered Jewish strain, is 
young, 

Is serious, is gentle, is correct, is immaculate in morning clothes and a rag p , 
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Esposito likes to make him laugh; Vicquart very earnestly wants to oblige; 

And though the Frenchman is tense as his wing-collar, and the Italian’s 
gaiety is unpressed, 

Still, everything is O.K. Vicquart says always by way of applause: “That 
. isO.K” 

“Love moves the sun, ct cetera, and only geese get moved by goose- 
step — eh? 

Imagine a General marching past those lilacs on such a morning, Vicquart. 

Flowers are just pretty — eh?— but why do they make so much else seem 
half-wit?” 

“That is O.K.,” says Vicquart. “O.K., O.K., O.K.,” sing all the robins in 
international English. 

The sun shines and the robins sing: and even three blocks away at the 
corner by the tulip tree. 

Because old Professor Heinrich Werner, bent over his beard and pipe, pauses 

Much longer than traffic requires on Angell street. “Evcrythmg smells 
good,” he says aloud. 

“It IS not Heidelberg, but — no It is not Heidelberg and 

Everything smells good.” And it does two blocks the other side of the 
campus where 

Vladimir Samolktn, the round, the gleaming, the Russian mathematician, 
hums a bar 

From last night’s Bach, smiles blindly past wistaria as if breathing Bach 
alone. 

So there they come: Esposito, Vicquart, Werner, Samolkm, into the elm- 
laved campus sun. 

As the bell starts for 9-0’clocks, and students leave the paths to cross wet 
grass. 

And all the dormitory windows are open, and voices loaHng on the early 
breeze, 

Classroom doors all open. All O.K. All on a fine May morning. 



Zechariah Chafee, Jr. 

Zechoriak Chafee, Jr. (i88y ), is <* native of Rhode Island and a 

graduate of Brown Umverstty and Harvard Law School. He ts a pro- 
fessor tn the latter institution. Hu Free Speech in the United States is 
the classic exposition of lU subject: addressed to laymen, it sets forth, 
with a minimum of technicahties, the dangers which threaten the first 
of our freedoms. The essay below, originally delivered as an address to 
undergraduates, reveals hts independent and inquiring mind. He gives 
vigorous expression to the idea of college as a place where we get the 
methods and the powers with which to meet the unsolved problems of 
the future. 


“GIVE YOUR MINDS SEA ROOM” 

IN the fundamental conflict of academic life, sta- 
dium V. studium, the underdog still gives a few barks. Now and again, even 
in the heart of the football season, some venturesome professor affirms the 
belief that a college is, after all, an educational institution. Let us not be 
content, however, to use these words unless they possess for us a concrete 
and vital meaning. As Lincoln urged in beginning his House Divided 
speech, “If we could first know where we are, and whither we are tending, 
we could better judge what to do and how to do it.” Otherwise, those with 
different views of the object of a college will easily drag us vague people 
along with them. 

They know perfectly well what they want. One influential group wants 
the colleges to be a chief source of recreation for the tired business man. 
They want seating capacity for thousands with abundance of end runs in 
autumn and home runs m spring. It is an understandable wish, bound to 
prevail if nothing more tangible be offered. What adult has not been stirred 
by such sights, even though he has voted to abolish intercollegiate athletics, 
just as few pacifists can help marking time to a military band? And when 
we come to the youth who long to participate in such achievements, the most 
fanatical lover of learning must pause before denouncing such desires as 
inappropriate to the years between eighteen and twenty-two. If the scholarly 
critic be a historian, he will remember how baseball inst became important 
in the Northern armies, and Wellmgton attributed Waterloo to the playing- 
fields of Eton.^ If he rank chasing Greek roots above chasing tennis balls, 

^Henrever, Bertnuul Runell says that "the British Empire is bemg lost ^ixese.” Selected 
Fapert of Bertrand Russell (Hie Modern Library), p, i66. 
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he will find Pindar writing almost all his poems about athletes, and Socrates 
preferring them as companions to the professors of his day, the Sophists. In 
short, the ideal of makmg the human body in the years of its maximum 
power do the best of which it is capable will never be abandoned. It may, 
however, be absorbed as a duly proportioned part of some broader aim 
which will prevent some of the vigor of the students* minds from gomg 
into their feet.* 

A less outspoken but even larger group of persons whose view of col- 
lege is much more definite than ours consists of parents who send their 
children to college and youth who go there, not for learnmg, not for sport, 
but, as a great legal writer used to say, “in order to maintain or improve 
their social status.” A certain number of distasteful hours must be spent in 
the laboratory and the lecture hall because these arc the vestibules to the 
University Club and the fashionable ballroom. Students dutifully associate 
with unpractical professors so that one day they may be among the right 
people at luncheon and bridge. A Boston alumnus of a small college declares 
that a Harvard A.B. is almost indispensable to conspicuous business success 
in that city. Of course, this has nothing to do with any merit in the intel- 
lectual training at Cambridge, but comes from the acquaintances formed 
and the lure of the label conferred on Commencement. The same result 
would be attained if the Harvard College Faculty were completely abolished, 
at a considerable saving in salaries much to be desired by modern business 
eihcicncy. 

With no other ideals than these, the college is bound to go into the dis- 
card along with the medieval monasteries and other richly endowed insti- 
tutions which survived their usefulness. Already, the college is getting 
crushed between the upper millstone of the graduate schools, which under 
the persuasive advice of Mr. Abraham Flexner, none the less persuasive 
because he is possessed of the power of the purse, are beginning, as at Johns 
Hopkins and m the medical schools, to dispense with the A.B. degree, and 
the nether millstone of the junior colleges which, perhaps, might better be 
called senior high schools. A harsh and unrelentmg future awaits the stu- 
dent’s ideal of “college-bred, or a four years’ loaf.” 

And yet, when we sneer at the conception of the college rolls as an 
unrevised version of the society column and the Directory of Directors, or 
feel that it should be more than a wholesome athletic club, what alternative 
purpose shall we offer to justify its existence? It is not enough for this pur- 
pose to seem satisfactory to us professors and our confederates, the high- 
school teachers. We insist offer an ideal powerful enough to blast the snob- 
bishness of the social aspirant and awaken in the boy or girl of eighteen the 
same enthusiastic desire to test his or her maturing mental powers as is now 

^ “Sed vigor ingenu quondam vcloas 10 alas inquc pedes abut.'' Ond, Metamorphoses, VIII, 
a54, “Tbe Flight of Daedalus " 
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felt with respect to physical strength and skill. Taking our own valuation 
of the college as an educational institution, what do we really want? 

A very tempting vision pictures a college full of students obtaining from 
learning the same intense fascination which it gives to us professors, who 
are willing to devote to it our whole hves. They would thrill like Brown- 
ing’s Grammarian over "hott and the encliuc de," or spend four years hap- 
pily tracing the French sources of the Arthurian legend or reading inter- 
minable correspondence between colonial governors and London officials 
just before the Revolution — ^hundreds of Arrowsmiths, all absorbed in 
minute research through four concentrated years — after which they would 
go out into banks, railroads, mail-order houses, factories, and farms. 

It will not work. The enthusiasm that intensive research requires in 
order to be fruitful, the ability, the patience, the isolation, are peculiar to 
scholars, and we cannot expect to turn all our students into replicas of our- 
selves. It IS better so, since we live in a world where not only ideas have to 
be mastered, but things and men as well. For that task, the main task of 
most college graduates, prolonged research would be of little use. And let 
us scholars frankly admit that some of the fascination we find in minute 
investigation is, in a sense, a hobby, not altogether different in nature from 
the appeal of chess — and cross-word puzzles. We have to be always on our 
guard against the lure of the unimportant, the creed that all facts arc created 
equal. Though many of the most productive investigations have been purely 
theoretical at first — ^Pasteur is a great example — ^the wise investigator sooner 
or later, and here Pasteur may be cited again, harnesses himself to move 
forward the world at the same time that he gratifies his passion for research, 
much like the Connecticut Yankee at the Court of King Arthur, when he 
saw the hermit who bowed himself all day long and hitched him to a 
sewing-machine. 

Most students will prefer other types of recreation than research. The 
most we professors can hope is to have them spend enough time on research 
to comprehend something of its method, to see why we love it, though they 
cannot share our devotion, and above all to realize its essential importance, 
to realize how much that amuses or serves or grips their lives was brought 
about by the patient, isolated, apparently useless labor of investigators. 
Gregor Mendel, in a monastery garden, observes the colors of sweet peas 
year by year. 'He publishes his results in an obscure periodical. Sixteen years 
after he is dead, scientists find out about him for the first time, and in con- 
sequence vastly improve wheat and cattle and perhaps human beings. Re- 
search IS not the task of most college graduates, but if they possess an under- 
standing of Its value, theirs is often the power to make possible the material 
environment, the facilities for publication, the encouragement, the mental 
freedom, in which investigation can best flourish. 

A much simpler plan to make undergraduates study would consist in 



FIRST PERSON SINGULAR 


72 

convincing them that the- information obtainable by hard work will be 
pecuniarily valuable to them in earning a livelihood. The trouble is that 
except for vocational subjects, like agriculture and engineering, or those 
needed for admission to a professional school, the college courses are obvi- 
ously worth nothmg in dollars and cents. All the information needed to get 
on in life was acquired by the student years before, when he learned to read 
advertisements, write busmess letters, and enough arithmetic not to be short- 
changed. Arguments that Latin a^d medieval history have a cash value do 
not deceive the wily sophomore. If he- is urged to prepare himself directly 
for business while m college, he will turn from the useless cour^ offered 
by the Faculty to practical courses offered by student organizations in get- 
ting advertisements for a college paper or managing a great financial enter- 
prise like a football team. 

It is significant that the great benefactors of American education were 
not college graduates — ^Rockefeller, Carnegie, George F. Baker. Umversities 
did not teach them how to make their money, only how to spend it. And 
indeed it is arguable that one real function of college is to teach the students 
how to spend money — ^no mean end, smce economists have now emphasized 
unintelligent expenditure as one of the largest causes of waste, and msist 
that consumption must be as wisely managed m the future as production in 
the past. Within these walls, men and women may learn how to gain the 
durable satisfactions of life with their money and with what is more pre- 
cious than money, their time. The great gift of modern machinery is leisure, 
and we hardly know what to do with it. “Getung and spending we lay 
waste our powers.” 

This, however, is but part of the real aim of college education. It will 
enlist the energy and enthusiasm of youth only when they realize that it 
possesses a direct relation to their hves, not as a preparation for money- 
making, but for the whole of life. Its function is to supply not so much 
knowledge as power, power to understand the universe and the social order 
in which they exist, that in which they exist now and the different social 
order of a quarter century hence when they will be in the lead. They must 
not regard the principles of today as eternal truths. Life is an adventure 
with new experiences and contests beyond every turn on the road. Wood- 
row Wilson endeavored to galvanize the colleges of his day by representing 
them as traming-grounds for citizenship. They are this and more. The stu- 
dent must find here the methods and the power to enable him to be at home 
not only in political life, but also in more intunate human relationships, in 
art, scenery, and the far-flung stars, in the spiritual and religious values of 
his world. Here he can gain the strength and intelhgence to play an efficient 
and understanding part m his time. Above all, he must know that his time 
will not be our time. He must acquire the will to march on. 

And so I urge undergraduates : Give your minds sek room, pushing out 
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into the open ocean of thought whither your teachers have longed to set 
your course and theirs, but all too often have been obliged instead to drag 
you like barges along the placid canals of knowledge where the tow-path 
is worn deep by their repeated journeys. And when you have finished col- 
lege and gone into the outside world, keep alert against the impulse always to 
hug the coasts charted out by those in your own occupation, to let yourselves 
be hemmed in by the barriers flung up by the terrific pressure of your daily 
tasks. Launch out ever and agam into the troubled waters of unsettled ques- 
tions, into the streams of thought of men far different from yourselves, to- 
ward the western islands of philosophy and poetry and art. Expect your 
happiness to come from the ]oy of intellectual work rather than from any 
praise by others. President Lowell has said, “You can do a thing or you can 
get the credit for it, but you can’t have both.” Now you look forward to 
great achievements which will advance the world. Later will come the 
realization that each man can accomplish only a little; but it is of vast im- 
portance that he should do that little with all his might. Be able to say with- 
out regret: “My dreams have all come true to other men.” * 

This conception that colleges exist to create and encourage in their stu- 
dents the desire to fit themselves for solving the new problems of their lives, 
although held by most college presidents and professors, is bound to meet 
opposition when they seek to put it into practice. A chief obstacle is what 
may be described as the hickory limb philosophy of education, because it is 
concisely expressed in the old poem: 

“Mother dear, may I learn to swim?” 

“Yes, my darling daughter. 

Hang your clothes on a hickory limb; 

But don’t go near the water.” 

According to this view, those in authority are to prevent a youth from 
making a bad choice by protecting him from influences which they consider 
harmful. This philosophy results from at least three emotions The first and 
strongest is fear. Men advocate the suppression of forces they think bad be- 
cause they distrust the strength of the countervailing forces they think good. 
They want to substitute force for argument because they are afraid that 
their view of truth will not prevail if left to a fair fight. “It is not faith that 
lights the fagot, but the lurking doubt.” When the choice between good and 
evil is to be made by a child or a youth, there exists of course a real danger 
that he will be too immature to reject evil if it is presented to him com- 
pletely unmasked, but the advocates of censorship come to deny that any- 
body is sufiiciently mature to be trusted to make a wise choice. Hgh school 
superintendents say that open discussion of controversial questions is all very 
wdl for college students. Mr. Coolidge when Vice President expressed great 

' Edwin Arlington Robinson, Old Trails. 
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concern in the Delineator at the presence of radical teachers in the women’s 
colleges. And others have a similar fear about professional schools, while 
legislators endeavor to safeguard full grown citizens from communistic 
books and speeches. Secondly, coupled with this disbelief by the advocates 
of suppression in the common sense of others, is a strong belief in their own 
superior power to discern the truth. The books forbidden to the Roman 
Catholic layman by the Index Expurgatorius may be read by cardinals and 
bishops.* Trust in ourselves tends to mcrease with distrust of others. The 
belief grows, that a few men — ^and the speaker naturally counts himself 
among their number — are so much wiser than the masses that they can safely 
regulate their views for them. Finally, the hickory limb philosophy is based 
on a longing for stability, that the world shall go on unchanged from what 
It was m the days of our youth. 

Opposed to this attitude is the philosophy of the swimming hole, that 
youths must be thrown into hfe and can best master it by struggling with 
It, aided by the experience handed on to them by those who have gone 
through the same conflict. 

If the stability desired by conservatives were possible, if the world could 
always remain the same, perhaps it would be best to teach college students 
only the principles underlying the existing order. But we have seen too many 
changes in our own lives not to expect many more m theirs. An old Maine 
man declared that all the evils of his day could be traced to one funda- 
mental mistake, the adoption of the Australian ballot. He would have 
stopped the clock years ago. It is just as hopeless for us to stop it now. We 
are fond of saying how startled our grandfathers would have been by the 
progressive income tax, the initiauve and referendum, and votes for women, 
or our grandmothers by flivvers and flappers. We forget that the future may 
be equally shocking to us. The question is whether students shall be trained 
to discuss these possible changes, however distasteful in the contemplation 
of an older generation, and fully canvass their advantages and disadvan- 
tages, or shall be left with bandaged eyes to wander through novel situations 
equipped with no data for choice except a strong love for the institutions 
of today. 

We live in a world of immense complexity. We may have developed 
a situation too much for our powers of control. We are like children in a 
speeding locomotive who do not know one lever from another and who may 
not be able to stop it. In four years an undergraduate cannot be furnished 
with the explanations of all this complexity even if they were known by his 
elders, but he can be supplied with the desire and the method to find out 
as much as possible for himself. The best that he can get in college is not 
information but method and the spirit of exploration, the spirit of the old 
monk Mendel, of Darwin in his perfect brief autobiography, of Pasteur, of 

* Codex Urns Canoma (1918), can 1401 
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Marshall, Hamilton, and Jefferson, men whom we admire, not because they 
clung tenaciously to the old, but because, faced with new conditions, they 
searched and planned to meet those conditions with new remedies and 
resources. 

Not only must the student prepare for a complicated world where truth 
IS hard to find, but for a world where the supposed truths of today may 
no longer hold good for tomorrow. The best kind of education I know was 
that received by Mark Twain and described in his Ltfe on the Mississippi. 
After he had learned all the points and shoals from St. Louis to New Or- 
leans, he found that many of them had changed. He had to learn them all 
over again and to be perpetually gathering mformation from which he could 
predict those changes. 

The facts of life, tremendously uncertain in themselves, are in pohtical, 
economic, and social matters made still more uncertain, because they neces- 
sarily come to us through the minds of other human beings, in newspapers 
and books. Consciously or unconsciously the writer is like the modern ad- 
vertiser. He shapes what he says in a desired direction. For this too the stu- 
dent must train himself. He must learn to discount the bias of the source 
of any statement before assessing its value. Hence the usefulness of study- 
ing the enormous variation in two accounts of the same fact, the Pullman 
strike of 1894, the repeal of the Missouri Compromise, the closing days of 
July, 1914. And he must expect just the same sort of discrepancies in the 
versions presented to him of events in the future. Unless he be trained to 
discriminate true from false, he will either go through the world muddled, 
or else sink into unthinking acceptance of the editorials in the Neiv Yor\ 
Times or the New Republic as the case may be. 

In my statement of these needs and my vision of the far-voyaging under- 
graduate I cannot reckon without those who fear to let him stray beyond 
the well-marked channels of the past. Some alumni, some trustees, some 
legislators, arc appalled by the dangers of freedom. The growing influence 
of the desire to prescribe what shall and shall not be learned, with a cor- 
responding restriction on the inquiring mind of youth, is strikingly illus- 
trated by two recent movements in education. 

The Tennessee law punishing any teacher in a university or school sup- 
ported in whole or m part by public funds who shall be found “to teach 
any theory that denies the story of the divine creation of man as taught in 
the Bible, and to teach instead that man has descended from a lower order 
of animals,” was greeted as a mere joke when first proposed, but has been 
enforced in Tennessee and imitated in other states. Even if such legislation 
is eventually held unconstitutional under the Fourteenth Am endment, 
which seems doubtful since the power of a state over its educational funds 
is very large, this will matter httle since the purpose of such laws may easily 
be attained through decisions by state boards that teachers with evolutionary 
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beliefs are incompetent. The courts can accomf^h little for freedom of 
education until the controlling officials really beheve in it. Nor will the issue 
be settled by a demonstrauon satisfactory to those in authority, that evcdu* 
tion is not yet conclusively proved. It is not for the legislature or the regents 
to decide scientific truths. Where scientists find difficulties, pohticians are 
i^t likely to be infallible. Whether Bryan or Darwin was right, the truth 
can best be found if everyone, teacher or text writer as well as preacher, be 
left free to present sincerely his own view and the alternative for the con- 
sideration of the student, leaving him to choose for himself. The youth 
brought up in blind ignorance of the evolutionary view and taught to regard 
every word of the Bible as unquestioned truth is all the more likely to lose 
his religion entirely when he 1$ confronted, as he will be sooner or later, 
with the scienufic evidence for the unity of all life. Much better to leave him 
free to arrive perhaps at the conception of organic life as the gradually 
unfoldmg creation of a Divine Thinker. 

But let us not fling too many rocks at the South. We Northerners are 
equally ready to consider restrictions when teachers threaten our cherished 
principles, which happen to be m the fields of economics and politics. Far 
more serious than the anti-evolution statutes is the recent desire of state leg- 
islatures and patriotic organizations to regulate the teachmg of American 
history. So far their efforts have been limited to the schools, but if they suc- 
ceed ^ere, sooner or later they will reach the colleges. The Oregon statute 
prohibits any text-book which “speaks slightingly of the founders of the 
republic, or of the men who preserved the union, or which behtdes or un- 
dervalues then work.” The determination of historical truth is taken away 
from experts and placed in the hands of government officials, who are to 
apply the vague tests of “slightingly” and “undervalues” to facts dependent 
on obscure and conflicting testimony. Indeed, the most influential of this 
group disavow truth as their aim, and prefer what they call patriotism 
though based on falsehood. “I want our children taught that our forefathers 
were right and the British were wrong on this subject [taxation].” And 
another says, “Discussion of controversial subjects has no place in a history.” 

There will be controversies enough m the American history of the next 
quarter century. Will our citizens be fitted to meet them if they are care- 
fully excluded from any attention in the schools ^ They are just the subjects 
which should be smdied as a preparation for hfe — ^not indeed by memoriz- 
ing a third-rate text-book, but by reading the arguments of the best men 
on both sides. 

The effect of an unthinking worship of past statesmen and causes is 
unpreparedness for the makmg of history, in which every citizen must take 
his part at the ballot box and in the continuous discussion out of which 
public opinion is formed. The great fact to me in our history is that the 
men at the helm in crises were not superhuman beings with a unanim ous 
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purpose, but men with failings who disagreed bitterly among themselves, 
and yet frankly faced their shortcomings and differences and overcame them 
so as to bring new institutions into life. So must we. To picture the past 
as an heroic age unlike our own will produce in the student when once in 
politics either disgust at the supposed decline, which will make him shrink 
aside, or else cynicism and willingness to play the duty game since nothing 
better seems possible. In either event 'he is liable to ignore the opportunities 
for idealism which the great men of the past displayed under circumstances 
not much unlike those in which he hves. 

The teaching of the past is of httle use unless it emphasizes its similarity 
to the present. The time when our forefathers lived seems long ago to us, 
but it did not seem long ago to them, and we must judge them as living in an 
up-to-date world, as ignorant as we of the future. Bertrand Russell remarked 
that in studying about Charles I, we often forget that he lived his entire life 
without realizing that he lost his head. We look at the past as if it were 
really as sunple as it is presented in the books, and we imagine that we 
should unhesitatingly have chosen the side which later time has shown to 
be right. We assume that we would have been among the first to proclaim 
the innocence of Dreyfus, and do not see that for the men of his time the 
issue was clouded by the emotions and conflicting testunony which have 
made it so diflicult for sincere men today to decide about the innocence of 
Sacco and Vanzetti. 

Let us have enough faith in our mstitutions to beheve that they can 
safely withstand voice and paper, and enough confidence in our students to 
trust them in the comparative maturity of college to face all the facts frankly 
and choose for themselves. It is their last chance to face them under guid- 
ance. If we hide them now, they will face them later, alone, without our 
help. 

The public should beware of limiting the freedom of the teachers of 
youth. In any case their task loses its freshness all too easily. An Atlantic 
Monthly article ” comments bitterly on the tendency of us professors to fall 
into dry rot. Say to us, “On this point vou must not exercise your mind in 
the class room; here you must hide what you think when you make a 
speech or write a book,” and you deprive us of the >motive for action. To 
direct our teaching into specified channels may occasionally strengthen the 
existing order by inculcating unthinkmg loyalties among our students. It 
may secure more stability, but at the expense of that freedom of thought 
through which alone we and they can solve the problems of the future. 

Historians tell us, writes Graham Wallas, that the great periods of intel- 
lectual activity are apt to coincide with the wide extension of a sense of per- 
sonal liberty. Most men can explain this from their personal experience. 

' George Boas, “To a Young Man Bent on Entering the Professoriat," Atlantic Monthly, 
BiCarch, 1926 
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There are some emotional states in which creative thought is impossible, 
and the chief among these is the sense of helpless humiliation and anger 
which IS produced in a sensitive nature by the inability to oppose or avoid 
the “insolence of office.” 

Athens during the last quarter of the fifth century b.c. [he goes on] was not 
well governed; and if the British Empire had then existed, and if Athens had 
been brought within it, the administration of the city would undoubtedly have 
been improved in many important respects. But one does not like to imagine 
the effect on the intellectual output of the fifth century b.c. if even the best of 
Mr. Rudyard Kipling’s [English] public-school [graduates] had stalked daily 
through the agora, snubbing as he passed that intolerable bounder, Euripides, 
or clearing out of his way the probably seditious group that were gathered 
around Socrates.^ 

The tolerance I propose involves no mushy latitudinananism. Willing- 
ness to hear all views does not mean that we should, after hearing them, 
treat them all as of equal value. Like St. Paul, we must prove all things, 
but then, like him, hold fast that which is good. We must be slow to impose 
our own standards of right and wrong upon others, but rigorous in impos- 
ing them upon ourselves. That was the strength of the Puritans, the merci- 
less steadfastness with which they held themselves to their appointed task. 

Let no one think that I am advocating merely a critical and destructive 
attitude toward life in teacher and student and citizen. There must be con- 
stant pulling down of the old to build the new, but pulling down is useless 
without rebuilding. The Inquiring Mind which I urge must be joined with 
the Constructive Mind. In many ways the period in which we live in this 
country resembles that in England a century ago. Just as war and the 
reverberations of the Russian Revolution have shaken much that we held 
precious, so war and the reverberations of the French Revolution disturbed 
their old institutions. Some men stood aghast and inactive; others prose- 
cuted and punished and suppressed the discontented and vociferous. Yet 
there were not lacking men of a different mind who realized that old ways 
had gone forever, and that their task was to build England anew. They 
were the builders — Jeremy Bentham, Sir Robert Peel, Thomas Babington 
Macaulay, Lord Shaftesbury, John Stuart Mill, and a host of less conspicuous 
helpers without whom little would have been accomplished. So in the 
United States, the undergraduates of today must be the builders of 
tomorrow. 

* Graham Wallas, The Great Society, pp 196-198. 
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Howard Mumford Jones (iSga- ), Professor of English at Harvard 
University, pleads earnestly for the teaching of the humanities as the 
basis of a democratic way of life. 


THE PLACE OF THE HUMANITIES IN AMERICAN 
EDUCATION 

I HAVE entitled my remarks “The Place of the 
Humanities in American Education” for two excellent reasons. In the first 
place, this is a title sufficiently dull to be respectable in academic circles, 
where, I have observed, we do not believe we are being educated unless at 
the same time we are being a little bored. And in the second place, it is a 
title so vague that nobody knows what it means. Nobody knows what it 
means because we do not know what the humanities are, we do not know 
why we teach them, and we do not know what results to expect from them 
when they are taught. 

In The Genteel Tradition Santayana remarks that the humanities came 
into being as a protest against Christiamty — that is, as a protest agamst the 
restricted view of human nature into which Christian dogma had degen- 
erated. If this be true, time has wonderfully avenged Christianity. We con- 
tinue to bow ceremomously before the humanities; but if the actions of 
many educators and most pupils indicate their real convictions, we now 
believe that the humanities offer a view of human nature so restricted that 
the vital parts of education arc to be found almost anywhere else. The 
wheel has come full circle. We see without amazement the president of a 
great mid-western university founded by Baptists, campaigning in the twen- 
tieth century for a revival of neo-scholasticism, that product of medieval 
Catholic theology, in order to revitalize secular studies. 

I have remarked that nobody knows what the humanities are, nobody 
knows why we teach them, and nobody knows what results we expect from 
our teachmg. Until a few decades ago, this observation would have been 
nonsense. Every educated man formerly knew what was meant by a humane 
education. It was education in a body of material, chiefly in the classic lan- 
guages, supposed to comprise the wisest views of human hfe obtainable out- 
side of inspired writing. The study of this material formed the scholar 
and the gentleman. Men were instructed to find the model of literary excel- 
lence in the classics. The pattern of the historian was the Greek and Roman 
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historians. If one discussed ethics, one quoted the great moralists of the 
ancient world. Biography was teachmg by example, and the perfect instance 
of such biography was Plutarch. Phibsophy descended from the pagan 
world. A few amateurs here and there were conducting scientific experi- 
ments, as Bacon had prophesied they would, but though such experiments 
had penetrated certain schools, the prmcipal scientific course was one called 
natural philosophy. Natural philosophy was mamfestly a branch of phi- 
losophy intended to show how God had constructed the world; and though 
natural philosophy owed something to Christianity, it owed even more to 
Aristotle. 

When I say that we no longer know what we mean by the humanities 
I do not refer to the patent fact that only a handful of Americans study 
Latin and Greek. Latin and Greek might diminish as Hebrew had dimin- 
ished, without affecting the concept of humane education, provided that no 
essential change was wrought m the notion of a central body of universal 
knowledge. This notion, however, could not be retained. It commenced to 
dwindle as science became specialized and skeptical of the reasons for its 
own existence. Then the concept of natural philosophy broke into a hundred 
separate parts which not even Herbert Spencer could put together again 
into what he called — revealing phrase! — synthetic philosophy. 

Even this change might have been viewed as an increase in knowledge 
rather than a revolution in the condmons of knowledge, and the humani- 
ties and the sciences might have existed side by side as complementary por- 
tions of education, had not the humanities, forgetful of the fate of Troy, 
admitted a wooden horse within their walls. They permitted the concept 
of scientific specialization to invade their city, and it is instructive to see 
what followed. 

For example, the idea that philosophy is a central body of wisdom was 
essential to the concept of humane education. But the story of philosophy 
has come to resemble the story of the old Austrian empire. In philosophy, 
as in that empire, component states have lately asserted their independence 
and set up for themselves. Thus psychology, formerly a branch of meta- 
physics, discovered it was one of the sciences. Again, Plato had discussed 
the state in connection with a philosophic quest for justice, but problems 
of government have now been transferred to a special department known 
as political science. Ethics was formerly moral philosophy; modern pro- 
fessors of ethics, catching the universal contagion, have taken to the sta- 
tistical method, prove by graphs that m student opmion adultery is a more 
heinous offence than drunkenness, and conduct laboratory experiments in 
blood pressure. The process of making philosophy scientific has gone so far 
that the scientists have become philosophers, and the philosophers yearn to 
be saentists. Physicists demonstrate their faith in God, astronomers declare 
their belief in immortality, and biologists nowadays have turned meta* 
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{^ysicaL As for the philosophers, I quote Viscount Samuel: *Tor my own 
part, I feel convinced that we shall £nd firm ground, that we shall lx able 
to make a fresh start with any hope of success, only if philosophy, with full 
deliberation, accepts science as its basis.” 

Is literature one of the humanities? Literary study formerly meant an 
acquaintance with Latm and Greek and, through Latin and Greek, with 
the chief masterpieces of the anaent world. But the classicists in the nine- 
teenth century also went scientific, building such admirable barricades of 
philological learning around their subject as successfully to defy invasion. 
Yet they also msisted on remaining classicists; that is, they insisted, for 
example, that all the Latin worth study was written before the fall of Rome; 
and though Latin continued as a living hterary language for a thousand 
years, though it produced the admirable lyric poetry which John Addington 
Symonds and Helen Waddell have beautifully translated, the classicists 
would have no traffic with such modermty. Their subject therefore became 
known as the dead languages, and eager youth abandoned it for so mething 
more lively. 

Eager youth turned to the modern languages, including English. As a 
result, instruction in the modern languages enormously increased. Today, 
in place of that extraordinacy being, the professor of modern languages, 
who apparently taught every tongue with equal ease, expert instruction in 
the chief modern languages is easily available to those who want it. 

Unfortunately, proportionately fewer people seem to want it. Modern 
languages, which were formerly ^rcqulrcd subjects, have become elective, 
and in some schools have almost disappeared. Part of the trouble was bad 
teaching. But part of the trouble was caused by that ancient enemy of liberal 
training, “practical” education The theory of the assault on the modern 
languages in the name of practical education is one of those theories which 
have all the vitality of error and all the tediousness of an old friend. Of 
what use, it is argued, is any foreign language to American youth? Why 
struggle with French verbs when shorthand and typewriting may get you 
a job? Wide acceptance of the implied answer to these rhetorical questions 
has led to the abandonment in increasmg degree of modern language in- 
struction in the secondary schools, and the placing of this burden on the 
colleges. But when the colleges have to do elementary work, they cannot at 
the same time do collegiate work, and the vicious circle is thus completed: 
why begin the study of modern languages in college, when, after two years, 
you have only mastered the elements of the subject? Because the riches of 
foreign culture, under this extraordinary scheme of thmgs, still seem re- 
mote, we bid fair in the matter of modern languages to become the most 
illiterate great nauon on the face of the globe. 

To offset this deficiency there has been a tendency to fall back upon 
English. Certainly the number of Enghsh teachers in the country has enor- 
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mously increased, with the result that the National Council of Teachers of 
English is today one of the most powerful educational bodies in the coun- 
try. But the notion that the study of the traditional English classics would 
compensate for the loss of Latin and Greek and the decline in the study 
of modern languages is also under assault, the assault coming, of all strange 
sources, from English teachers themselves. One of the most vocal groups 
in that body is not content to teach the classics; they wish to abandon the 
classics for contemporary literature, and some of them do not wish to teach 
even contemporary literature as literature — what they want to do is to teach 
economics, sociology, and international peace. I quote from an editorial in 
The English Journal, the ofScial organ of the National Council: 

Today there are a score of progressive schools where wide freedom to read 
where and when they wish from the literature of today is the program of all 
classes. The ghosts of the older classics still move among us, but the sturdy push 
of the contemporary reduces their pale ranks in every anthology and course of 
study that issues from the presses. Soon only those ancients “stuck fast in yester- 
day” and the ever-present Philistines wdl prescribe forced reading in a dead 
culture. 

The spectacle of the pale ghost of Hamlet, stuck fast m the yesterday 
of a dead culture, escorted off the literary sta^b by a chorus of Philistines, 
in order that high school pupils may devote themselves to the novels of Mr. 
Faulkner, is one of those things that make the angels weep. Sturdy con- 
temporary literature — ^and I note the implication that the classics are not 
sturdy — ^is, however, not to be studied, il is to be read, and read only when 
and how the pupils please. This is scarcely a rational concept of education; 
what It offers us is simply a compheated form of the “I know what I like” 
theory. When somebody told Whistler, “I know what I like,” he responded 
thoughtfully, “So does a cow.” And as for the theory that the principal use 
of literature is economic and sociological enlightenment, I shall have to refer 
you to the official organ of the National Council of Teachers of English 
for interesting reading on this topic. 

Lest you think you have summoned a Harvard professor to talk to you, 
and got instead England’s gloomy dean, I shall not discuss the ambiguous 
position of history, which cannot decide whether it is one of the humani- 
ties or one of the social sciences. Nor is there time to discuss the contradic- 
tory fashion in which we approach the fine arts. In college courses we expose 
students to masterpieces of the past; in the lower schools we insist that the 
so-called creative activity of the children shall never be contaminated by any 
knowledge of the subject. Yet, while the humanities have fallen from their 
high estate, the prestige of the name is such that subjects which have no pos- 
sible connection with them proudly proclaim that they are as hberalizing 
as ever were Latm and Greek. Doubtless any subject,' rightly taught, is in 
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a sense liberalizing, but when all subjects are equally liberahzing, no one 
of them is relatively so; and in such a situation a phrase like “liberal edu- 
cation” becomes what Mr. Stuart Chase unkindly rrfers to as “blab words.” 

Why have we drifted mto this curious situation ^ Our motives were, of 
course, highly honorable. Society is complex, and we wish to prepare stu- 
dents to take their places intelligently in that society. We want them to 
understand how human nature works; and biology and economics, psy- 
chology and political science, government and contemporary literature seem 
to be the quickest means to that end. Sociology is the key to an understand- 
ing of society. We live in an evolutionary order, and biology tells us what 
that order is. We live in a period of tension in domestic and social life, and 
perhaps the psychologist can help us. We suffer from a business depres- 
sion — what more natural than to turn to the economist for instruction ? We 
have seen revolutionary changes in the theory of government at home and 
abroad — cannot political science help us here? How shall we understand 
the confusions of our time if we do not grapple with them ? The lively sub- 
jects, the thrilhng subjects are not the humanities, concerned with people 
dead and gone these hundreds of years, but subjects which deal immediately 
with the problems of the citizen. Away with Shakespeare and Plato — what 
1$ the latest report from the concentration camps? 

What the natural sciences and the social sciences have to tell us is both 
necessary and important. But the natural scientist and the social scientist are 
the first to warn us that wisdom will not die with them. There is a fallacy 
in this admirable enthusiasm of ours. The fallacy is briefly set forth in the 
saying which runs: “He who knows nothing about the past remains all his 
life a child.” Select any burning issue of the day, and see how quickly it 
becomes both an historical and a philosophic problem. 

Some of us, for example, were greatly disturbed by the attempt of Nazi 
Germany to swallow up Austria. From the economic point of view almost 
anything that would unite Austria, that head cut off from a body, by com- 
mercial and industrial relations with a country richer than itself would, in 
the long run, prove a good thing. A man from Mars would have great diffi- 
culty in understanding why two peoples who speak the same language and 
share, to some degree, a common inheritance should not be united, espe- 
cially when Austrian independence was in fact a fable agreed upon. A re- 
spectable number of the Austrians are clearly of the same opinion as the 
man from Mars. Nevertheless, the majority of the Austrians, a proud and 
unhappy people, do not seem to care for the Nazis and did not desire to sur- 
render their political independence, shadowy though it was. Why should this 
be so.? 

Unfortunately for the Nazis, the Austrians look back with fond regret 
upon a long, colorful, and romantic history. Anyone who has visited the 
empty palace of Schbnbrunn in the outskirts of Vienna, populous only with 
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tourists and uneasy imperial ghosts — anyone who has heard an elderly Vien* 
nese woman sigh for the lost glories of the royal court, reahzes that he is 
face to face with imponderable values more important than finance or eco- 
nomics. It is not only because Vienna was formerly one of the capitals of 
a powerful empire that its inhabitants do not wish to see it become a pro- 
vincial town. What also counts with them is the long cultural tradition of 
Vienna— that city of pleasure and regret. What memories arise at the men- 
tion of Its name I What echoes of the waltzes of Strauss and the stormy 
music of Beethoven, what tragic tales of the Hapsburgs, what love stories 
delicately etched in the plays of the poet-dramatist Schnitzlerl We remem- 
ber the Congress of Vienna, where half the diplomats of Europe met to 
dance and tell elaborate lies. We remember Metternich and the slim lad 
who was never Napoleon II, we remember the great Napoleon and the 
queenly Maria Theresa — a host of battles and intrigues, victories and de- 
feats, pleasure, passion, melancholy, beauty, and death! Do you suppose the 
Viennese have forgotten.^ Suppose it were economically wise, would you like 
to see New England united to Quebec, its newspapers taking their cue from 
Ottawa, its schools managed according to Canadian policy, its emblem the 
maple leaf? Manifestly, no; but your objections, in such an imaginary case, 
would arise from considerations of culture far more intangible than any 
column of figures. 

But if, on the other hand, we wish to understand Nazi Germany (if 
anybody can), it is not sufficient to read the newspapers, hate the persecu- 
tion of the Jews, or remember the Versailles treaty — the tangled thread of 
history takes us back through Wagner and Nietzsche and Gobineau and 
Darwin and Bismarck and Fichte and Frederick the Great and the Teutonic 
Knights to the Ntebdungenlted, and the Germania of Tacitus! The Prus- 
sians and the Austrians arc two eternal types, but it is not economics only 
that has made them so. And whether we invade history along the Austrian 
avenue or down the Prussian military road, at the end of the journey we 
face a question of values which are eternal and not contemporary alone. Is 
It better to sacrifice the individual to the state, as the Spartans believed, or 
is it better to keep the state subordinate to the enriching of the individual, 
as the Athenians thought? Which is the wiser legislator, Plato or Lycurgus? 
Has duty or wisdom the higher imperative? Shall we say to the personified 
state: Though he slay me, yet shall I trust m him, or shall we a^ with the 
Apostle Paul: “Why is my liberty judged of another man’s conscience?” 

But there is another fallacy m the theory that the paramount business 
of education is only to prepare the pupil for the contemporary world. Those 
who advocate this theory also insist that this is a changing world. They insist 
furthermore upon the rapidity of the rate of change. Because the change is 
both swift and incessant, they argue that we are more and more cut off from 
the values of the past. That is why they are skeptical of traditional educa- 
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tional processes. Let us use the instrument of education— especially the in- 
strument of secondary education — to prepare the next generation for an 
altered society. Let us accustom them as soon as may be to the dizzy pace 
of things. Ten years ago we were a happy and prosperous nation. Who 
knows what the future may brmg? 

But as Emerson remarked long ago of another theory, there is an optical 
illusion in it. If we are lO educate for the future, how distant is the future 
we are to educate for? Is the student to be turned out fit for society 
as it exists at the time of his graduation, or for society as it shall be when 
he becomes middle-aged^ When he enters the school system at the age of 
five or six, are we to expect that society will obligingly stand still until he 
IS sixteen^ Does my question sound casuistical? Let me remind you that 
a child who entered the first grade in 1910 and left the school system in 
1928 was one year later plunged into the depression; and if he was socially 
educated according to the standards of the Coolidge regime, he was a sad 
misfit under Hoover. Where are the educational prophets who can predict 
what kind of society children now in the first grade arc going to be living 
in by 1956, or what society is going to be like in 1983 when surviving first- 
graders are forty-five? When expert economists do not pretend to under- 
stand things as they are, shall we assume that professors of education and 
superintendents of schools have mysteriously acquired such insight into the 
future that they can confidendy shape a curriculum which will fit adults for 
life half a century hence? A writer in the current [March, 1938] number of 
Harper's Magazine has amused himself by picturing the life of John Doe, 
an average American citizen m 1988, by which time inventions and dis- 
coveries already made may have become commonplace utilities. His sketch 
is as fantastic as anythmg by H. G. Wells, but he also points out that a 
hundred obstacles he in the way of the swift acceptance of these things. 
We simply do not know and cannot find out what the incidence of social 
pressures is going to be fifty years hence. 

All this does not mean that we should not pursue science and social 
studies or strive to be as mtelhgent about the contemporary world as we 
can. But there is a vast difference between giving the sciences and social 
studies an important part in the educational process, and turnmg our schools 
into ideational training camps for the supposititious society of the future. 
“Progressive” educators complain with considerable justice of the lock-step 
method which has sometimes characterized teaching in the humanities; is 
there no danger of the lock-step method in marching towards the so-called 
planned society of tomorrow? The increasing spread of requirements in 
social studies, civics, flag-salutmg, finger-printing, mtelligencx testmg, grad- 
ing according to ability, and the Uke reduction of the human individual to 
the status of a cog m die social machine would seem to hint of this danger. 
That there is something to be said for each item on such a list is true, but 
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the total impact of the cumulation of such devices may not unreasonably be 
expected to end in a kind of social regimentation quite as disastrous as 
grammar, subjects considered as “disciplines,” and the necessity of learning 
the multiplication table were ever supposed to be. 

If social education seems to me to fall from time to time into the very 
errors it charges against older methods, there is one point on which hu- 
manists and the progressive school of educational theorists can heartily 
agree. Some time ago there appeared a celebrated judicial decision concern- 
ing the condemnation of an obnoxious billboard The owners of the bill- 
board claimed that the state highway department had no right to destroy 
their property; the highway department claimed that the billboard destroyed 
the view and was a menace to traffic. The court upheld the state officials 
on the interesting doctrine that the public has a right to privacy. In a sense 
the object of both the progressive educator and the humanist is the public’s 
right to privacy. They are concerned, not with the social atom, but with the 
individual. Differing as they do on other points, they agree on the desira- 
bility of enriching private life. They want not better citizens only, but better 
human beings. Society may be as perfectly adjusted as was apparently the 
society of ancient Peru, but it does not follow that it is an interesting society, 
for the simple reason that the individual members who compose it may not 
enjoy very interesting lives. 

I think there comes a time in the careers of most men and women when 
the old Adam in them rebels. We cannot be citizens twenty-four hours a 
day. The tenth application to contribute to a worthy cause or put one’s 
shoulder to the wheel leaves one cold. We cannot be always mourning over 
China, Spam, Ethiopia, Russia, and Czechoslovakia. We were born indi- 
vidually into the world; we became citizens only by accident and of neces- 
sity. Important as it is that we shall vote honestly, we are subject to a higher 
law than that of the suffrage or the courts. I am enough of a disciple of 
Emerson to believe that the richest and deepest life for each of us has very 
little relation to communism. Fascism, or the New Deal. A thousand 
changes have swept over the face of society, and yet the fundamental in- 
terests of the human heart remain unaltered. We fall in love without ref- 
erence to politics; even in Germany mothers presumably still love their 
babies; and the lonely quest for a belief to live by is not satisfied with a 
report on the tariff. Outraged as we may be by the rank injustices of the 
social order, we are at long last compelled to say with Housman: “Be still, 
my soiil, and see injustice done,” or to exclaim with Augustine: “I will not 
say dear city of Cecrops, but rather, dear city of Godl” Even in Russia sun- 
sets are beautiful; even a Fascist may be moved by a chorus ending from 
Euripides. War and pestilence and disaster come and go, the form of the 
state perpetually changes, the sands drift over Carthage and Baalbec and 
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Palmyra, and at the end of the story it is all vanity and vexation of spirit 
except for the unconquerable vitality of the human soul. 

The world ts too much with us; late and soon 

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers. 

Enveloping the transient economic order of our day, as it enveloped the 
transient economic order of yesterday and shall envelop the transient eco- 
nomic order of tomorrow is that vast and more perduralilc order in which 
alone we may be said truly to live. The pale and imperfect reflection of this 
second world is found in those records which it is the business of the hu- 
manities to preserve and make clear to succeeding generations of men. 
Doubtless we teach the substance of these records badly; doubtless rosy 
youth, eager for the goal, cannot be tremendously excited by the life-story 
of the former runners. I will not say that the humanities are the most difii- 
cult subjects to teach, but I will say that no part of education demands more 
expert instruction, and receives less. But because the job is difficult, we are 
not justified in avoiding it If the vocabulary of Shakespeare is hard to 
understand, we are not therefore permitted to take refuge in The Saturday 
Evening Post. I have yet to be shown why, because he is living in the 
twentieth century, Mr. Dale Carnegie is a more stimulating thinker than 
Aristotle. 

Nevertheless, to many practical-minded persons these considerations 
seem only a noble dream. Most of our students forget the classics outside 
of the classroom. We do not care for poetry, since obviously we refuse to 
support poets. We teach the musical classics, we teach the masterpieces of 
painting, and the result is swing music and a healthy interest in that ad- 
mirable comic strip which depicts Kayo and Moon Mullins. We advocate 
philosophy, and the younger generation turns on the radio and flocks to 
the movies. Let us therefore abandon our profitless ideal; let us directly 
create better taste in comic strios the movies, radio programs, and current 
books. 

There is merit in the argument, but it cannot be pushed so far. Be- 
cause tens of thousands of persons daily seek the fortune-teller, shall we 
abandon instruction in science? Because the Townsend plan receives wide 
popular support, shall we cease to teach orthodox economics? If education 
IS to be geared to the immediate only, let us at least be consistent and change 
our curriculum monthly in order that it may faithfully follow the fluctua- 
tions of society. Or shall we rather remember that the good is always the 
enemy of the best.? 

But let me conclude by meeting this argument of practicality on another 
plane. Everyone knows, I suppose, that the error of the leaders in the 
French Revolution was the attempt to reshape society immediately accord- 
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ing to an abstract intellectual formula. With the insight of genius Napokcm 
dubbed these men ideologues. 

The ideologue is once more abroad in the world. Two great proposals 
for revolutionary change in society are the Marxian and the Fascist. The 
theoretical program of Marx derives from the philosophy of Hegel, most 
abstruse of German metaphysicians, and though this program has its evo- 
lutionary aspect, It tends to force the mterpretation of history mto a precon- 
ceived point of view, from which a plan for the reorganization of society 
is derived. The Fascist comes with an intellectualistic theory of the state, 
which, when he seizes it, he tries to reshape in the image of his ideological 
theory. But it would appear that society can thus be wrenched into pre- 
conceived patterns only by force, and in fact modern Caesarism, whether it 
be Russian, German, or Italian, exists mainly by force of arms. When, how- 
ever, force IS called in to implement an abstract idea, the idea presently dis- 
appears, and we have, not an era of culture, but an era of barbarism. The 
glorification of war which is now part of the official creed of the Fascist 
nations is a return to the ideas of Mohammed: slay the unbeliever with the 
edge of the sword. And the pecuhar ferocity with which Fascist ideologues 
attack our inheritance from the nineteenth century arises from the instinc- 
tive consciousness that the most formidable enemy of barbarism is culture. 

The rich traditional heritage of Europe is a heritage of reason. The 
attempt of the Fascist nations to break with the tradition is at bottom a 
glorification of irrationality. When Hitler states that decadent parliamentary 
institutions in the democratic countries no longer express the wishes of those 
countries, he may or may not be right; what he fails to say is why he 
expresses the wishes of his own country. He is Der Fuehrer; he receives 
his direct inspiration from some unknown and irrational source; and the 
duty of reasonable citizens under his control is not to question or discover, 
but to obey — ^that is, to act irrationally. When, however, millions of human 
beings are indoctrinated with the fanatic belief that their highest duty to 
the state is to surrender any notions of rational choice, we turn back the 
clock of history by thousands of years. When millions of human beings are 
indoctrinated with an equally fanatic belief that they belong to a superior 
race, and that the superiority of this race is such that the art, the science, 
the hterature, the philosophy of every other race are per se inferior, we see 
a flat denial of the findings of science, the findings of history, the lessons 
of art, and the teachings of literature. And at long* last, the only effective 
check upon the assumption that nations can be profitably re-made by emo- 
tion and violence is the appeal to history — to the lesson found in a study 
of the slow and painful progress of the so-called human race to even its 
present caricature of intelligence. If proof of the essential antagonism be- 
tween the lesson of history and the dogma of irrationality were needed, it 
is to be found in tbe fact that the dictator nations have tried to erase the 
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lesson of history from their books and re-write it in terms flattering to them- 
selves. But the historical process as the humanist understands it cannot be 
thus falsified by flat. 

The deepest practical reason why the democracies must cling to the 
humanities is that it is only through the humanities that the democracies 
can exist. Havmg struggled to learn how to live peacefully together, the 
human race cannot successfully give up hving peacefully together at this 
late date, if civilization is going to survive. In the long run indoctrinated 
hate, like indoctrinated superiority, is suicidal. I do not claim that the de- 
mocracies have a monopoly of culture, though things may end by leaving 
them the only countries m which real culture survives; but I do claim that 
conciliation, tolerance, humor, and sagacity are necessary if the democracies 
are going to live; and I conceive it to be the practical purpose of the humani- 
ties, by examining history and the arts, philosophy and the course of re- 
ligion, to inculcate these civilized attributes as widely as their share of the 
educational process will permit. If we, too, wish to be subject to the next 
ideological wind that blows, let us, by all means, abandon the study of his- 
tory, of art, of philosophy, of literature; let us give ourselves over wholly to 
the study of the contemporary. But if the tragic lesson of recent events 
abroad strengthens our determination to cling to the inheritance of civili- 
zation as we rationally understand that term, let us remember that the 
historical point of view is the only lasting check upon ideological dogma 
directed toward violent shifts in society. This is, I know, not a colorful pro- 
gram. It IS impossible to roar into the loud speakers: “Be sane”; it is impos- 
sible to march in uniformed parades in favor of common sense; it is diffi- 
cult to think of popular leaders swaying the multitude by an appeal to cul- 
ture. Nevertheless, only in the widest possible spread of the implications of 
history and of some knowledge of the signiflcance of our cultural inherit- 
ance — only in the patient and intelligent teaching and study of the humam- 
ties may we look for effective check upon fanaticism, irrationality, violence, 
and despair. 
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Stephen Leacoc^ {i86g-ig44) was botn tn England but lived from early 
childhood m Canada. His education and his career as wnter, teacher, 
and lecturer weie divided between Canada and the United States to such 
an extent that he might well have called himself a citizen of North 
America. For many years he was head of the Department of Economics 
and Political Science at McGill University, Montreal. It seems to be the 
fate of most humonsts that no one will tal^e them senously. Leacoclf^ 
was an exception. For thtrty-odd years people turned to him not only 
for amusement but for the guidance of a laughing intelligence which 
was equally at home in many fields. In the following pages he enter- 
tainingly discusses the over-elaboration of modern education. 


EDUCATION EATING UP LIFE 

IN this discussion of education, I am addressing 
myself to plain people. By this I mean people who shudder at mathematics, 
go no further in Latin than E Plunbus Unum and take electricity as they 
find It. As opposed to these are the academic class who live in colleges, or 
in the shadow of them, and claim education as their province. But the plain 
people arc of necessity interested in education because their sons and daugh- 
ters go to college, or, more important, can’t go to college. 

Now the plain people have noticed that education is getting longer and 
longer. Fifty years ago people learned to read out of a spelling-book at six 
years old, went to high school at twelve, and taught school (for money) on 
a third<lass certificate at sixteen. After that, two years in a saw-mill and 
two at a medical school made them doctors, or one year in a saw-mill and 
one in divinity fitted them for the church. For law they needed no college 
at all, just three summers on a farm and three winters in' an office. 

All our great men in North America got this education. Pragmatically, 
It worked. They began their real life still young. With the money they 
didn’t spend they bought a wife. By the age of thirty they had got some- 
where, or nowhere. It is true that for five years of married life, they carried, 
instead of a higher degree, bills for groceries, coal, doctors and babies’ medi- 
cine. Then they broke out of the woods, into the sunlight, established men — 
at an age when their successors are still demonstrating, internmg, or writing 
an advanced thesis on social impetus. 

Now It IS all changed. Children in school at six years old cut up paper' 
dolls and make patterns. They are still in high school till eighteen, learning 

go 
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civics and social statistics— studies for old men. They enter college at about 
nineteen or twenty, take prerequisites and postrequisites in various faculties 
for nearly ten years, then become demonstrators, invigilators, researchers, 
or cling to a graduate scholarship like a man on a raft. 

At thirty they arc just beginning, ten years too late. They can’t marry 
till It’s ten years too late; they have children ten years too late, and die ten 
years too early. They know nothing of the early life of the man who worked 
in saw-mills, practiced medicine at twenty and married six months later, 
with no other property than a stethoscope and a horse and buggy; or of the 
young lawyer who married in debt, and lived happy in it ever after. 

“Safety first’’ has put its stamp on life. Population begins to die at the 
top. And, all the time, education grows longer and longer. This does not 
deny that the average human life is now longer. It means that paternity is 
shorter. People do not see enough of their grandchildren — the sweetest pros- 
pect in the world. Life has all too little evening It has all run in arrears and 
never catches up. 

All this, you will say, is exaggerated, is overcolored, is not truth. Very 
likely. But a half truth in argument, like a half brick, carries better. High 
colors show up where neutral tints blend to nothing. Yet the main truth 
gets over. Education is eating up life. 

In the above paragraphs I have formulated the plain man’s accusations 
against the continued lengthening of education; or, rather, I must not say 
his accusation. The poor fellow hasn’t the spirit to accuse. It is not an accusa- 
tion that he formulates or a grievance that he voices. It is just a burden that 
he carries. 

He carries it because of the prestige of education Round the idea of 
education, as effort and opportunity, there have clustered centuries of tra- 
dition and association. These are stamped in such words and phrases as “the 
little red schoolhouse,” “the midnight oil,” “the eager student,” “the kindly 
dominie,” “the absent-minded professor.” With this has grown up the no- 
tion — no doubt partly true — that the harder the path of learning the higher 
the achievement. “There is no royal road to learning” still cheers those who 
are unaware that the public road itself has become overgrown with a 
jungle of underbrush. 

In other words, people don’t complain. On the contrary, they are often 
proud of the burden that they carry. Parents have no regrets for the fifteen 
years of sacrifice that they made to give their children the education they 
should have had in half the time. 

It IS a tradition with us that education opens opportunity. To send a 
boy to college is an ambition that wakes to life beside a cradle. “How is 
your son doing at school, Mr. McGregor’” I once asked of a Scotsman of 
the traditional type. “Finel” he answered. “If he keeps on as he is, we’ll have 
to put the college to him.” 
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Even in the clutter and failure of youth’s career among the blocked 
avenues of our misfit world the coUe^ comes into its own as a sort of 
refuge. “My son,” said another parent, “doesn’t seem to have any pafticular 
ability, so we think we’ll have to send him to college. He seems no good for 
anything else.’’ The one anxiety of such parents is, “Can he get in?’’ Beyond 
that no need to look. It’s like being dipped in the Jordan. 

But even if the plain man were to raise his complaint against the length' 
cning road and the increasing burden, he would be laughed out of court 
by the academic class. He would be told that our education is all too short. 
The teachers m the high schools would say that the children come to them 
hopelessly unprepared and ought to stay a year longer in public school. 

Every professor will tell them that the first-year students at college are 
simply hopeless and ought to have stayed at least a year, or call it two, at 
high school. The students in the second year ought never to have left the 
first; the third-year men haven’t the proper grounding for their work; and 
the fourth-year are so rotten that they have to be given degrees to get rid 
of them. As for the graduate school, the students in it should never have 
been admitted; they are not yet fit for advanced work. Their minds are im- 
mature. And even when they do get out of the graduate school, by sheer 
lapse of time, it seems ridiculous to think of them as fit to teach, or do any- 
thing. Oh, no; they have to go to Germany for a year — anyway, to some- 
where for a year — and come back with whiskers and look like something. 

I once put the question of shortening the college curriculum to my old 
friend Dean Elderberry Foible, dean of the Faculty of Arts. You didn’t 
know him, but there was a dean at your college just hke him. “Prepos- 
terous,’’ he said, “preposterous!” And that settled it. 

If we turn from the general view to the particular subjects, the case 
against any attempt to shorten the curriculum becomes simply overwhelm- 
mg — so much so that we are crushed and humbled in presenting it. Imagine 
trying to leave out mathematics — ^the queen of sciences; or history — the very 
basis for understanding our modern hfe; or English literature — our legacy 
common to England and America, dear as the very hearthstones of our 
homes — who dares touch that? 

Or who will dare disturb Latin, the bedrock of our culture; or foreign 
languages, the amenity of polite life; or geology, deep as the caverns of 
thought; biology, hfe’s interpretation; or tbe social sciences, the key to the 
padlock of happiness still closed. Helpl Nothing but pretentious ignorance 
could suggest leaving out anything. As to any shortening, ask again my 
friend Dean Elderberry Foible and he will tell you that you can’t. “My dear 
sir, you may wish to, but you simply can’t” — with that academic fkiahty 
with which professors dismiss the ideas of students. 

So it appears even to ourselves on a first survey. Take mathematics. 
How can you shorten the subject? That stern struggle with the multipli- 
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cation table, for many people not yet ended in victory, how can you make 
it less^ Square root, as obdurate as a hardwood stump m a pasture — ^noth- 
ing but years of effort can extract it. You can’t hurry the process. 

Or pass from arithmetic to algebra: you can’t shoulder your way past 
quadratic equations or ripple through the bmomial theorem. Indeed, the 
other way; your feet are impeded in the tangled growth, your pace 
slackens, you sink and fall somewhere near the binomial theorem with the 
calculus in sight on the hofizon. So died, for each of us, still bravely fight- 
mg, our mathematical training; except only for a set of people c^ed 
“mathematicians” — born so, like crooks. Yet would we leave mathematics 
out? No, we hold our cross. 

Latin too: do you want your son to grow up not knowing what a sine 
qua non is, and who wrote Virgil’s Aeneid? Then he not only needs the 
whole present curriculum but morel At present the student learns just 
enough Latin not to be able to read it; he stops short of the saturation 
point — ^just gets wet with it and no more. 

But why recite the entire list ^ The same truth holds, for the academic 
profession, of every one of the subjects of the school and college course. 
The student is not saturated, when he ought really to be soaked. 

A parallel resistance blocks the pathway leading to the professions. The 
idea of any immediate entry into them for a young man just out of college 
is ridiculous. A hundred years ago a man just out of college looked as good 
as a coin fresh from the mint, a sickle from the whetstone. At twenty- 
seven he was a Member of Congress, had four or five children, owned three 
or four thousand dollars’ worth of property in his own right — and owed 
five thousand dollars. But nowadaysl Imagine trusting a serious case of ill- 
ness to a young fellow of twenty-seven barely out of college, and till yester- 
day an interne in a hospital. Out of the question I 

And, later, when at last his turn comes, it is but a brief acme of success, 
and then, all of a sudden, it seems people are saying, “He’s too old for the 
job, losmg his grip — in fact, he’s nearly fifty.” He’s an “old doctor” — once 
a term of esteem and confidence but now equivalent to an “old horse.” 

Thus in our ill-fit world youth and age jostle and hurry one another 
together — too young and then too old. Those who follow gardening know 
that green peas are first too young to pick and then, overnight as it seems, 
too old to eat. So with our educated people. Homer long ago said, “As is the 
race of leaves, so is the race of men.” Make it college graduates and garden 
peas and it still holds good. 

How did all this come about? Our system of education arose out of the 
medieval Latin schools of the church. It still carries, hke a fossil snake in 
a stone, the mark of its original structure. Not that this was the earliest kind 
of education. But the others were different. Greek education included music 
and dancmg and what we call the arts. It was supposed to fit people to hve. 
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Medieval education was supposed to fit people to d|e. Any school-boy of 
today can still feel the effect of it. 

Greek education was free from the problems that have beset our own. 
It didn’t include the teaching of languages, the Greeks despising all for- 
eigners as barbarians. It avoided everything “practical” like the plague, and 
would have regarded a professor of Engineering as a child of the devil, mis- 
using truth Mathematics, crippled by the want of symbols, became a sort 
of dream — mtense, difficult and proudly without purpose. Greek education 
carried with it no “exams” and “tests” for entry to the professions. A Greek 
dentist didn’t have to pass in Latin. He used a hammer. 

Thus philosophy, “the love of knowledge,” came into its own, in talk 
as endless as on the porch of a Kentucky country store. 

“Scholars” would deny the truth of this summary and talk of Archi- 
medes, the world’s first engineer, and Hippocrates, its earliest physician. 
But the proof of what I say is that Archimedes found no followers and 
Hippocrates waited five hundred years for Galen, Scholars always see excep- 
tions where a plain man sees an even surface. But even a billiard ball, if 
you look close enough, is all covered with bumps. 

Our education, then, comes down to us from the schools of the Middle 
Ages. These were organized by the church and the first aim was piety, not 
competence; the goal was the reading of the Scriptures and by that the sal- 
vation of the soul. On this basis, Alfred the Great planned schools for 
Saxon England. So, too, in France did Charlemagne, who couldn’t read or 
write and felt a religious admiration for those who could — the same as an 
oil magnate of today feels toward a university. 

So presently the monastic schools arose, and from their oriel windows 
came forth among the elm trees the sound of Latin chants intoned by 
choristers; and in the silent scriptorium the light from a stained window 
fell on the quiet “copyist” rewriting, letter by letter, in pigment upon parch- 
ment, “In the beginning was the Word.” Thus passed monastic life in its 
quiet transition to Eternity. 

These were the earliest schools — secluded, scholarly — ^born ancient like 
the “old-fashioned” children of aging parents. For the date, place them any- 
where in the four hundred years from Alfred and Charlemagne to the days 
of Oxford and Pans. 

These later schools — Oxford, Pans, and such — came when study no 
longer taught people how to die and keep out of hell, but how to live, as 
lawyers — two ambitions with an obvious relationship. Law hatched out 
under the wings of the church, as a duck hatches under a hen, later to 
horrify its parent. 

Here again the vertebrate structure is still seen in the rock. Lincoln’s 
Inn and Grey’s Inn were originally, m a sense, works of God, the defunct 
Doctors Commons till its end a spirituality. Law, in England at least, strug- 
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gled long before it shook off the hand of ghostly guidance. Even now the 
connection between law and religion remains in the quantity of oaths by 
which the business of the law secures its righteousness. 

So there came, then, such schools as Oxford and Pans, which seem to 
have been at first huge random gathermgs of students — medieval exaggera- 
tion puts 30,000 at Oxford in pre-record days. They had, before printing, 
hardly any books, and no examinations. The curriculum ran to endless dis- 
cussion — more Kentucky. These “disputations” begot “tests” and awards 
(degrees) and brought into the world that child of sin, the written exami- 
nation. A few odd people like Roger Bacon began digging into black 
knowledge about gunpowder, and so forth, and got put into jail for it. The 
lamp of learning fell only on the Kingdom of Light, with lawyers dancing 
in the shadow. 

The curriculum of these schools, the bedrock on which ours still rests, 
was the famous trinity of .study, the Trivium, which meant grammar, 
rhetoric and logic; to this was supplemented the four further studies called 
the Quadnvium — music, arithmetic, geometry and astronomy. All were 
based on the use of Latin; they comprehended the whole circuit of human 
knowledge, and the supreme purpose of it all was salvation. The monk 
Alcuin, who was Charlemagne’s “specialist” in education, has described for 
us how he taught his students: 

To some I administer the honey of the sacred writings; others I try to in- 
ebriate with the wine of the ancient classics. I begin the nourishment of some 
with the apples of grammatical subtlety I strive to illuminate many by the 
arrangement of the stars, as from the painted roof of a lofty palace. 

The whole extent of human knowledge was still within human com- 
prehension. In our own day we meet men who think they “know it all.” 
In the Middle Ages there were men who were sure they did. Of course, 
where knowledge ended superstition began, and that was infinite. 

It was this curriculum which in the course of centuries has been ex- 
panded beyond recognition like the toad in Aesop that would be an ox. 
And still It has not burst. It drags along its huge amorphous outline, flabby 
as a dinosaur, over fifteen years of life. 

Here is what happened to expand it. The revival of learning resusci- 
tated Greek, a study forgotten by all but the Arabs. The rising kingdoms 
that replaced feudalism brought national States and set people to learning 
one another’s languages. The English, having forgotten French, had to learn 
It agam. Italian became “polite.” Milton suggested that one ought to learn 
It, “in an odd hour.” Modern languages were still not a part of education, 
but a sort of annex; so they remained till yesterday in England where all 
Englishmen were supposed to “know French” from a governess and a copy 
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of OUendorfPs Grammar and a trip to Boulogne. But, till yesterday, Eton, 
Rugby and Oxford never heard of it 

Printing, once in real use, expanded both opportunity and obligation. 
Students henceforth had books. Contacts with the Arabs revealed a system 
of decimal notation that made anthmeuc a reahty and algebra a power. 
Mathematics in the time of the Stuarts, with logarithms and the calculus, 
ceased to be a dream. Physics converted Alcuin’s wonder of the sky into 
classroom formulae. * 

** But even though mathematics in the sixteen hundreds, in the days of 
Newton and Descartes, had become a real and intensive study— far tran- 
scending in reach and in difficulty anything within the range of the ordi- 
nary college man of today — it was still regarded rather as an annex to learn- 
ing than as learning itself. The place of priority still lay with classical 
study, with the literature of Greece and Rome. In this America was a faith- 
ful child of England. Our earliest college education was stamped with 
Roman letters, and its passion for the Bible in the wilderness made it even 
revert somewhat to the medieval type. The rules that were promulgated in 
1642 for admission to Harvard College lay down the qualification thus: — 

When any scholar is able to understand Tully or such like classical Latin 
author extempore, and to make and speak true Latin in verse and prose, suo ut 
munt Mane and to decline perfectly the paradigms of nouns and verbs in the 
Greek tongue, let him then and not before be capable of admission into the 
college. 

For readers whose Latmity has shpped away from them, let it be ex- 
plained that Tully is not Irish, but means Cicero. Earlier generations propi- 
erly called Romans by their names, and not, as we have come to do, with 
many of them, by their nicknames. Tully was called “Cicero” (or bean- 
head) as one of us might be called “Shorty.” Harvard Latin in 1642 was 
still undeHled. 

On the terms indicated few of us now would get into Harvard. Fewer 
still would get out, since, for that, every scholar had to be 

found able to read the originals of the Old and New Testaments into the Latin 
tongue and to resolve them logically: withal being of godly life and conversaUon. 

On the outside edge or fringe of the classical studies, of which mathe- 
matics and logic formed an adjuna, were such things as natural philosophy, 
destined to vast and rapid expansion, but of which the classical doctors of 
divinity remained ignorant. 

By the time of Queen Anne, some scholars already admitted that they 
didn’t know everything— not many, though, or at least they qualified it by 
saying that what they didn’t know wasn’t worth knowing. 

What they referred to by this last phrase was this natural philosophy. 
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the new range of knowledge that the eighteenth century was gathering, 
item by item, fact by fact. These grew into the sciences of life — botany and 
zoology, later to get their true name of biology. Reverend classical scholars, 
full to the throat with declensions, set them aside as a disturbance of the 
Book of Genesis. But they wouldn’t down. 

Beside them grew, equally despised by the classicists, the electric science 
drawn by Franklm from the clouds, the oxygen distilled by Priestley from 
water, the geology of Lyell, dug up from what was once called Hades. All 
the world knows the story. Within another hundred years a vast series of 
studies known as the natural sciences— at first opposed, derided and left to 
mechanics and steam-engine drivers — broke at last the barriers of the schools 
and flooded wide over the curriculum. 

But the barriers, in England at least, did not break until the waters had 
risen high and the pressure had become overwhelming. In the middle nine- 
teenth century, as Professor Huxley complamed, the so-called pubhc schools 
had still a curriculum of the Middle Ages. 

Until a few years back [he wrote in 1893], a boy might have passed through 
any one of the great public schools with the greatest distinction and credit and 
might never so much as have heard of modern geography, modern history and 
modem literature, of the English language as a language, or of the whole circle 
of the sciences, physical, moral and social, might never have heard that the earth 
goes round the sun; that England underwent a great revolution in 1688 and 
France another in 1789; that there once lived certain notable men called Chaucer, 
Shakespeare, Milton, Voltaire, Goethe, Schiller. 

With this protest of common sense went a certain protest of spite — as 
against aristocratic culture by those unable to share it. Witness Herbert 
Spencer’s diatribe against “The Education of a Gentleman.” 

Men dress their children’s minds as they do their bodies in the prevailing 
fashion. As the Orinoco Indian puts on his paint before he leaves his hut ... so 
a boy’s drilling in Latin and Greek is insisted on, not because of their intrinsic 
value, but that he may not be disgraced by being found ignorant of them — that 
he may have the education of a gentleman. 

But when at last the barriers broke, the new science came in a flood, 
till every high school student, in America more even than in England, 
turned alchemist, and every class-room sputtered with electricity. And with 
this, in the colleges first and spreadmg downwards to the 'schools, came a 
still newer set of studies — the social studies, economics and politics, the 
mingled brood of happiness and despair, of progress and poverty, that Mill 
and Spencer and such people let loose upon the world. So deeply have they 
spread that little children learn “civics” first and find out what it means 
after; and so widely that the Japanese have studied it from Europe and 
teach it to the Chinese. 
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And as if civics and social welfare were not enough for the already 
overburdened curriculum, a chariot creaking up the rough slope of Par- 
nassus, “Business,” m the form of schools of commerce, must needs leap 
on top of the load. It handed so heavy a tip to the driver that it could not 
be put off, and more than that it began to demand that the oldest and most 
respectable of the passengers be thrown out to make room for it. 

So there we stand, or rather move slowly onward, the ascent of Par- 
nassus turned into a ten years’ journey during which the passengers must 
amuse themselves as best they may with the cards and dice of college 
activities. 

Meantime it is only to be expected that the conditions of the journey 
react upon the minds of the passengers. In other words it is only natural 
that this vast burden of an increasing curriculum sets up a reaction in the 
minds of the pupil and the student. From their earliest years they become 
accustomed to reckon up the things that they have done and finished with. 
“We’ve finished Scripture,” says a little girl in a child’s school; “we had it 
last year.” For her the mould of rehgious thought is all set. Don’t ask her 
the names of the twelve Apostles She’s had them — last year. She is not 
responsible for the Apostles any more So does the high school student count 
up his years still needed for matriculation as eagerly as a manner measures 
his distance to the shore. The college student opens his career by classing 
himself not according to the year in which he enters but according to the 
year in which he hopes to get out. The class matriculating in 1940 call out 
in their infant breath, “Rah! Rah! Forty-four.” 

How strange it is, our little procession of life' The child says, “When 
I am a big boy.” But what is that? The big boy says, “When I grow up.” 
And then, grown up, he says, “When I get married ” But to be married, 
what is that after all? The thought changes to “When I’m able to retire.” 
And then, when retirement comes, he looks back over the landscape trav- 
ersed; a cold wind seems to sweep over it; somehow he has missed it all, 
and It IS gone. Life, we learn too late, is in the living, in the tissue of every 
day and hour. So it should be with education. 

But so It 1$ not; a false view discolours it all. For the vastly great part 
of It the student’s one aim is to get done with it. There comes a glad time 
in his life when he has “finished” mathematics, a happy day when he has 
done philosophy, an exhilarating hour when he realizes that he is finished 
with “compulsory English.” Then at last his four years are out, his sen- 
tence expired, and he steps out of college a free man, without a stain on 
his character — and not much on his mind. . . . Later on, he looks back 
wistfully and realizes how different it might have been. 
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Eve Curie {1904- ) is the daughter of two great saentists, Mane and 

Pierre Cune, the discoverers of radium. In her own right she has at- 
tained distinction as author of the warmly human biography of her 
mother, as interpreter of the French spint to a sympathetic America in 
the darkest days of her nations history, and as a personality which em- 
bodies the finest of French womanhood. In the following chapter ftom 
Madame Cune we share the ardors and endurances of learning as 
“Manya" expenenced them in her bate Pansian attic in iSgi. Reading 
these pages we better understand the words of their author. “It seems 
to me that I have always lived neai the pool student, haunted by dreams, 
who was Marie S\lodovs\a” 


FORTY RUBLES A MONTH 

YES, Mane’s existence had still further to be de- 
spoiled and made bare. The few months she had lived in the Rue d’Alle- 
magne had been a stage in acclimatization. Now the girl sank slowly into 
solitude. The beings she rubbed elbows with existed for her no more than 
the walls she touched in passing, and conversation hardly cut in upon the 
silence in which she enveloped her hours For more than three solid years 
she was to lead a life devoted to study alone: a life in conformity with her 
dreams, a “perfect” life in the sense m which that of the monk or the mis- 
sionary IS perfect. 

Her life had to be of monastic simplicity in any case: for since Marie 
had voluntarily deprived herself of the board and lodging she had had at 
the Dluskis’, she had to meet her own expenses herself. And her income — 
made up by her own savings, divided into slices, and the small sums her 
father could send her — resolved itself mto forty rubles a month. 

How could a woman, a foreigner, live decently in Pans in 1892 with 
forty rubles a month, three francs a day,* paying for her own room, meals, 
clothes, paper and books, as well as her fees at the university ? §uch was the 
problem the young student had urgently to solve. But Mane never failed 
to find a solution of a problem. 

Many a to her brother Joseph, March ly, iSgi’ 

You have no doubt learned from Father that I decided to live nearer 
to the schools, as it had become necessary for several reasons, above all for 

^ Forty rubles was about $20, three francs was about 60 cents 
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the present quarter. The plan is now realized: I am writing to you, in fact, 
from my new lodging, 3 Rue Flatters. It is a little room, very suitable, and 
nevertheless very dieap. In a quarter of an hour I can be in the chemistry 
laboratory, m twenty minutes at the Sorbonne. Naturally, without the 
Dluskis’ help I should never have been able to arrange thmgs like this. 

I am workmg a thousand times as hard as at the beginning of my stay: 
in the Rue d’Allemagne my httle brother-in-law had the habit of disturbing 
me endlessly. He absolutely could not endure having me do anythmg but 
engage in agreeable chatter with him when I was at home. I had to declare 
war on him on this subject. After a few days Bronya and he began to feel 
badly about me, and they came to see me. We drank tea, bachelor fashion, 
and then we went down-stairs to see the S.’s, who also live here. 

Is your wife taking care of Father, as she promised me^ Let her take 
care, just the same, not to cut me out altogether at home! Father is begin- 
ning to speak of her a little too tenderly, and I am afraid that he will be 
forgetting me soon. 

Marie was not the only student who lived on a hundred francs a 
month in the Latin Quarter : most of her Polish comrades were as poor as 
she was. Some hved by threes or fours in the same lodging and took their 
meals together; others, who lived alone, devoted several hours a day to 
housekeeping, cooking and sewing, and by sheer ingenuity ate as much as 
they wanted, shod and clothed themselves in greater or lesser elegance. 
This was the method adopted earlier by Bronya, whose talents as a prize 
cook had been celebrated among her comrades. 

Mane disdained to follow such wise examples. She was too fond of her 
tranquillity to share her lodging with a friend or two. She was too haunted 
by work to bother about her own comfort. Even if she had wished to do 
so, for that matter, she would have been incapable of it: the girl who had 
been a governess in strange families at seventeen, giving seven or eight hours 
of lessons a day, had never found time or occasion for learning how to keep 
house. Everything that Bronya had learned when she was mistress of her 
father’s house was unknown to Marie. And the report had it, in the Polish 
colony, that “Mademoiselle Sklodovska doesn’t know what you use to make 
soup.” 

She did not know, and she did not want to know. Why should she 
pass a morning iniuatmg herself mto the mysteries of a broth, whpn she 
might have been learning several pages of physics, or making an interest- 
ing analysis in the laboratory 

By deliberate intention she had suppressed diversions from her schedule, 
as well as friendly meetings and contact with human beings. In the same 
way she decided that material life had no importance; that it did not exist. 



EVE CURIE 


lOX 

And, fortified by this principle, she made for herself a Spartan existence, 
strange and inhuman. 

Rue Flatters, Boulevard Port-Royal, Rue dcs Feuillantines ... All the 
rooms Marie was to inhabit were alike m discomfort and cheapness of rent. 
The first was situated in a poorly furmshed house where students, doctors, 
and officers of the neighboring garrison hved. Later on the girl, m search 
of absolute calm, was to take an attic like a servant’s room at the top of a 
middle-class house. For fifteen or twenty francs a month she found a tiny 
nook which obtained hght from a loophole giving directly on the slope of 
the roof. Through this skylight appeared a small square of sky. There was 
no heat, no lightmg, no water. 

Mane furnished this place with all the objects she possessed; an iron 
folding bed, the mattress she had brought from Poland, a stove, a white 
wooden table, a kitchen chair, a washbasin; a petroleum oil lamp, covered 
by a twopenny shade; a pitcher about as big as a saucer, which was to cook 
her meals for the next three years; two plates, a knife, a fork, a spoon, a 
cup, a stew-pan; and finally a kettle and three glasses into which, according 
to Polish custom, the student would pour tea when the Dluskis came to see 
her. On the occasions — ^very rare at present — when Mane received visitors, 
the rights of hospitality were asserted: the girl lighted the little stove, whose 
zigzag pipe described complicated angles in the room. And for a seat she 
pulled out of its corner the bulging brown trunk which served her as ward- 
robe and chest of drawers. 

No service, of course: even one hour of cleaning a day would have 
overweighted the expense of the budget. Transportation costs were sup- 
pressed: Marie went to the Sorbonne on foot in all weathers. Coal was kept 
down to a minimum: one or two sacks of “lumps” for the winter, which 
the girl bought from the merchant on the corner and hoisted up the steep 
stairs herself to the sixth floor, bucketful by bucketful, stopping at each floor 
to breathe. Lights were at a minimum as soon as night fell, the student 
took refuge in that blessed asylum called the Library of Sainte Genevieve, 
where the gas was lighted and it was warm. Seated at one of the big rec- 
tangular tables with her head in her hands, a poor Polish girl could work 
until they closed the doors at ten o’clock. From then on all that was needed 
was enough petroleum to keep the light going in her room until two in the 
mornmg. Then, her eyes reddened by fauguc, Mane left her books and 
threw herself on the bed. 

The only thing she knew how to do, in the humble practical domain, 
was to sew— a memory of the “manual trainmg” at the Sikorski boarding 
school, and of the long days in Szczuki when the governess, as she super- 
vised the children’s study, took up her sewing. ... It would be rash to 
conclude from this that the exile ever, by chance, bought a bit of stuff at 
a low price and made herself a new blouse. She seems to have sworn, on 
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the contrary, never to give up her Warsaw dresses, and wore them, shiny, 
old-fashioned and threadbare, forever. But she took great care of her clothes, 
cleaned them and mended them. She abo condescended to wash her Imen 
in a basin when she was too tired to work and needed relaxation. 

Mane did not admit that she could be cold or hungry. In order not 
to buy coal — and through sheer carelessness too — she often neglected to light 
the little stove with the twisted pipe, and she wrote figures and equations 
without noticing that her fingers were getting numb and her shoulders 
shaking. A hot soup or a bit of meat would have comforted her; but Mane 
did not know how to make soup Mane could not spend a franc and lose 
a half hour to cook herself a chop. She hardly ever entered the butcher’s 
shop, and even less the restaurant, it was too dear. For weeks at a time she 
ate nothing but buttered bread and tea. When she wanted a feast, she went 
into a creamery in the Latin Quarter and ate two eggs, or else bought her- 
self a piece of chocolate or some fruit. 

On this diet the fresh, solid girl who had left Warsaw a few months 
before rapidly grew anaemic Often, as she was getting up from the table, 
her head would go round. She had just time to get to her bed when she 
would lose consciousness Coming back to herself, she would ask why she 
had fainted; she would think herself ill and disdain her illness as she did 
everything else. It never occurred to her that she was dropping with weak- 
ness and that her only disease was that of starvation. 

Naturally she did not boast of this superb organization of existence to 
the Dluskis. Every time she went to see them she replied in monosyllables 
to their questions on her progress as a cook, or on her daily menus. If her 
brother-in-law said she did not look well, she affirmed that she was over- 
worked — ^which was, m fact, in her eyes, the only reason for her fatigue. 
And then, dismissing such worries with a gesture of indifference, she would 
begin to play with her niece, Bronya’s baby, for whom she had great 
affection. 

But one day when Mane fainted in front of one of her comrades, the 
latter hurried to the Rue d’Allemagne to warn the pair of young doctors. 
Two hours later Casimir was leaping up the six flights of stairs to the attic 
where the girl, a little pale, was already studying tomorrow’s lesson. He 
examined his sister-in-law. He examined even more carefully the clean 
plates, the empty stew-pan, and the whole room, in which he could discover 
only one comestible, a packet of tea All at once he understood — and the 
questioning began. 

“What did you eat today?” 

“Today? I don’t know I lunched a while ago.” 

“What did you eat?” Casimir’s voice took her up implacably. 

“Some cherries and . . . and all sorts of things.” 

In the end Mane was obliged to confess, since the evening before she 
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had nibbled at a bundle of radishes and half a pound of cherries. She had 
worked until three that morning and had slept four hours. Then she had 
gone to the Sorbonne. On her return she had finished the radishes. Then 
she had fainted. 

The doctor made no long speeches. He was furious. Furious against 
Mane, whose ash-gray eyes looked at him with profound fatigue and mno- 
cent mirth. Furious at himself, for he accused himself of not watching at- 
tentively enough over “the little one” who had been confided to him by 
M. Sklodovski. Without listening to his sister-m-law’s protests he handed 
her her hat and coat, and ordered her to take the books and papers she 
would need for the coming week. Then, silent, dissatisfied, unhappy, he 
carried her off to La Villette; from the threshold of the flat he hailed Bronya, 
who dashed for the kitchen. 

Twenty minutes passed, and Mane swallowed, mouthful by mouthful, 
the medicines ordered for her by Casimir: an enormous underdone beef- 
steak and a plateful of crackling fried potatoes. As if by a miracle, the color 
came back to her cheeks. On the same evening Bronya herself came at 
eleven o’clock to put the light out in the narrow room where she had set 
up a bed for her sister. For several days Mane, well fed and cared for, "took 
the cure” and regained her strength. Then, obsessed by the approaching 
examinations, she returned to her attic, promising to be reasonable in the 
future. 

And the next day she began again to live on air. 

Work! . . . Work! Plunged altogether into study, intoxicated by her 
progress. Mane felt herself equal to learning everything mankind had ever 
discovered. She attended courses in mathematics, physics, and chemistry. 
Manual technique and the minute precision of scientific experiment became 
familiar to her, little by little; soon she was to have the joy of being 
charged by Professor Lippmann with researches of no great importance, 
which nevertheless permitted her to show her deftness and the originality 
of her mind. In the physics laboratory of the Sorbonne, a high and wide 
room queerly ornamented by two little staircases which led to an interior 
gallery. Mane Sklodovska timidly tried her strength. 

She had a passionate love for that atmosphere of attention and silence, 
the “climate” of the laboratory, which she was to prefer to any other up 
to her last day. She was on her feet, always on her feet, in front of an oak 
table supporting precision instruments, or else in front of the chemical hood 
where some material in fusion bubbled away, worried at by the fierce blow- 
pipe. She was hardly to be distinguished, in her big smock of wrinkled 
linen, from the thoughtful young men who bent beside her over other blow- 
pipes and other instruments. Like them, she respected the concentration of 
the place. She made no noise, she pronounced no useless word. 
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One master's degree was not enough; Marie decided to obtain two: one 
in physics and one in mathematics. Her plans, once so humble, increased 
and grew richer so rapidly that she had not the time — and above all not the 
audaaty— to confide them to M. Sklodovski, who, as she knew, impatiently 
awaited her return to Poland. As usual, the excellent man offered his help. 
But It could be felt that he was vaguely worried at having hatched this 
independent creature who had taken to flying with her own wmgs after so 
many years of submission and sacrifice. 

M. Sklodovs1{i to Bronya, March 5 , i8g^: 

. . . Your last letter mentions for the first time that Manya intends to 
take her examinations for the master’s. She has never spoken to me about 
it in her letters, even though I have questioned her on the subject. Write 
me exacdy when these examinations will take place, at what date Manya 
can hope to pass them, what arc the fees for them and how much the 
diploma will cost. I must think of all this in advance so as to be able to 
send some money to Manya, and on this my personal plans will depend. 

... I intend to keep the lodging I now occupy for next year: for myself 
and for Manya — if she comes back — ^it is perfectly suitable. . . . Little by 
little Manya will work up a list of pupils, and in any case I am ready to 
share what I have with her. We shil manage without trouble. . . . 

Marie, however shy she might be, could not avoid meeting human 
beings every day. Some of the students were cordial and friendly with her. 
Foreign women were highly regarded at the Sorbonne. These poor girls, 
generally gifted, coming from far away to the university which the Gon- 
courts called “the nursing mother of study,” mspired sympathy among 
young Frenchmen. The Polish girl was tamed. She discovered that her 
companions, who were “grinds” for the most part, esteemed her and wished 
to show her kindpess. This kindness sometimes would have liked to be- 
come extremely kind mdeed. Mane must have been very pretty : her friend. 
Mile Dydynska, a charming and somewhat over-excited young woman who 
had appomted herself as bodyguard, one day threatened to beat off a group 
of too-eager admirers with her umbrella. 

Allowing Mile Dydynska to repel advances which left her indifferent, 
the girl drew nearer to men who did not pay court to her and with whom 
she could talk about her work. Between a physics lesson and a laboratory 
hour she would chatter with Paul Painlev^ who was already a professor; 
with Charles Maurain or Jean Perrin — ^future leaders of French science. 
These were distant comradeships. Mane had no time to give to friendship 
or to love. She loved mathematics and physics. 

Her brain was so precise, her intelhgence so marvelously clear, that no 
“Slavic” disorder intruded to corrupt her effort. She was supported by a 
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will of iron, by a maniacal taste for perfection, and by an incredible stub- 
bornness. Systematically, patiently, she attained each of the ends she had 
set for herself; she passed first m the master’s examination m physics in 
1893, and second in the master’s in mathematics in 1894. 

With her forty rubles a month she succeeded m living, and even, by 
deprivmg herself of the indispensable, achieved sometimes a certain amount 
of luxury: an evening at the theater, a journey to the suburbs, whence she 
brought back flowers picked in the woods to glow for several days on her 
table. The little peasant of other days was not dead; lost in the great city, 
she lay in wait for the birth of the leaves, and as soon as she had a little 
time and money she hurried to the woods. 

Mane to M. SklodovsI{i, Apnl 16, i8gy. 

The other Sunday I went to Le Rainey, near Paris, in a pretty and agree- 
able neighborhood. The lilacs and the fruit trees, even the apples, were in 
full bloom and the air was filled with the scent of flowers. 

In Paris the trees get green as early as the beginning of April. Now the 
leaves have sprung out and the chestnuts are blooming. It is as hot as in 
summer: everything is green In my room it is beginning to be torrid. 
Luckily in July, when I shall be working for my examinations, I shall not 
be here any more, for I have taken the lodging only to the eighth of July. 

The nearer the examinations come, the more I am afraid of not being 
ready. At the worst, I shall wait until November, but that will make me 
lose my summer, which doesn’t appeal to me. For that matter, we must wait 
and see. . . . 

July. Fever, haste, agonizing trials, crushing mornings when, shut in 
with thirty students in the examination hall. Mane was so nervous that the 
letters danced before her eyes and she could not even read the fateful paper 
for several minutes, with its statement of the problem and the “questions 
on the course.” When the composition was turned m, there came days of 
waiting until the solemn moment of publication of the results. Mane slipped 
m among the contestants and their famihes, crowded into the amphitheater 
where the names of the elect would be read aloud, in order of merit. Pushed 
and shoved about as she was, she waited for the entrance of the examiner. 
And in a sudden silence she heard him pronounce first of all her own name; 
Mane Sf(lodovsl{a. 

Nobody was to guess her emotion. She tore herself away from the con- 
gratulations of her comrades, escaped from the crowd and made off. The 
time for holidays had come now— for the departure to Poland and home. 

Such homecomings among the poor Poles had their rites, which Mane 
scrupulously observed. She moved her furniture— bed, stove and utensils — 
into safety with a compatriot rich enough to keep her Paris lodging during 
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the summer months. She took leave of her garret: before quitting it for- 
ever, she cleaned it thoroughly. She said good-by to the portress, whom she 
would not see again, and bought some provisions for her journey. Having 
counted up what she had left, she went mto a big shop and did what she 
had not done for a year: she looked for trinkets, for scarves. . . . 

It was accounted a shame to return to one’s native land with money 
in the pocket. Grand style, supreme elegance, the law, required one to spend 
literally everything on presents for one’s family and get into the tram at 
the Gare du Nord without a sou. Was this not a wise course? Two thou- 
sand kilometers away, at the other end of the rails, there were M. Sklodovski 
and Joseph and Hela, a familiar roof to sleep under, as much food as one 
could cat, and a seamstress who, for a few groszy, could cut out and sew 
linen and big woollen dresses: the dresses which Mane would wear when 
she came back to the Sorbonne again in November. 

She was to reappear there cheerful and a bit too fat, having been 
stuffed with food for three months m all the houses of all the Sklodovskis 
in Poland, indignant as they were at her thinness. And again she faced a 
scholastic year in which she would work, learn, prepare an examination, 
grow thin. 

But each time the autumn returned the same anxiety assailed Mane 
how could she go back to Parish Where was she to find money? Forty 
rubles at a time, her savings were being exhausted; and she thought with 
shame of the little pleasures her father deprived himself of to come to her 
help. In 1893 the situation seemed desperate and the girl was on the point 
of giving up the journey when a miracle took place. That same Mile 
Dydynska who had defended her with an umbrella the year before now 
extended even more opportune protection. Certain that Mane was destined 
to a great future, she moved heaven and earth in Warsaw to have the 
Alexandrovitch Scholarship assigned to her — a scholarship for students of 
merit who wished to pursue their efforts abroad. 

Six hundred rubles! Enough to live on for fifteen months! Mane, who 
knew so well how to ask favors for other people, would never have thought 
of soliciting this help, and above all could never have had the boldness to 
make the necessary approaches. Dazzled and enchanted, she took flight for 
France. 

Mane to her brother Joseph, September 75, i 8 gj: 

... I have already rented my room, on the sixth floor, in a clean and 
decent street which suits me very well. Tell Father that in that place where 
1 was going to take a room there was nothing free, and that I am very sat- 
isfied with this room it has a window that shuts tight, and when I have 
arranged it properly it should not be cold here, especially as the floor is of 
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wood and not tiles. Compared to my last year's room it is a veritable palace. 
It costs one hundred and eighty francs a year, and is therefore sixty francs 
cheaper than the one Father spoke to me about. 

I hardly need say that I am dehghted to be back in Pans. It was very 
hard for me to separate again from Father, but I could see that he was well, 
very lively, and that he could do without me — especially as you are living 
in Warsaw. And as for me, it is my whole life that is at stake. It seemed 
to me, therefore, that I could stay on here without having remorse on my 
conscience. 

Just now I am studying mathematics unceasingly, so as to be up to date 
when the courses begin. 1 have three mornings a week taken by lessons with 
one of my French comrades who is preparing for the examination I have 
just passed. Tell Father that I am getting used to this work, that it does 
not tire me as much as before, and that I do not intend to abandon it. 

Today I begin the installation of my little corner for this year — ^very 
poorly, but what am I to do? I have to do everything myself; otherwise it’s 
all too dear. I must get my furniture into shape — or rather what I pom- 
pously call my furniture, for the whole thing isn’t worth more than twenty 
francs. 

I shall write soon to Joseph Boguski and ask him for information about 
his laboratory My future occupation depends on this. 

Mane to her brother, March 18, 18^4: 

... It IS difficult for me to tell you about my life in detail; it is so 
monotonous and, in fact, so uninteresting. Nevertheless I have no feeling 
of uniformity and I regret only one thing, which is that the days are so 
short and that they pass so quickly One never notices what has been done; 
one can only see what remains to be done, and if one didn’t like the work 
It would be very discouraging. 

I want you to pass your doctor’s thesis. ... It seems that life is not 
easy for any of us. But what of that? We must believe that we are gifted 
for something, and that this thing, at whatever cost, must be attained. Per- 
haps everything will turn out very well, at the moment when we least 
expect It. . . . 

The Alexandrovitch Scholarship was providential. With passionate 
avarice Marie tried to string out her six hundred rubles, so as to remain 
a little longer in the paradise of lecture halls and laboratories. Some years 
later, with the same passionate avarice, she was to save six hundred rubles 
out of her first earnings — a technical study ordered from her by the Society 
for the Encouragement of National Industry— and was to take them to the 
secretary of the Alexandrovitch Foundation, stupefied though he was at a 
restitution without precedent in the annals of the committee. Marie had 
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accepted this scholarship as testimony of confidence in her, a debt of honor. 
In her uncompromising soul she would have adjudged herself dishonest if 
she had kept for one unnecessary moment the money which now could 
serve as lifebuoy to another poor young girl. 

Rereading a little poem of my mother’s, written in Polish, on this time 
of her life, and remembering the accounts of it that she sometimes gave 
me, with many a smile and humorous remark, looking at the only portrait 
of herself which she dearly cherished: the small photograph of a student 
girl with daring eyes and determmed chin, I have felt that she never ceased 
to prefer these hard, fervent days to all others. 

Ah, how harshly the youth of the student passes. 

While all around her, with passions ever fresh. 

Other youths search eagerly for easy pleasuresi 

And yet in solitude 

She lives, obscure and blessed, 

For in her cell she finds the ardor 
That makes her heart immense. 

But the blessed time is effaced. 

She must leave the land of Science 
To go out and struggle for her bread 
On the grey roads of life. 

Often and often then, her weary spirit 

Returns beneath the roofs 

To the corner ever dear to her heart 

Where silent labor dwelled 

And where a world of memory has rested. 

No doubt Mane knew other joys later. But even in her hours of infinite 
tenderness, even in the hour of her triumph and fame, the eternal student 
was never so content with herself, so proud, as in the poverty and fire of 
this integral effort. She was proud of her poveity; proud of living alone and 
independent in a foreign city. Working in the evening beneath the lamp 
in her poor room she felt that her destiny, still insignificant, mysteriously 
related itself to the high existences she most admired, and that she became 
the humble unknown companion of those great scientists of the past, who 
were, like her, shut into their ill-lighted cells, like her, detached from their 
time, and, like her, spurred their minds to pass beyond the sum of required 
knowledge. 

Yes, these four heroic years were, not the happiest of Mane Curie’s life, 
but the most perfect in her eyes, the nearest to those summits of the human 
mission toward which her gaze had been trained. When one is young and 
solitary and swallowed up in study, one can “not have enough to live on’’— 
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and yet live to the fullest. An immense enthusiasm gave this girl of twenty- 
six the power to ignore the trials and privations she endured; to magnify 
her sordid existence into magic. Later on, love, maternity, the worries of a 
wife and mother, the complexities of crushingly hard work, were to restore 
the visionary to real life. But in the enchanted moment when she was poorer 
than she was ever to be again, she was as reckless as a child. She floated 
lightly in another world, that which her thought was to regard always as 
the only pure and true one. 


Leonard Q. Ross 

Leonard Q. Ross is the pseudonym of Leo Calvin Rosten (ipo8- ), a 
research expert in the social sciences and author of authoritative studies 
of the Washington press corps and the Hollywood movie colony. After 
taking his Ph D. at the University of Chicago he taught English in the 
evening classes of the University Extension. Out of this experience came 
the nchly humorous but always ksndly stones of Hyman Kaplan and hts 
classmates. Behind the comedy of dialect and episode is a perception of 
the broad process of Amencanization through adult education. 


MR. KAPLAN AND SHAKESPEARE 

IT was Miss Higby’s idea in the first place. She 
had suggested to Mr. Parkhill that the students came to her class unaware 
of the finer side of English, of its beauty and, as she put it, “the glorious 
heritage of our literature.” She suggested that perhaps poetry might be 
worked into the exercises of Mr. ParkhiU’s class. The beginners’ grade had, 
after all, been subjected to almost a year of English and might be presumed 
to have achieved some linguistic sophistication. Poetry would make the stu- 
dems conscious of precise enunciation; it would make them read with 
greater care and an ear for sounds. Miss Higby, who had once begun a 
master’s thesis on Coventry Patmore, loved poetry. And, it should be said 
in all justice, she argued her cause with considerable logic. Poetry would 
be excellent for the enunciation of the students, thought Mr. Parkhill. 

So it was that when he faced the class the following Tuesday night, 
Mr. Parkhill had a volume of Shakespeare on his desk, and an eager, 
almost an expectant, look in his eye. The love that Miss Higby bore for 
poetry in general was as nothing compared to the love that Mr. Parkhill 
bore for Shakespeare in particular. To Mr. Parkhill, poetry meant Shake- 
speare. Many years ago he had played Polonius in his senior class play. 
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“Tonight, class,’’ said Mr. Parkhill, “I am going to try an cxpcrunent.” 

The class looked up dutifully. They had come to regard Mr. Parkhill’s 
pedagogical innovations as part of the natural order. 

“I am going to introduce you to poetry — great poetry. You sec — ’’ Mr. 
Parkhill delivered a modest lecture on the beauty of poetry, its expression 
of the loftier thoughts of men, its economy of statement. He hoped it would 
be a relief from spelling and composition exercises to use poetry as the sub- 
ject matter of the regular Recitation and Speech period. “I shall write a 
passage on the board and read it for you. Then, for Recitation and Speech, 
you will give short addresses, using the passage as the general topic, telling 
us what It has brought to your minds, what thoughts and ideas.” 

The class seemed quite pleased by the announcement. Miss Mitnick 
blushed happily. (This blush was different from most of Miss Mitnick’s 
blushes; there was aspiration and idealism in it.) Mr. Norman Bloom sighed 
with a business-like air. you could tell that for him poetry was merely 
another assignment, like a speech on “What I Like to Eat Best” or a com- 
position on “A Day at a Picnic.” Mrs. Moskowitz, to whom any public 
performance was unpleasant, tried to look enthusiastic, without much suc- 
cess. And Mr. Hyman Kaplan, the heroic smile on his face as indelibly as 
ever, looked at Mr. Parkhill with admiration and whispered to himself 
“Poyctry! Now is poyctryl Myl Mus’ be progriss ve makmk awreddy'” 

“The passage will be from Shakespeare,” Mr. Parkhill announced, open- 
ing the volume. 

An excited buzz ran through the class as the magic of that name fell 
upon them. 

“Imachmel” murmured Mr. Kaplan, “jakesbeer!” 

"5Aa^«peare, Mr. Kaplan 

Mr. Parkhill took a piece of chalk and, with care and evident love, wrote 
the following passage on the board in large, clear letters’ 

Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 

To the last syllable of recorded time; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle I 
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 

And then is heard no more; it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 

Signifying nothing. 

A reverent hush filled the classroom, as eyes gazed with wonder on this 
passage from the Bard Mr. Parkhill was pleased at this. 

“I shall read the passage first,” he said. “Listen carefully to my enun- 
ciation — and — er — let Shakespeare’s thoughts sink into your minds.” 
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Mr. Parkhill read: “‘Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow . . 
Mr. Parkhill read very well and this night, as if some special fire burned 
in him, he read with rare eloquence. “Out, out, brief candle!” In Miss 
Mitnick’s eyes there was inspiration and wonder. “Life’s but a walking 
shadow . . .” Mrs. Moskowitz sat with a heavy frown, indicating cerebra- 
tion. “It IS a tale told by an idiot . . .” Mr. Kaplan’s smile had taken on 
something luminous; but his eyes were closed: it was not clear whether Mr. 
Kaplan had surrendered to the spell of the Immortal Bard or to that of 
Morpheus. 

“I shall — er — read the passage again,” said Mr. Parkhill, clearmg his 
throat vociferously until he saw Mr. Kaplan’s eyes open. “ ‘Tomorrow, and 
tomorrow, and tomorrow. . . .”* 

When Mr. Parkhill had read the passage for the second time, he said: 
“That should be quite clear now. Are there any questions?” 

There were a few questions. Mr. Scymzak wanted to know whether 
“frets” was “a little kind excitement.” Miss Schneiderman asked about 
“struts.” Mr Kaplan wasn’t sure about “cripps.” Mr. Parkhill explained 
the words carefully, with several illustrative uses of each word. “No more 
questions? Well, I shall allow a few mmutes for you all to — er — think over 
the meaning of the passage. Then we shall begin Recitation and Speech.” 

Mr. Kaplan promptly closed his eyes again, his smile beatific. The stu- 
dents sank into that revery miscalled thought, searching their souls for the 
symbols evoked by Shakespeare’s immortal words. 

“Miss CaraveUo, will you begin?” asked Mr. Parkhill at last 

Miss CaraveUo went to the front of the room. “Da poem isa gooda,” 
she said slowly. “Itsa have — ” 

“It hasr 

“It hasa beautiful wordsa. Itsa lak Dante, Italian poet — ” 

“Hal” cried Mr. Kaplan scornfully. “Shaksbeer you metchink mit 
Tante? Shaksbeer? Mem Gott'” 

It was obvious that Mr. Kaplan had identified himself with Shake- 
speare and would tolerate no disparagement of his alter ego. 

“Miss CaraveUo is merely expressing her Dwn ideas,” said Mr. Park- 
hill pacifically (Actually, he felt completely sympathetic to Mr. Kaplan’s 
point of view.) 

“Hau Kay,” agreed Mr, Kaplan, with a generous wave of the hand. 
“But to me is no comparink a high<less man like Shaksbeer mit a Tante, 
dat’s all.” 

Miss CaraveUo, her poise shattered, said a few more words and sat 
down. 

Mrs. Yampolsky’s contribution was brief. “This is full deep mean- 
ings,” she said, her eyes on the floor. “Is hard for a person not so good in 
English to unnistand But I like.” 
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cried Mr. Kaplan with a fine impatience. Batter 

love, Yampolsky. Mit Shaksbeer mus’ be lovel" 

Mr. -Parkhill had to suggest that Mr. Kaplan control his esthetic pas- 
sions. He did understand how Mr. Kaplan felt, however, and sensed a new 
bond between them. Mrs. Yampolsky staggered through several more nerv- 
ous comments and retired. 

Mr. Bloom was next. He gave a long declamation, ending: “So is pas- 
simistic ideas in the poem, and I am optimist. Life should be happy — so 
we should remember this is only a poem. Maybe is Shakespeare too pas- 
simistic.” 

“You wronk, Blooml” cried Mr. Kaplan with prompt indignation. 
“Shaksbeer is passimist because is dc life passimist also!” 

Mr. Parkhill, impressed by this philosophical stroke, realized that Mr. 
Kaplan, afire with the glory of the Swan of Avon, could not be suppressed. 
Mr. Kaplan was the kind of man who brooked no criticism of his gods. 
The only solution was to call on Mr. Kaplan for his recitation at once. Mr. 
Parkhill was, indeed, curious about what fresh thoughts Mr. Kaplan would 
utter after his passionate defences of the Bard. When Mr. Parkhill had cor- ' 
rected certain parts of Mr. Bloom’s speech, emphasizing Mr. Bloom’s failure 
to use the indefinite article, he said: “Mr. Kaplan, will you speak next?’’ 

Mr. Kaplan’s face broke into a glow; his smile was hke a rainbow. 
“Soitinly,” he said, walking to the front of the room. Never had he seemed 
so dignified, so eager, so conscious of a great destiny. 

“Er — Mr. Kaplan,’’ added Mr. Parkhill, suddenly aware of the possibili- 
ties which the situation (Kaplan on Shakespeare) involved: “Speak care- 
fully:’ 

"Spactally careful vill I be,” Mr. Kaplan reassured him. He cleared his 
throat, adjusted his tie, and began- “Ladies an’ gantleman, you hoid all 
kinds minnmks abot dis piece poyetry, an ’ — ” 

"Poetry.” 

“ — abot dis piece poetry. But to me is a difference minnink altogadder. 
Ve mus’ tink alxit Julius Scissor an’ how he faltl” 

Mr. Parkhill moved nervously, puzzled. 

“In dese exact voids is Julius Scissor sayink — ” 

“Er— Mr. Kaplan,” said Mr. Parkhill once he grasped the full import 
of Mr. Kaplan’s error. “The passage is from ‘Macbeth.’ ” 

Mr. Kaplan looked at Mr. Parkhill with injured surprise. “Not fromm 
‘Julius Scissor’.?” There was pain m his voice. 

“No. And It’s — er — ‘Julius Caesar.’" 

Mr. Kaplan waited until the last echo of the name had permeated his 
soul. “Podden me, Mr. Pockheel. Isn’t 'seezor’ vat you cottink somting op 
mit.?” 
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“That,” said Mr. Parkhill quickly, “is ‘scissor.’ You have used ‘Caesar’ 
for ‘scissor’ and ‘scissor’ for ‘Caesar.’” 

Mr. Kaplan nodded, marveling at his own virtuosity. 

“But go on with your speech, please.” Mr. Parkhill, to tell the truth, 
felt a little guilty that he had not announced at the very begmning that the 
passage was from “Macbeth.” “Tell us why you thought the lines were from 
‘Julius Caesar.’” 

“Veil,” said Mr. Kaplan to the class, his smile assuming its normal 
serenity. “I vas positif, becawss I can see de whole ting.” He paused, de- 
bating how to explain this cryptic remark. Then his eyes filled with a 
strange enchantment. “I see de whole semn. It’s in a tant, on dc night bafore 
dey makink Julius de Kink fromm Rome. So he is axcited an’ ken’t shp. 
He IS layink in bad, tinking. ‘Tomorrow an’ tomorrow an’ tomorrow. How 
slow dey movinkl Almost crippsl Soch a pity dc pace!’ ” 

Before Mr. Parkhill could explain that “petty pace” did not mean “Soch 
a pity dc pace!” Mr. Kaplan had soared on. 

“Dc days go slow, fromm day to day, like Icctle tsyllablcs on phono- 
graph racords fromm time ” 

Anxiety and bewilderment invaded Mr. Parkhill’s eyes. 

“ ‘An’ vat abot yestidday ?’ links Julius Scissor Hal ‘All our ycstiddays 
arc only makink a good light for fools to die in dc dost I’” 

“ ‘Dusty death’ doesn’t mean — ” There was no interrupting Mr. Kaplan. 

“An’ Julius Scissor is so tired, an’ he vants to fallink aslip. So he hol- 
lers, mit filhnk, ‘Go oti Go ot* Short candle’’ So it goes ot.” 

Mr. Kaplan’s voice dropped to a whisper. “But he ken’t slip. Now is 
bodderink him de idea fromm life. ‘Vat is de life altogadder?’ tinks Julius 
Scissor. An’ he gives enswer, dc pot I like de bast. ‘Life is like a bum actor, 
strottink an’ hollcrink arond de stage for only vun hour bafore he’s kicked 
ot. Life IS a tale told by idjots, dat’s all, full of fonny sonds an’ phoocyl’ ” 

Mr. Parkhill could be silent no longer. “‘Full of sound aqd fury I’” 
he cried desperately. But inspiration, hke an irresistible force, swept Mr. 
Kaplan on. 

“‘Life is monkey busmcssl It don’ minn a ting. It signifies nottink’’ 
An’ den Julius Scissor closes his ice fest— ” Mr. Kaplan demonstrated the 
Consul’s exact ocular process in closing his “ice” — " — an’ falls dad I” 

The class was hushed as Mr. Kaplan stopped. In the silence, a tribute 
to the fertility of Mr. Kaplan’s imagination and the power of his oratory, 
Mr. Kaplan went to his scat. But just before he sat down, as if adding a 
postscript, he sighed: “Dat vas mine idea. But ufcawss is all wronk, becawss 
Mr. Pockheel said dc voids ain’t abot Julius Scissor altogaddcr. It’s all abot 
an Irishman by de name Macbat.” 

Then Mr. Kaplan sat down. 

It was some time before Mr. Parkhill could brmg himself to criticize 
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Mr. Kaplan’s pronunciation, enunciation, diction, grammar, idiom, and 
sentence structure. For Mr. Parkhill discovered that he could not easily 
return to the world of reality. He was still trying to tear himself away from 
that tent outside Rome, where “Julius Scissor,” cursed with insomnia, had 
thought of time and life — and philosophized himself to a strange and sud- 
den death. 

Mr. Parkhill was distmctly annoyed with Miss Higby. 
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LITTLE by little, the small egoist that was you 
grows up; that is, you become increasingly aware of other individuals and 
your responsible relationship toward them. I am has become we are. 

The teinpo quickens, the tone deepens, life takes on a new intensity. 
A complicated business it has become, with infinite demands for adjust- 
ment of personality to personality Life is now something less than a per- 
petual playtime, and something more. There may be plenty of fun left, only 
you have to learn to proportion it to the rest of life. And all the time you 
are trying to keep the past while you eagerly run to meet the future. It is 
a curious time, a muddled time, a time of doubt and despair and rapture 
and hopefulness all rolled into one. And when these years too drop into the 
past you will regard them with affection as something good that was too 
good to last, something that could happen only once in a lifetime. 

About this time, if you are fortunate, you have met the two best expe- 
riences of a lifetime, you have found a friend and you have fallen in love. 
Probably you have turned poet too, for these most intimate of kinships are 
the inevitable stuff of [Xietry. Whether it is the first irresponsible and de- 
lightful stirrings of romance or the steadfast faith and true intent of long 
devotion, whether it is a Brooklyn schoolboy mad with the spring or a 
shadowy hero who finds 

How soft and warm and small so proud a queen 
As this Isolt could be, 

whether the lovers arc English or American or Irish or Slovenian, they all 
speak the language of jxietry no matter what form the words take on the 
page. T his love, surely, is a constant in a shifting world. Though kingdoms 
and dynasties, principalities and powers, be whirled into dust and nothing- 
ness, “this will go onward the same” 

“People are meant to live two by two in this world,” as they say in 
Grover’s Corners, New Hampshire. And now that one has become two, the 
two, by the alchemy of marriage, are made one in a new meaniqg. Thus 
we satisfy the commanding need for companionship, the urge to create a 
home. Thus we fulfill our deepest instincts— attachment to place and impulse 
for survival. In the joint enterprise of husband and wife is written the story, 
continued but never concluded, of humankind. The race must go on. In 
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a world of catastrophe, the ancient traditions of home and land and family 
remain beautiful and unassailable. 

The things of home are mostly humble, a thin purse, an old dog, a 
clock, a plow, a chair beside the fire. Yet these are things unspeakably dear 
to generauon after generation of humble folk — ^husband and wife, father, 
mother, child. The relationships of home may be tender and absurd, noble 
and pathetic, tedious and precious, all at once. They are almost certain to 
bring difficulties that test the patience and challenge the quality of affection. 
They may even bring disaster; but the stakes arc high, and few will hesitate 
to play. The high dramatic moments of life belong to the home — a birth, 
a marriage, a festival, a parting. And, for most men and women, home is 
the center of their lives, the first and the last of values. 


Frances Frost 

Frances Frost ) is a Vermonter. Her poetry is a dear word tn 

a tme of confuston- she wntes of granite mountains, of American soil, 
of the love of a man and a woman, aiways with passionate conviction 
of the worth of living. In the tide poem of her best volume. These 
Acres, she expresses ideas that are as old as the race of man • love of the 
land, desire for a place that is home, the urge to carry on the life cycle 
from harvest to harvest, from generation to generation. 


THESE ACRES 

I cannot tell how long these acres will be possessed. 

I cannot tell how many men will stride at dawn 
Over the slopes, and fasten a horse to a plough. 

Leaving behind in a white house the firm, smooth throat of a woman 
Humming a song through cool rooms. 

This is a morning like other April mornings. 

Warm with sun and sweet with wind and filled 
With a promise of grass and lilacs. This is a morning 
For a man to leave a woman and go forth, 

Bardicaded, into the waiting fields and take 
The earth with love. Furious and clean 
Is the plough in the dark loam; sure and deep 
The furrows run to the hills; and there will be seeding 
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When the maples with their red buds cry in the afternoon, 

Caught in the surging hollow of warm wind. 

■f 

You men who walked these fields before I came, 

Was It the same ? 

Did your hands on plough-handles burn and harden, learning 
The wrench of rock agamst the shimng blade? 

O bitter-breasted earth, do you remend^er them 
Who came at dawn and took you for the sake 
Of their undying passion ? Did they break 
You as they broke the flesh of women, trying 
To say with harvests what could not be said ? 

You men who walked these fields before I came, 

Was It the same ? 

When I am gone, will other men arise 

With morning in their eyes 

And leave their women for the thighs of earth ^ 

And will they go back at dusk, as men have always gone, 

To the smooth throat singmg softly under rafters. 

To the warm breast giving comfort to a hand 

Grown hard on the earth’s breast that never gathered solace 

For the lonely fingers, the bended head? 

■f 

They will go back, 

They will go back to stand in open windows. 

Smelling the ploughed fields, drawing the windy Spring 
Into their lungs, dreammg of grass and lilacs. 

Dreaming of harvests. 

They will go back to make strong children for these fields, 

To say with harvests what cannot be said. 



Zachary Gold 

Zachary Gold was, of course, bom tn Brooklyn. Of course he was edu- 
cated there, too. Of comse he came bac\ there from the University of 
Wisconsin {where, he says, he was "very fleettngly" educated) to 
marry and settle down there as a wntet. He even lives on Avenue N. 
Of course. Thais the woild for you, that’s Brooklyn. In this tale of 
uninhibited youth, his power of creating illusion is only exceeded by 
that of his hero. Willie invents a maXe-belteve world within the ma\e- 
belteve world of the story. 


SPRING OVER BROOKLYN 

“HELLO, Dolly,” I shouted into the telephone 

“Who IS this?” Dolly said. “Where are you?” 

“I’m in a phone booth.” I looked out and saw the corner of a counter 
and medicine bottles piled in a pyramid and a poster with shades of red 
smeared on it and a sign that read be beautii-ul. “I’m m a drugstore,” I 
said. 

“Who IS this?” 

“Willie,” I said. “You remember, Wilhe.” 

“Wilhe?” 

“1 live two blocks away from you. The house with the shutters.” 

“Wilhe?” 

When did you see her last, Wilhe? I said to myself. The church bazaar? 
A school dance ? A family bingo game ? I couldn’t remember. 

“Nice Wilhe,” I said. 

“Oh,” said Dolly. “Crazy Wilhe.” 

“That’s a fine thing to say to me. That’s a fine thing to hear over a 
telephone.” 

“What do you want, Wilhe?” 

“Come out with me, Dolly. I looked through my little black book 
today, because it’s spring; and, Wilhe, I said, who’ll you see tonight, who’ll 
you make happy? Come out with me, Dolly, and let me hold your hand, 
because it’s spring and I haven’t seen you in three years.” 

“I’ll go out with you,” said Dolly. 

“You won’t regret it,” I said and hung up. 

From the drugstore to my house it’s two blocks, and from my house 
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to Dolly’s it’s two blocks; and 1 1 hadn’t seen Dolly in three years. That’s 
the world for you; that’s Brooklyn. 

Two blocks and three years. In three years I could walk from my house 
to San Francisco and halfway back; but I couldn’t walk two blocks. 

After supper I went upstairs to get dressed. Wear a bow tie, Willie, I 
said to myself. Don’t ask me why. Don’t ask me if Dolly likes bow ties; I 
don’t know. Wear your sport slacks, Willie. Wear your pork-pie hat with 
the yellow brush. 

I washed and shaved and looked in the top drawer of my bureau. I had 
two dollars and eighty cents in the httle glass. Spend it all, Willie, I said 
to myself; do it right. I folded the bills into my wallet and dropped the 
change into my pocket. 

“So long, ma,” I called, and closed the door easy. 

“Remember you work tomorrow,’’ ma said. 

I should worry about Caesar and Company I should worry about the 
shipping department. Who is Dolly, what is she? That’s like a song, I 
thought. I walked down the street and I clipped the hedges as I passed and 
I banged the wires around the front lawns. 

It was so clear you could see Coney Island; I swear you could see Coney 
Island. You could see the sky, too, all the way up, not a cloud, just blue, 
all blue from Avenue N to Coney Island. And from Coney Island to Sandy 
Hook, and from Sandy Hook to Europe, I bet. But I should worry about 
the color of the sky in Europe. I should worry about anything except that 
it was spring and the sky was blue and the lawns were fuzzy with green 
and the trees weren’t brown any more and Dolly was only two blocks away. 

When I got to the house I checked with my little black book. This is 
the place, Willie, I said. 

“Dolly,” I said, when the door opened, “Dolly, you’re beautiful.” 

“I’m not Dolly,” the girl said. “I’m her sister.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I haven’t seen Dolly in three years and I forgot 
what she looks like.” 

That was a mistake, all right, but I should cry over spilt milk. I took 
,off my hat and sat down on the porch swing. I whistled awhile and looked 
at my wrist watch. It was 7:38. My watch is never wrong. It is an heirloom. 
My brother gave it to me last year. I don’t know where he got it. 

This time it was Dolly. She was blond and she had a smile and she 
wasn’t too fat and she wasn’t too skinny. That was Dolly, all right. Don’t 
ask me how I knew. I just knew. 

“Let’s go, Dolly,” I said. 

Dolly said good-hy to her ma and pa, and I said hello and good-by; 
and I said good-by and I’m sorry to her sister, Janet, and I got Dolly into 
the street in five minutes. 

“Dolly,” I said, “you have a wonderful family. I always loved them.” 
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"You never saw them before,” Dolly said. 

“Didn’t I?” 

“No.” 

“I think they’re swell. I think you’re swell. I’ve seen you before.” 

“At a party >once,” Dolly said. “You never took me out.” 

That’s the world for you; that’s Brooklyn. Three years and two blocks, 
and I never took her out before. Wilhc, 1 said to myself, you’re slipping. 

We did it right that night. Loge scats in the movies, forty cents per; 
sodas afterward, twenty cents per. 

“Dolly,” I said, “would you like a chocolate bar; would you like some 
candy drops, some chewing gum?” 

“No, thanks.” 

“I have a dollar sixty to bum. What do you want to do?” 

“Save it, Willie,” she said. “Let’s go home.” 

The dty was hke a blot of blue-black ink. 

“Home?” I said. “I don’t want to go home. Let’s take a walk in the 
park.” 

We got in the Ocean Avenue entrance and we walked around past the 
zoo and the boathouse, past the rose garden and the lily pool, under the 
covered bridge. 

“I’m tired," I said. “Let’s sit down.” 

Out on a pomt in the lake I found a bench and we sat down. "Dolly,” 
I said, “this is the life. This remmds me of college. We used to sit on the 
steps of the frat house and sing songs. Those were the times. Willie, they’d 
say to me, tell us how you made that touchdown. Willie, did you hit that 
home run on a curve or a straight ball? That was a great game of basket- 
ball you played tonight, Willie. Those were the times.” 

“You never went to college,” Dolly said. 

“Be technical,” I said. “It sounds nice, doesn’t it? It could have been. 
What do you want me to say?” 

“I don’t know,” Dolly said. 

“The only reason I said it was because I wanted to get around to hold- 
ing your hand. It works too. Ask me; I know.” 

“You can’t hold my hand.” 

“That’s a fine thing to tell me now. Why didn’t you say that on the 
phone? Aw, come on, Dolly. It’s spring and it’s Willie asking.” 

“I’ll let you hold my hand when you see a seal waiting for a trolley 
car,” Dolly said, and laughed. 

“You’re not givmg me a run-around?” 

“No.” 

“Come on home, Dolly,” I said. 

So we walked back the way we came, past the rose garden and the lily 
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pod and the 200, out on to Ocean Avenue, and the 6 rst thing we saw was 
a trolley stalled on the tracks. 

“A^^t’s the matter, bud?” I said to a fellow. 

“Go look,” he said. “How should I know?” 

That’s the world for you; that’s Brooklyn. 

I pushed through the crowd, and there was an animal sittmg on the 
tracks. 

“What is it?” I said to the fellow next to me. 

“It’s a seal,” he said. “Escaped from the zoo.” 

“What’s he doing here?” I said. 

“He’s waitmg for a trolley car, bri^t boy.” 

“I believe you,” I said. 

So all the way home I held Dolly’s hand. 

“You’re not sore at me?” I said. 

“No.” 

I wanted to sit on the porch swing awhile, but Dolly said: “Go on 
home, Willie. You’re not so tired that you need a rest, and it’s only two 
blocks anyway.” 

When I got home I didn’t feel like sleeping. Read a book, Willie, I said 
to myself. So I went down to the bookcase and I looked through every shelf, 
and I’d read them all. I looked through all the magazmes, and I’d read 
them too. Willie, I said to myself, you read too much. So all I did was make 
a lettuce-and-tomato sandwich and eat it, looking out of the window, wait' 
ing for a car to pass, so I’d know I wasn’t the last one in New York to go 
to sleep. When a car passed I got into bed. 

The next morning the sun was shining. Lord, it was a beautiful day. 
It was a baseball day; it was a day to go swimming. It was a day for any* 
thing except work, 

“Ma,” I said at breakfast. “I could call up the place and tell them I was ' 
sick. I could tell them I broke my arm or somethmg.” 

“You go to work, Willie,” ma said. 

“Why can’t I tell them, ma? They’ll never know,” 

“It’s a he,” ma said. 

“You don’t understand about lying, ma. Sometimes you have to lie. 
Sometimes things aren’t just right and a he helps straighten it out. Some- 
times things sound nicer when you he. Suppose you’re out with a girl. Do 
you have to tell the truth all the time?” 

“If you’re serious about the girl,” ma said. 

“I want you to know the truth, ma. I was out with a girl last night” 

“Get out,” ma said. “Go to work.” 

I slapped ma on the back and pulled her apron loose, and while she 
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was still laughing I went out. On the way to the subway I stopped at the 
telegraph ofScc and wrote a telegram. 

MEET ME SAME PLACE STOP SAME TIME STOP URGENT 

WILHELM 

It cost me thirty cents. 1 addressed it to Dearest Dolly. 

When I got to the shipping room of Caesar and Company, I felt good. 
“Buck,” I said to the head clerk, “I’m going to ship out the whole place 
by myself today.” 

“That’s fine,” Buck said. 

“Buck, you don’t know how to say things. It’s wonderful. It’ll be the 
most stupendous thing that ever happened in Caesar and Company. Today 
I’m Atlas. I’m Hercules. I’m Tarzan. I’m Willie the Giant Killer.” 

"What’s the matter with you?” 

“How should I know?” I said. “How should I know?” 

I worked like a demon. I tied; I packaged. I sent things out so fast the 
top of the shipping table burned from the friction. Don’t ask me why; I 
don’t know. Willie, I said to myself, you’re terrific, you’re a one-man de- 
partment. 

I went to the park and sat down on the bench at the point. You’re sad, 
Willie, I said to myself; you’re deep in sorrow. 

By the time Dolly came, I really felt sad. 1 felt terrible. Nobody ever 
felt the way I did. 

“What’s the matter, Willie?” Dolly said “Your telegram scared me.” 

“It’s come, Dolly,” I said. “It’s come. Be brave.” 

“For heaven’s sake, tell me what’s the matter?” 

“The company,” I said. “A secret mission. I may never come back. But 
don’t take it too hard, Dolly. I’m not worth it.” 

"A secret mission?" Dolly said. “You may never come back? Willie, 
you’re not just making it up?” 

“Dollyl” 

“I knew It,” Dolly said. “I knew it. Wilhelm. Of all the silly things.” 

I felt better. I didn’t have to feel sad any more. “Well, it was for your 
sake I did it,” I said. 

“My sake?” 

“It’s spring,” I said. “Let me hold your hand and hug you, because it’s 
spring and it’s Willie asking.” 

“You can hold my hand,” Dolly said. 

“Suppose I were really going away? Suppose you might never see me 
again?” 

“You’re not going away.” 

“What’s a hug?” I said. “You talk as if it was the most important thing 
in the world.” 
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“When the stars fall down,” Dolly said, laughing, “I’ll hug you.” 

‘That’s a fine thing to tell me,” I said. 

I looked up into the sky. “Look,” I said. “Make a wish. It’s a falling 
star. Make two; there’s another.” 

They came down fizz and bang; gone. 

“DoUy,” I said. 

“Yes.” 

“They fell down.” 

“What.?” 

“You said stars. You didn’t say all the stars. You just said stars. Two 
stars are stars.” 

So I hugged her. 

I was glad I wore my crepe-soled shoes and my hand-painted tie. I was 
glad I wore my tab-collar shirt. Willie, I said to myself, you look swell. 
Willie, I said to myself, you feel swell too. 

“You’re not sore?” I said to Dolly. 

“No.” 

Walking home from Dolly’s that night I met old Mr. Pranzer. “Hello, 
sir,” I said. “It’s a beautiful night.” 

“I have hay fever,” said Mr. Pranzer. ‘ 

That night I dreamt about my little black book. I dreamt I tore out 
all the pages. I tore out Lily’s and Flo’s; Jane and Jean and Helen, Phyllis, 
Ckirinne, Dorothy, Joan and Norma and Anne. The only page left was 
Dolly’s. 

As soon as I got up I looked for the book. It was there, and so were all 
the pages. That was close, Willie, I said to myself; be careful of the little 
black book. 

That morning I didn’t feel like working. That’s how it goes. I was 
going to take a taxi downtown, but I only had a quarter with me. I asked 
the taxi driver about it and he told me I could go take a jump. I told him 
I’d pay him off a nickel a week. 

I heard the tram coming and ran for the turnstile. I just made the sta- 
tion as the doors were closing. A fat lady held it open for me. 

‘Thanks,” I said to her. 

“I couldn’t help it,” said the lady; “somebody was trying to push me 
off the tram.” 

That’s the world for you; that’s Brooklyn. 

Lunchtime I went out and had a roll and coffee. I used a nickel to call 
Dolly. 

“This is Jay Frelmg Matton,” I said, “counselor-at-law. We have just 
received word that you arc the beneficiary of a large estate left by a Mr. 
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Dubekv o£ Kansas, Quna. If you will meet us in front of the lions at die 
Public Library, we will be happy to further discuss the matter with you.” 

"Wilhe?" said DoUy. "Is that you, WiUie?” 

“You’ll come?” I said. 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“Remember, it is to your benefit.” 

“The Public Library?” 

“No,” I said, remembering the nickel I had left. “I’ll pick you up at 
home.” 

I heard Dolly say, “Willie — just as I hung up. 

“Why do you lie to me?” Dolly said. “Why do you make up all those 
stories?” 

“It isn’t lying,” I said. “Why can’t you have an uncle in Kansas or in 
China?” 

“I haven’t. That’s all. I haven’t.” 

“Dolly, you’re wonderful. You’re beautiful. Your eyes are like stars. 
Your mouth is a red, red ruby. Your hair is like spun gold. Your hands are 
like pale pieces of jade.” 

“Jade is green.” 

“There’s white jade too.” 

“Well, my hands aren’t like jade,” Dolly said. 

“I say they are.” 

“You read it in a book, Willie.” 

“No, I didn’t. It was in a movie. The girl was in Malay and the fellow 
who told it to her was an international thief. It was a wonderful, wonderful 
scene.” 

“I don’t like it,” Dolly said. 

“All right. You make up something better.” 

“I don’t want to make up anything. 1 want you to tell the truth.” 

“I was gomg to tell you that your mouth was like a ripe melon. I was 
going to say that if I could kiss you once, just once, ah, then death would 
be sweet. There’s a speech.” 

“Why didn’t you just ask for a kiss?” 

“You will?” I said. “Oh, DoUyl" 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“There. There you have it. I suppose if I said, ‘How about it, babe?’ it 
would have been all right?” 

“No.” 

“That’s fine,” I said. “You just won’t kiss me. That’s fine. Aw, Dolly, 
it’s spring and it’s me, Willie, asking. Come on.” 

“No.” 

“What if I sec a seal waiting for a trolley car?” 

“No.” 
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‘*If the stars £all down?” 

“No.” 

“What then?” 

Dolly laughed and leaned over. “Because you’re such a crazy loon, 
Willie.” 

“That’s a fine thing to I said. 

But I kissed her. 

Wonderful. Like running a strike right down the alley; hke rhcking 
off a rack in pool; like a cannon-ball ace in tennis. You’re in the groove, 
Willie, I said to myself. You did it, Willie, you did it. 

I reached down and tore off a snowball from the bush in the lawn. 
“Here, keep it," I said. ‘This is a night to remember.” 

"Willie-” 

“What?” 

"Do you love me, Willie?” 

“I don’t know, Dolly. It’s sprmg; and sure I love you. Kiss me again, 
because it’s spring and it’s Willie asking.” 

“You better go home, Willie.” 

"I’m Don Juan,” I said. “You’re standmg on a balcony and I’m sere- 
nading you. I’m singing you a love song. I’m Casanova and I’m sitting 
beside you whispering poetry in your ear.” 

“You better go home, Willie.” 

“Is something the matter?” I said. “Did I say something?" 

“Go home, Willie.” And she got up and she was crying. And before I 
could say anything she was in the hou« and the door was locked and I was 
standmg on the porch all alone. 

Willie, I said to myself, be sad; you’ve got a right to be sad now. 

Walking home, I met Mr. Pranzer. “The trouble with you, Willie,” he 
said, “is that you’ve never had hay fever. If you’d ever had hay fever 
you’d know how it’s possible to be sad in the spring.” 

“Go jump in the lake, sir,” I said courteoudy. 

You do your best. You make everything nice. You think of thing* to 
say. You try to be different. You try to be romantic and glamorous. What 
happens? ' 

She runs into the house crying. 

You’re a fool, Willie, I said to myself. You’re a crazy fool. I should 
worry about one girl. I have a million girls. I have a choice, anyone I want. 
They’re all mine. Brooklyn is full of girls. Look in the little black V»nnk , 
Willie, I said to myself. 

It was no good, I looked in the little black book and I got out a nuniber. 
“Hello,” I said. “Is Joan home?” 

‘This is Joan talking.” 
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“This is Willie. How arc ^Ai?” 

“Fine. And you, WiUic?’'*' 

“Fine.” 

And then it was no good. Joan has knock-knees, I said to myself. Joan 
talks with a lisp. 

“What IS It you wanted, Willie ?’^^^|P^aid. 

“I’m working for the telephone compan^,” I said. “I’m just testing the 
connection. Good-by, Joan,” I said, and hung up. 

The same with Phyllis. Ditto on Anne. Qirinnc has hair like wet grass. 
Jane always sings. Lily has a ]ob and a boss. Flo wanted classical music. 

There was something wrong with all of them. 

I took out the little black book and I tore out all the pages except 
Dolly’s. I tore them all out and scattered them in the wind. What’s the good 
of a little black book if you don’t like any of them^ 

Ma said I didn’t sleep enough. Buck told me 1 looked hke the devil. 
Every time I ran for a tram I missed it. When I went out to eat lunch I 
wasn’t hungry. 

It was Dolly all right. 

Dolly was the one. 

A week later I wrote her a letter: 

Dolly He had your name on his lips; I who am his closest friend have 
undertaken the sacred duty of telling you what he said. 

However, do not grieve, since I know it was his wish that we who knew 
him should continue to carry on in the carefree happy way he knew, despite 
the fact that he no longer will be with us. 

But I feel that all of us must feel that something fine, something grand has 
disappeared now that Willie has left. 

So It is with both grief and the happiness he wanted us to continue to feel 
that I write you this news. Be brave, my dear, be brave. 

His friend. 

Carter Wainwright, Jr. 

P.S.' Willie asked me specially to convey to you certain matters too personal 
for the pages of this letter. So if you will meet me in front of the Public Library 
(I am sure you know the lions) I will be glad to divulge this information to you. 

C. W., Jr. 

I went all the way up to the Bronx to mail it. 

I waited three hours and ten minutes, on my brother’s watch, in front 
of the lions, and when Dolly came, I was good and angry. 

“That’s it,” I said to her; “keep me waitmg. I don’t matter at all.” 

“You didn’t say what time to meet you in the letter,” Dolly said. 

“What letter.? I never sent you any letter.” 

“Please, Willie,” Dolly said. “What is it you wanted?” 
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“Marry me, Dolly,’* I said. “I’ll give you a penthouse and a limousine. ' 
I’ll shower you with diamonds and furs. You’ll live in a house of flowers. 

I will be your slave. Step on me. Do as you will with me. But marry me.’’ 
“No,” Dolly said. / 

“You let me hold your hand,” I said. 

“That was because of the seal.” 

“You let me hug you.” 

“The stars fell down.” 

“I kissed you.” 

“I liked your crazy talk, Willic.” 

“You cried over me.” 

“That was because 1 thought you didn’t love me.” 

“I do,” I said. “I do. Why won’t you marry me, Dolly.?” 

“Willie,” Dolly said. “Oh, Willie. I’ll let you hold my hand and hug 
me because you’re lucky; and I’ll let you kiss me because I like you. But I 
won’t marry you.” 

“I’ll give you everything you want. Luxuries. Anything. Just ask for it.” 
“No, you won’t. You know you can’t do that, Willie.” 

So that was it. And maybe she wasn’t wrong. Maybe I was wrong. 
Maybe, Willie, I said to myself, you’re not good enough for her. I felt all 
washed up. I felt like the stone lions must feel iii a rain. 

“Dolly,” I said, “you’re right. I can’t give you anything. I work in a 
shipping room and I make twenty-two-fifty a week. I haven’t got any money 
in the bank and I’m always lying. Don’t ever believe me, Dolly. All I have 
is myself. That’s all I can give you.” 

“No limousine?” Dolly said. 

“No.” 

“No furs?” 

“No.” 

“No diamonds?” 

“No.” 

“Just you?” 

“Just me, Dolly.” 

“And you’d like it that way; Just you and me?” 

“Oh, Dolly I” I said. 

“Without hes or stories?” 

“Dolly,” I said, “you’re breaking my heart.” 

“How much do you make a week, again?” Dolly said. 
“Twenty-two-fifty.” 

“I make eighteen,” Dolly said. “What do you think?” 

“Dolly,” I said. “Dolly!” 

“Crazy Willie,” Dolly said. “Who wants all those things?” 
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Imagine that. Furs, diamonds, limousines, penthouses-<-f>ou^ in the 
garbage pail; all in exchange for me— Willie. There’s a girl for you. 

I didn’t know what to do. “Hey, lions,” I yelled. 

“Willie,” she said. “Willie, kiss me, because it’s spring' and it’s me, 
Dolly, asking.” 

That’s the world for you; that’s Brooklyn. 


Dorothy Parker 

Dorothy Parser (iSg}- ) bears the reputation of a brilliant but mor- 
dant wtt. As the following sl(etch from Here Lies may show, her short 
stones are seldom merely funny or merely cruel. Beneath their cynical 
manner they are sometimes unexpectedly tender and profoundly under- 
standing of frustrated and blundenng humanity. 


THE SEXES 

THE young man with the scenic cravat glanced 
nervously down the sofa at the girl in the fringed dress. She was examming 
her handkerchief; it might have been the first one of its kind she had seen, 
so deep was her interest in its material, form, and possibilities. The young 
man cleared his throat, without necessity or success, producing a small, syn« 
copated noise. 

“Want a cigarette?” he said. 

“No, thank you,” she said. “Thank you ever so much just the same.” 

“Sorry I’ve only got these kind,” he said. “You got any of your own?” 

“I really don’t know,” she said. “I probably have, thank you.” 

“Because if you haven’t,” he said, “it wouldn’t take me a minute to go 
up to the corner and get you some.” 

“Oh, thank you, but I wouldn’t have you go to all that trouble for any- 
thing,” she said. “It’s awfully sweet of you to think of it. Thank you ever 
so much.” 

“Will you for God’s sakes stop thanking me?” he said. 

“Really,” she said, “I didn’t know I was saying anythmg out of the 
way. I’m awfully sorry if I hurt your feelings. I know what it feels like to 
get your fselings hurt. I’m sure I didn’t realize it was an insult to say 
‘thank you’ to a person. I’m not exactly m the habit of having people swear 
at me because I say ‘thank you’ to them.” 

“I did not swear at you!” he said. 

“Oh, you didn’t?” she said. “I see.” 
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“My God,” he laid, “all I said, 1 simply a^ed you if I couldn’t go out 
and get you some cigarettes. Is there anything in that to get up in die air 
about?” 

“Who’s up in the air?” she said. “I’m sure I didn’t know it was a 
criminal offense to say I wouldn’t dream of givmg you all that trouble. 
I’m afraid I must be awfully stupid, or somethmg.” 

“Do you want me to go out and get you some cigarettes; or don’t you?” 
he said. 

“Goodness,” she said, “if you want to go so much, please don’t feel you 
have to stay here. I wouldn’t have you feel you had to stay for anything.” 

“Ah, don’t be that way, will you?” he said. 

“Be what way?” she said. “I’m not being any way.” 

“What’s the matter?” he said. 

“Why, nothing,” she said. “Why?” 

“You’ve been funny all evening,” he said. “Hardly said a word to me, 
ever since I came in.” 

“I’m tembly sorry you haven’t been having a good time,” she said. “For 
goodness’ sakes, don’t feel you have to stay here and be bored. I’m sure there 
are millions of places you could be having a lot more fun. The only thmg, 
I’m a little bit sorry I didn’t know before, that’s all. When you said you 
were coming over tonight, I broke a lot of dates to go to the theater and 
everythmg. But it doesn’t make a bit of difference. I’d much rather have 
you go and have a good time. It isn’t very pleasant to sit here and feel 
you’re boring a person to death.” 

“I’m not boredl” he said. “I don’t want to go any placet Ah, honey, 
won’t you tell me what’s the matter? Ah, please.” 

“I haven’t the faintest idea what you’re talking about,” she said. “There 
isn’t a thing on earth the matter. I don’t know what you mean.” 

“Yes, you do,” he said. “There’s something the trouble. Is it anythmg 
I’ve done, or anything?” 

“Goodness,” she said, “I’m sure it isn’t any of my business, anything 
you do. I certamly wouldn’t feel I had any right to criticize.” 

“Will you stop talking like that?” he said. “Will you, please?” 

“Talking hke what?” she said. 

“You know,” he said. "That’s the way you were talkmg over the tele- 
phone today, too. You were so snotty when I called you up, I was afraid to 
talk to you.” 

“I beg your pardon,” she said. “What did you say I was?” 

“Well, I’m sorry,” he said. “1 didn’t mean to say that. You get me so 
balled up.” 

“You see,” she said, “I’m really not in the habit of hearing language 
like that. I’ve never had a thing like that said to me in my life.” 

“I told you I was sorry, didn’t I?” he said. “Honest, honey, I didn’t 
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mean it. I don’t know how I came to say a thing like that. Will you excuse 
me? Please?” 

“Oh, certainly,” she said. “Goodness, don’t feel you have to apologize 
to me. It doesn’t make any difference at all. It )ust seems a httle bit funny 
to have somebody you were in the habit of thinking was a gentleman come 
to your home and use language like that to you, that’s all. But it doesn’t 
make the slightest bit of difference.” 

“I guess nothing I say makes any difference to you,” he said. “You seem 
to be sore at me.” 

“I’m sore at you^” she said. “I can’t understand what put that idea in 
your head. Why should I be sore at you?” 

“That’s what I’m asking you,” he said. “Won’t you tell me what I’ve 
done? Have I done something to hurt your feelings, honey? The way you 
were, over the phone, you had me worried all day. I couldn’t do a lick of 
work.” 

“1 certainly wouldn’t like to feel,” she said, “that I was interfering with 
your work. I know there are lots of girls that don’t think anything of doing 
things like that, but I think it’s terrible. It certainly isn’t very nice to sit 
here and have someone tell you you interfere with his business.” 

“I didn’t say that*” he said. “I didn’t say it!” 

“Oh, didn’t you?” she said. “Well, that was the impression I got. It 
must be my stupidity.” 

“I guess maybe I better go,” he said. “I can’t get right. Everything I say 
seems to make you sorer and sorer. Would you rather I’d go?” 

“Please do just exactly whatever you like,” she said. “I’m sure the last 
thing I want to do is have you stay here when you’d rather be some place 
else. Why don’t you go some place where you won’t be bored? Why don’t 
you go up to Florence Learning’s? I know she’d love to have you.” 

“I don’t want to go up to Florence Learning’s!” he said. “What would 
I want to go up to Florence Learning’s for ? She gives me a pain.” 

“Oh, really?” she said. “She didn’t seem to be giving you so much of 
a pain at Elsie’s party last night, I notice. I notice you couldn’t even talk to 
anybody else, that’s how much of a pain she gave you.” 

“Yeah, and you know why I was talking to her?” he said. 

“Why, I suppose you think she’s attractive,” she said. “I suppose some 
people do. It’s perfectly natural. Some people think she’s quite pretty.” 

“I don’t know whether she’s pretty or not,” he said. “I wouldn’t know 
her if I saw her again. Why I was talking to her was you wouldn’t even 
give me a tumble, last night. I came up and tried to talk to you, and you 
just, said, ‘Oh, how do you do’ — just like that, ‘Oh, how do you do’ — and 
you turned right away and wouldn’t look at me.” 

“I wouldn’t look at you?” she said. “Oh, that’s awfully funny. Oh, 
that’s marvelous. You don’t mind if I laugh, do you?” 
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“(io ahead and laugh your head off,” he said. “But you wouldn’t.” 

“Well, the minute you came in the room,” she said, “you started making 
such a fuss over Florence Learning, I thought you never wanted to see any- 
body else. You two seemed to be having such a wonderful time together, 
goodness knows I wouldn’t have butted in for anything.” 

"My God,” he said, “this what’s-her-name girl came up and began talk- 
ing to me before I even saw anybody else, and what could I do M couldn’t 
sock her in the nose, could 

“I certainly didn’t sec you try,” she said. 

“You saw me try to talk to you, didn’t you?” he said. “And what did 
you do? ‘Oh, how do you do.’ Then this what’s-hcr-name came up again, 
and there I was, stuck. Florence Learning! i think she’s terrible. Know 
what I think of her.? I think she’s a damn little fool. That’s what I think 
of her.” 

“Well, of course,” she said, “that’s the impression she always gave me, 
but 1 don’t know. I’ve heard people say she’s pretty. Honestly I have.” 

‘Why, she can’t be pretty in the same room with you,” he said. 

‘‘She has got an awfully funny nose,” she said. “I really feel sorry for 
a girl with a nose like that.” 

“She’s got a terrible nose,” he said. “You’ve got a beautiful nose. Gee, 
you’ve got a pretty nose.” 

“Oh, I have not,” she said. “You’re crazy.” 

“And beautiful eyes,” he said, “and beautiful hair and a beautiful 
mouth. And beautiful hands. Let me have one of the little hands. Ah, look 
atta little hand' Who’s got the prettiest hands in the world? Who’s the 
sweetest girl in the world?” 

“I don’t know,” she said. “Who?” 

“You don’t know!” he said “You do so, too, know.” 

“I do not,” she said. “Who.?, Florence Learning?” 

“Oh, Florence Learning, my cyel” he said. “Getting sore about Florence 
Learning) And me not sleeping all last night and not doing a stroke of 
work all day because you wouldn’t speak to me! A* girl like you getting sore 
about a girl like Florence Lcamingt” 

“I think you’re )ust perfectly crazy,” she said. “I was not sore! What 
on earth ever made you think I was? You’re simply crazy. Ow, my new 
pearl beadsl Wait a second till I take them off. There!” 



Robert Frost 


Robert Frost (/S75- ) Itved in San Franatco, his birthplace, until he 

was ten years old. Since then he has made hts home in New England, 
After two years at Harvard he followed a variety of occupations, all 
With the one end' to support a growing family whtle^ he waited for rec- 
ognition as a poet. U^e another poet, Robert Bums, he hnew at first 
hand the harshness of farm life. Twenty years he watted, and found a 
publisher only after he had gone to England to live. When the war 
drove him bac\ to the United States in 1915, he at last found himself 
famous. He has received the Puhtzer Prize four times and many other 
honors. His reputation as the foremost living American poet rests on 
two achievements, his re-creation of New England country life in nar- 
rative poems of pungent humor and quiet understanding, and his inter- 
fnetations of man and nature in lyncs of unpretentious beauty. As in 
so many of his poems "Two Loo\ at Two" presents a simple experience 
with no need for ampler statement the meaning is dear. 


TWO LOOK AT TWO 

Love and forgetting might have earned them 
A little further up the mountam side 
With night so near, but not much further up. 

They must have hatted soon in any case 
With thoughts of the path back, how rough it was 
With rock and washout, and unsafe in darkness; 
When they were halted by a tumbled wall 
With barbed-wire binding. They stood facing this. 
Spending whar onward impulse they still had 
In one last look the way they mvist not go, 

On up the faihng path, where, if a stone 
Or earthslide moved at night, it moved itself; 

No footstep moved it. “This is all,” they sighed, 
“Good-night to woods.” But not so; there was more. 
A doe from round a spruce stood looking at them 
Across the wall, as near the wall as they. 

She saw them in their Held, they her in hers. 

The difficulty of seeing what stood still. 

Like some up-ended boulder split in two. 

Was in her clouded eyes: they saw no fear there. 

132 
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She teemed to think that two thus they were safe. 
Then, as if they were something that, though strange. 
She could not trouble her mind with too long. 

She sighed and passed unbared along the wall. 

'‘This, then, is all. What more is there to ask?" 

But no, not yet. A snort to bid them wait. 

A buck from round the spruce stood looking at them 
Across the wall as near the wall as they. 

This was an antlered buck of lusty nostril. 

Not the same doe come back into her place. 

He viewed them qmzzically with jerks of head. 

As if to ask, “Why don't you make some motion? 

Or give some sign of life? Because you can’t. 

I doubt if you’re as livmg as you look.” 

Thus till he had them almost feeling dared 
To stretch a prodcrmg hand— and a spell-breaking. 
Then he too passed unscared along the wall. 

Two ^ad seen two, whichever side you spoke from. 
“This must be all." It was all. Still they stood, 

A great wave from it gomg over them, 

As if the earth m one unlooked-for favor 
Had made them certain earth returned their love. 


Louis Adamic 

Louis Adamic (/Spy- ) is the native who returned to Camioia, now 
a part of Yugoslavia, tn /95J, and tn The Native’s Return {1934) tM 
how he rediscovered hts cultural background. Since that time Adamic 
hat become the articulate voice of thousands of new Americans asking 
for understanding and social acceptance. In its lusty gaiety and earthi- 
ness "Wedding tn Camuda" suggests Peter Brueghel s Wedding Feast, 
This peasmt life misses none of the simple joys of living. 


WEDDING IN CARNIOLA 

THE wedding ceremony was set for the first Mon- 
day in July, when everyone was expected to be done with haying and there 
would be a lull in work. 

Invitations were extended to almost everybody in the two villages and 
numerous persons elsewhere in the country, but, as usual, only the young 
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people accepted; and those who, like myself, had not previously taken part . 
in a Carniolan wedding were instructed how to act in the doings stiU to 
come. 

Three days before the big event each of the guests sent to the bride’s 
house a goose, a turkey, a duck, a ham, a lamb, two or three chickens, or 
several pigeons or rabbits, as his or her contribution to the feast, the prepa* 
ration for which— baking, cooking— were in charge of a professional cook 
engaged for the occasion. 

Late Sunday afternoon there appeared in Blato, mounted on a gaily 
decorated horse, a young peasant from Gatina, with flowers on his hat and 
jacket, and a box under his arm. With a great show of dash the “bride’s 
messenger,’’ as he was called, rode to Mikha’s house and asked for Tone. 

When the bridegroom came he said, “Ton4 greetings from the bride! 
She sent me to you with this box, which contains flowers grown m pots on 
her window-sill, tended by her own hands.’’ 

Early next morning all of us “groom’s people” — the stareshina^ I, the 
several assistant groomsmen, four musicians, and all the wedding guests, 
male and female, from Blato — assembled in Mikha’s house (for the old man 
was still master of the place until Tone brought home his bride). 

Most of us were in national costumes of the region. The men wore 
tight-fitting trousers of heavy homespun cloth or soft leather, tucked into 
high boots; short snug waistcoats with large round gold, brass, or silver 
buttons; white shirts of rough homespun linen, handsomely bordered with 
needlework at the wrists and neck, with bright-colored silk neckerchiefs 
tied beneath the collars; and narrow-nmmed green felt hats adorned with 
wild-rooster feathers and flowers the bride had sent the day before. 

The girls were in white cotton blouses with lace trimmings and im- 
mense flowing sleeves, silk scarfs, and voluminous dark skirts, some of them 
accordion-pleated, with dozens of multicolored ribbons flowmg from nar- 
row waists. Some of them wore a white headgear called hauba, embroidered 
with silver or gold; nearly all wore heavy old jewelry — necklaces, earrings, 
brooches, and elaborate girdles, most of it of tarnished silver and gold and 
silver filigree. 

On setting out for Gatina with the groom, the stareshtna, and me in the 
first of a string of diverse vehicles, those of the young men who, unlike the 
groom and myself, were not required to be dignified, began to whoop and 
sing, and the accordion-players to play. The buggies, wagons, and horses, 
and several bicycles were decorated with flowers, green twigs, festoons, and 
bunting. 

As we reached Gatina our stareshtna commanded everyone to be well- 
behaved: no more whooping, singing, and music. 

‘ ttareshtna, «n elderly friend of the family who acts as a go-between 
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Not a soul was visible anywhere near Gale’s house. Our coming had 
been announced to them by the “watchman” they had stationed on the out- 
skirts of the village; whereupon the house had been shut and everybody 
inside was supposed to be quiet, except the bride, for whom it is almost 
obligatory to sob on her mother’s bosom. 

Our stareshtna knocked on the closed door. No answer. He knocked 
again, a little harder. Agam no answer. Once more he knocked, this time 
with the crook of his cane. Still no answer. Then he shook the door by the 
knob, and all of us began to grumble, “What the devil! What kind of a 
house is this that they don’t answer when people knock?” 

Finally a voice inside, the voice of the bride’s stareshtna, called, “Who 
is it, and what do you want?” 

“We are travelers from afar,” answered our stareshtna at the top of his 
lungs, so that everyone inside the house could hear him over the bride’s sob- 
bing. “We are tired and hungry. We ask to be let in, so we may rest and 
refresh ourselves.” 

“What kmd of people are you?” the bride’s stareshtna asked through 
the closed door. “What can you say for yourselves?” 

The groom’s stareshtna answered: “We don’t like to boast, but since 
you demand to know, let me tell you we’re God-fearing people. Prayer is 
our favorite pastime, charity our middle name. We never turn away a 
traveler when he knocks on our door, and we hope you, too, will turn the 
key and admit us.” 

The key turned, but the door opened only a few inches. The bride’s 
stareshtna looked us over, then said: 

“You look to be decent people, true enough, and we believe you are 
pious, charitable, and hospitable; but can you say anything else for your- 
selves? Have you any practical virtues?” 

Our stareshtna said: “We don’t lack practical vutues, either. We are 
hard-working people. Dawn never finds us in bed. We work in all kinds 
of weather and no 'form of toil frightens us. Look, our hands are calloused 
and chapped, and no matter how much we scrub them, we cannot make 
them look white, for the black soil of our fields has eaten itself into our 
skin. Only today, commg from afar, we are tired and hungry and appeal 
to your hospitality — the hospitality for which this country is famous.” 

The door opened, then ensued a further exchange of questions and 
answers between the two stareshtnas. The rest of us outside pushed our 
stareshtna from behind till we all got into the big-room and vestibule, which 
were full of “bride’s people,” most of them also in regional costumes. 

The sobbing bride was in a httle side-room with her mother and first 
bridesmaid. 

The bride’s stareshina pretended to be alarmed. “You people don’t seem 
tired. I think this is only a trick. I trust you have no evil intentions?” 
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All of US “groom’s people” laughed; the others looked puzzled, afraid, 
or indignant. 

Said our stareshina. “No, we have no evil intentions, but you guessed 
right: we are neither tired nor hungry, and we did play a little trick on 
you folks— but with a good purpose. This young man here” — placing a hand 
on a shoulder of the wincmg, awkward bridegroom — ^“is a gardener from 
our village. He has everything in abundance, but his heart is sad and for- 
lorn, for he lacks a blossom which every young gardener must have. He has 
heard that a blossom grows in this home, and to keep him from moping 
around we, his fellow villagers, came with him to ask you to give him your 
blossom. We promise to pluck her gently and carefully plant her in his 
garden.” 

“Ah, so that’s your ideal” chuckled the bride’s stareshina, and all of 
the other “bride’s people” laughed with him. “We have here not only one 
but many blossoms.” 

“Wdl, show us what you have!” said I. 

The bride’s stareshina went into an adjacent room and returned with 
a little eight-year-old girl dressed somewhat like a bride. “Now here’s a 
sweet and tender blossom,” he said. 

“No, no!” I said. “Too tender. Transplanting would damage her. What 
else have you?” 

Next he brought before us an elderly woman. (Custom requires that 
she be at least fifty, ugly, and in possession of a sense of humor and a ready 
tongue.) She was also rigged out like a bride, with too much finery, and 
tried to act coy before the bridegroom, who, panic-stricken, appealed to me 
to take her away, insisting she was not the blossom he had in mind, while 
the entire houseful of people laughed. 

“Why all this laughter?” demanded the bride’s stareshina. “Here we 
show you a blossom— a woman who is experienced, has most of her teeth, 
a nose in the middle of her face, and all the other organs and appurtenances 
in their proper places; a woman whose movements are as lively and graceful 
as one wants to see; a woman — ” And as he praised her, the old woman 
showed her teeth and demonstrated her hveliness by dancing a jig. 

But the groom’s stareshina and I shook our heads and shoved the old 
woman aside. Finally, when they insisted on our taking this particular 
“blossom,” we had to tell them why we did not want her— that she was 
old and cross-eyed, and looked like a half-empty sack of turnips. 'This, of 
course, provoked the “blossom” to tell us to go somewhere; she would not 
be transplanted to our garden, which probably was nothing but a dump, 
and so on, while everyone laughed, till she flicked her flouncy skirt and, 
pretending she was insulted, flew from the room. 

“Now,” I said, “we are m earnest. Show us the real blossom.” 
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“You pec^le are too choosy,” said dw bride’s stareshtna. “You all better 
go and leave us alone.” 

“Show us the blossom of blossoms,” I insisted. 

“We have shown you the best!” 

“Well,” said our stareshtna, “if that’s the case, we made a mistaln. 
Come, people, let’s go. We made a mistake.” 

We all turned to leave. 

“Wait a minute!” cried the bride’s stareshtna. “Maybe you mean this 
one. Ya, ya, 1 guess you do mean this one; she is a blossom of blossoms!” 

And so Yulka came on her father’s arm, crying, her face buried in a 
bouquet of white flowers. Attired hke the other women, but more lavishly, 
she wore the same bridal outfit her mother had been married in thirty-eight 
years before. A garland of white roses, interspersed with green leaves, encir- 
cled her elaborate hauba. 

"Ya, ya, this is the one we want!” declared the bridegroom’s stareshtna 
and I. 

The bride’s stareshtna waxed philosophical for a bit; “Well, what can 
we do? Nature is nature, and nature demands that the blossom be trans- 
planted in order to bear fruit. . . . Take her. We beheve you will carefully 
plant her in good soil and guard her from evil.” 

Then wc all went into the orchard behind the house, where tables were 
set, and ate the “pre-nupiial breakfast,” vtdiich consisted of cold meats, cakes, 
wine. There were accordion music and old weddmg songs. 

The “breakfast” lasted two hours. The bride’s stareshtna made a speech. 
He talked long m a poetic-sentimental streak, and much of what he said 
would sound witless in translation, for Slovenian, especially as spoken by 
the peasants, is a poetic language and endows sentiment with more dignity 
than does Enghsh. 

Shortly before noon wc all started for the church, but down the road 
a little distance came upon a mob of young men from Gatina. They had 
stretched a chain of twisted willow shoots and field flowers across the road, 
and there was a table with a white tablecloth strewn with green leaves and 
red and yellow blossoms, and two jugs of wine and many glasses. 

This was shranga (the barrier). 

The assistant groomsmen and I became indignant. “What the devil is 
this! What do you fellows mean by putting a rope across a pubhc street?” 

The leader of the Gatina boys, the biggest and handsomest of the lot, 
then said that Yulka was from their village and, by rights, their girl. “You 
folks come from Blato and take her. You don’t expect us to hke that, do 
you? If she wants to go to Blato, wc don’t mean to frustrate her wish, but 
we don’t want the world to hear about this and say there are men in Gatina 
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who let their girls go without saying boo. . . . Before you take her we de- 
mand you pay us odsl{pdnina (recompense).” < 

Then our stareshma spoke. “We*rc not looking for trouble, fellows. If 
you think you have something commg to you, tell us your price.” 

“Fifty thousand dinars I” 

Our side guffawed. “Your whole damn’ village isn’t worth that much.” 

For a few minutes there was a great hubbub, while I, as first grooms- 
man, tried to console the bride, who laughed at the same tune that she cried. 

After a while the Gatina boys came down to five thousand. 

“Don’t be idiots!” said our stareshina. “For five thousand we can buy 
a good pair of oxen these days.” 

“Well, isn’t she worth as much as a pair of oxen?” 

The shouting and laughter conunued. At the end the boys agreed to 
take five hundred ($7), which sum the stareshina paid them over the 
“barrier,” to be spent by them as they saw fit; perhaps for wine or some 
improvement in the village’s fire-fighting equipment. 

Then wine was poured and the boys’ leader made a speech telling Tone 
what a lucky dog he was, congratulating Blato on getting such a gul into 
one of its homes, wishing Yulka all the happiness in the world. 

Whereupon the “barrier” was removed and we proceeded churchward. 

The ceremony in the church was brief. When it was over the party dis- 
tributed itself among the three winehouses in Gatina, to dance, talk, sing, 
drink, and play practical jokes on one another till five o’clock, when the cook 
and the bride’s stareshina had agreed we should return to the house for the 
feast. 

The house, meantime, had been decorated by the bride’s brothers and 
their friends. On the road leading to it stood two Maypoles, holding a sign 
between them, “Greetings to the newlywedsl” 

In good times wedding feasts last three or four days, never less than 
two, at the end of which period everybody is near exhaustion from drink- 
ing, eatmg, dancing, singing, and sleeplessness; now, however, because of 
the kftza^ the feast was scheduled to last only till midnight of the first day. 

The bride, the groom, their parents, the stareshinas. the groomsmen, 
and the bridesmaids went into the big-room and took places at a large table, 
in the center of which was a vast cake inscribed “Happy Life!” Under the 
ceilmg, across the enure room, were stretched chains of Bowers and green 
twigs. 

In the orchard, tables were set for the rest of the guests. When it be- 
came dark, lamps hanging on boughs were lighted. 

The feast lasted for hours, and the accordion-players and other musi- 

^ krtxa, crius. 
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dans played almost without interruption, taking turns and time out to eat 
and drink. 

The stareshmas, first one, then the other, delivered long orations on 
marriage, essentially ahkc, full of platitudes and advice, charmingly pre- 
sented. I give, in part, the words of the bridegroom’s stareshma: 

“They are married now and only death can part them. Today we eat 
and drink and sing. But this will all be over soon. Tonight Yulka goes to 
her new home with her husband. It is a good home, but in the best of homes 
life is an earnest busmess. The peasant’s lot is not an easy one. We pit our 
strength and wits against odds. Nature — the elements are not always on 
our side. Often we don’t know what, if anything, we’ll reap on the spot 
where we have sown. It’s a fight — work from morning till night, from day 
to day, year to year, summer and winter, spring and autumn. There is no 
end to toil. That is our fate on this earth. The peasant can never get far 
ahead and say, ‘By God, I win!’ . . . 

“Working on the soil, wresting a livelihood from the fields, the lot of 
neither man nor woman is easy. Here is Tone; he is young, at the height 
of his life, but before long, struggle, responsibility, and hardships of all sorts 
will chisel lines into his face. He will have to toil in cold and heat, and to 
complain will do him no good. 

“And here is Yulka, our bride; her face is like a ripe apple; but in her 
case, too, life will soon do its work. She will have to toil; she will bear 
children. That is what she was born for. . . . 

“What can they do? Only one thing: stick together and help each other. 
On his side. Tone will be harassed by one thing and another; no peasant’s 
life is easy; and as a wanderer trudging on a hot and dusty highway seeks 
the shade of a tree, so will he, your Tone, come to you, Yulka, and seek 
calm, rest, and courage for new effort. You will be his refuge. 

“And you, Ton^ remember a woman is a tender thing; she is the 
‘blossom’ we came to seek this morning. You must be to her what a wall 
IS to the first flowers of spring. Protect her. You must be to her what a pole 
is to the vine. Support her. Marriage is seldom a matter of pure joy. Never 
for long. Storms come. When or if they come, calm them as soon as you can 
and close the doors and windows. Don’t let those outside know of your dif- 
ferences. Straighten them out yourselves. Don’t let anyone mix in your 
affairs. If you straighten out your own differences, your happiness will be 
so much the greater. In fact, only then will your marriage begin to gather 
character and depth, and the bond between you grow really strong. . . . Let 
us drink to the bride and the groom!” 

There were other speeches by the stareshmas. The groom’s eulogized 
the bride’s parents, and the other way around. A toast was drunk to me be- 
cause I had returned from America after nineteen years, become a writer 
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in America, and had married an American girl, wdio wat«also a guest* at 
the feast as companion of one of my brothers. 

Thus until midmght. 

At ten minutes to twelve the bridesmaids dimmed the lights in the big> 
room, and as many of the people outside as could came in. 

The bride began to weep. 

Then her stareshma rose and said, “We hear that in other lands 
devishtvo (purity, virgmity) is a rare vutue. Among us, praise God, it still 
exists. Here is our bride, a jewel of this village, parish, and county. Her 
sun>browned brow shines under the fiowers signifying devishtvo which 
entwme her head. . . , But life goes on and, like everythmg else, a virtue 
can be carried too far — ” 

The clock began to strike twelve. Everybody was still, only the bride 
sobbed, with a few of the other women joinmg in with her, 

“It is midnight,” the stareshma continued. “The wedding feast is over. 
A new day begms and with it, Yulka, your new life. The flowers must now 
come off your head.” 

The bridesmaids removed the garland from Yulka’s head and placed it 
before Ton^. 

“Ton^”— the stareshma turned to the bridegroom — “the flowers he be- 
fore you. Your bride offers them— offers herself to you. . . . My friends, 
let’s drink once more — ^to the future of our newlyweds!” 

Outside, the assistant groomsmen were hitching a team of horses to a 
wagon on which were Yulka’s hope<hest and other belongings and a small 
coop with a chicken and a rooster — ^for a bride must bring something alive 
to her new home. s 

Yulka then took leave of her mother and father, brothers, bridesmaids, 
and friends, and, amid much feminine weeping and masculine whooping, 
Ton£ helped her onto the wagon, and they drove off— man and wife — ^to 
their home in Blato. 

The rest of the party broke up soon after, but all through the rest of 
the night there was much whooping in the valley, the young unmarried 
men of Blato and Gatina answering one another, their whoops echoing 
against the mountams. 



Sally Benson 

Sally Benson employs methods of composition which disprove the plati- 
tude that genius is a capacity for talking pains. She averages from two 
to two and a half hours for a story, composing a single draft (the final 
one) on her typewriter. And she has never received a rejection slip! 
Born in St, Louis (igoo- ), Mrs. Benson has lived since girlhood in 
New Yor\ City. Her deft sketches are drawn from a qutc\ responsive- 
ness to the urban life about her. Her techmque suggests Katherine 
Mansfield’s in its simple clanty, its adroit selection of detail. Here is life, 
reported with convtnang immediacy and not without trontc overtones. 


PEOPLE FROM OUT OF TOWN" 

THE Marlborough Garden Apartments were a 
block from Riverside Drive, far uptown, and the architect who designed 
them had allowed himself to be swayed by countless desires. A vacillating 
man, he wanted to make the most of the view of the river, which would bw 
visible if he put corner windows on the northwest side of the building, but 
this would make the corresppnding wmdows on the southwest side face on 
the dreary back of another apailment, and, as his intention was to design 
a group of buildings instead of one huge one, he was torn between a long- 
ing to do something homey and Elizab^han with stone, timber, and leaded 
panes and a sneaking suspicion that the future tenants might want glass 
bricks and plenty of light. He almost stubbornly clung to his idea of a group 
of buildings in the Elizabethan manner and compromised by making the 
windows larger than normal, which gave one the impression that whole 
sections of the apartment had been gouged out. Carried away by 'a fine 
enthusiasm for both atmosphere and air, he didn’t bother about wall space 
and recklessly slashed away at his plans. In the rare places where there were 
no windows, he tucked in cunning Uttle alcoves that gave the outside of the 
buildings a charming irregularity. 

When he thought of the people who would occupy the apartments, he 
imagined an assemblage of childless young couples with a minimum amount 
of furniture who would continue to p-actice a little restraint, artistically and 
morally, and not clutter up the place too much. He designed a courtyard 
garden with a fountain, and at the insistence of the owner, a Mr. Leibo- 
witz, who had been born disillusioned, he grudgingly planned a playground 
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/ With swings, sand piles, and slides, hoping as he did so that before it ever 
knew the horror of the patter of tiny feet it would fall into rums and the 
jungle would claim it. Completedj the apartments were advertised as having 
i‘/2. 254, s'/z, and 4*72' rooms. 

The architect’s dream of Utopia was ended when the tenants began to 
move in. They seemed more like squirrels than humans and arrived with 
numerous odd-looking bits that obviously wouldn’t fit anywhere, let alone 
in a place designed for the maximum amount of light, air, and beauty. The 
best that could be said of their furniture, which either didn’t match at all 
or matched only too well, was that it was just a little too good to throw 
away. They came loaded with mementos of their sordid pasts; they hung 
Dutch curtains at the kitchen windows; they put cribs or painted breakfast 
sets in the half-rooms and radios in the bookshelves; and the garden, which 
was meant to look like a bit of green from another world, was noisy with 
the blare of music when the windows were open and smelled of cooking 
Nobody entered mto the spirit of the thing at all. The architect visited the 
place one last time. It was going full blast and a little boy was throwing 
dirt and grass into the fountain. 

The Carters leased Apartment 210. It had three and a half rooms, which 
was a half-room more than they had had in the Copley Arms. It didn’t take 
Ruth Carter long to decide what to do with the extra space. “We’ll cat 
there,” she said, “and keep Mickey’s crib in the bedroom in the daytime and 
move it out into the Lving room at night, the way we’ve always done. It’s a 
perfectly lovely place, and that little step going down into it just maizes it, 
doesn’t it?” 

Roger Carter, who had been faintly repelled by the whole thing, looked 
at her flushed and excited face. “Well, it has more room,” he admitted. 

Most of the time, Roger Carter liked bemg married. He could even 
look back dispassionately and see exactly how it had happened. He had been 
out of college almost a year before he found a job with a large advertising 
agency, and by that time he was so eager to work, so tired of uncertainty 
that he plunged in with enthusiasm. Later he discovered that men were 
advanced to better positions by right of seniority and that it didn’t matter 
at all whether you worked as hard as you could or whether you just slid 
along with the others. He rented a room with a kitchenette and planned to 
get his own meals; he sent home for his books and tried to feel self-sufficient. 

When Ruth came to work at the agency he noticed her only because 
she was prettier, quieter, and dumber than the other girls. Although she 
had worked in offices since she was sixteen years old, she was never quite 
sure what was expected of her. One day, after she had made a particularly 
annoying blunder, he looked at her long enough to tell her what he thought 
of ‘her. To his amazement, her eyes filled with tears. She hurried from the 
room and he was left feeling surprised and a little pleased. And that night 
he asked her to go to dinner. He had imagined that when he married he 
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would live in a remodelled apartment somewhere in the Village with a wife 
who could throw together inexpensive suppers for his friends. He had even 
pictured her lying back on a huge sofa, drink in hand, clad becomingly and 
daringly in dark-red lounging pajamas. It was impossible to see Ruth in 
this r61e. She was small, soft, and femmine. Even when he looked at her 
across a table in' a restaurant, she seemed to have an aura of innumerable 
small things about her. Not that she clanked with charm bracelets or fussed 
with herself; on the contrary, her pretty arms were bare and her face almost 
free of make-up, but he felt everything that belonged to her assumed a per- 
sonal value in her eyes. “What did I do with my handkerchief?" she 
would ask. 

And instantly the square of linen became identified. It was the white 
handkerchief with her initials that her Aunt Rose had given her, or it was 
the flowered one that she had bought to go with her blue dress. Its loss 
would leave a gap. 

She had no interest in the things she didn’t possess. And until it became 
obvious that he was gettmg pretty serious about her, she treated him with 
a pohte, sweet respect. She was not a girl who allowed you to kiss her lightly, 
and she was without guile. 

From the first they were a family; they were never two young people 
who surprisingly found themselves tied together. They had a home from 
the start and all the things that went with it. It worried Ruth that they had 
never had a dining room, and when they moved into the Marlborough 
Gardens she bought a shiny maple breakfast table, chairs, and a narrow side- 
board. “You see," she said happily, “we gradually get everything. Maybe, 
when Mickey gets older, we can have an extra room for him.” 

She sat all afternoon m the playground while Mickey dug in the sand 
pile, and sometimes, in the evening people came over for cards. On Sun- 
days they wheeled the baby in his carriage along the Drive, because Ruth 
thought It would be undignified for Roger to sit in the playground in the 
midst of the women and children. Walkmg along on a clear day with the 
wind blowing from the river, he thought of the summers he used to spend 
in Connecticut and the beach there. He remembered the girls, brown and 
noisy, and the night that Mary Chapin got high and ran her car into a 
ditch. Then he would feel that there was something indecent about push- 
ing a baby carriage, and he wondered if he looked like the other fathers, 
a httle too neat in their good suits, as though the neglect of any small de- 
tail meant a step backward that might send them hurtling over into the 
chasm of complete indifference. 

After these walks, Roger would sit at the shiny new maple table eat- 
ing his Sunday supper. Everything in the house, from the way the furniture 
was arranged in the livmg room to the color of his neckties, was Ruth’s 
choice. A few of his books were in the small bookshelf set between the 
windows, but the others lay in a box in the closet, to make room for the 
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radio and the sets of books that Ruth liked because they looked dignified 
and matched. She saw to it that he lived in careful comfort, even diraying 
herself the things she needed so that he, the house, and the baby would 
have what she felt was due them. 

They had been hving in the Marlborough Gardens for over a year when 
Bob Ellis and his wife came to town and asked them to dinner downtown. 
Bob had been one of Roger’s roommates at college, and Roger was pleased 
at the prospect of seeing him again and elated over the idea of a party diat 
would not consist of cream cheese and jelly or spiced-ham sandwiches. Ruth 
made arrangements with the Y.W.CA. for a girl to stay with Mickey and 
had her hair done. There was something charmmg in its usual disorder 
and she didn’t look natural with the deep ridges around her face and 
the tight curls at the back of her neck. Roger surveyed her critically. “Comb 
it out a httle,” he advised. 

“It will fiy all over,’’ she said. “And if I leave it this way tonight, it 
will stay m a week.” 

She slipped her evening dress over her head. It was not new, and as she 
had put on weight, it pulled slightly across her hips and breasts. It was a 
shiny taileta with puif sleeves and two artificial roses on the shoulder. Her 
stockings were too heavy and she walked carefully m her high-heeled eve- 
ning shoes. “Is it very cold^” she asked. “Or do you think I can wear my 
cape?” 

Without waiting for an answer, she opened the window and put her 
head out. “Goodness, but it’s blowmgl” she exclaimed. She went to the 
closet and got out her good coat, the one with the beaver collar. 

“I thmk I’d better wear this,” she said. “No use getting pneumonia for 
the sake of looks. Besides, I can check it at the coatroom when we go in.” 

When they left, Mickey was havmg his supper, enchanted with the 
girl from the Y.W.CA.. 

It was cold waiting for the bus and the wind blew Ruth’s hair loose, 
so that it stood out wildly around her head. With her red cheeks and the 
bright blue of her taffeta dress, she made Roger seem pale by comparison. 
In the bus she put her hand on his. “Isn’t this fun?” she a^ed. “1 can’t 
remember when we’ve been downtown to dmner. And you look so nice. 
You do, really.” 

She smiled at him and he could see where her lipstick ended against 
the pale pink of her mouth. “We could have had them to dinner, 1 sup- 
pose,” she went on. “We should. Maybe later in the week if they stay on. 
Have they any family?” 

“1 don’t think so,” Roger answered. 

“Oh,” she said. “That’s too bad.” 

Hie bus bad turned into the Drive. She looked out across the river and 
thought of Mickey and the nice girl from the Y.W.CA., and remembered 
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that they must be home by eleven. She glanced at Roger and wondered if 
he were enjoying himself. It was bard to tell about him at times. 

The Ellises were waiting for them at a table set for four. Bob Ellis was 
short and plump and had a Midwestern accent, but Mrs. Ellis was as slim 
and sleek as a model in Bonwit Teller’s window. He pumped Roger’s hand 
and slapped him repeatedly on the back. “Roger, you old piratel” he cried. 

“Sh-h-h,” Mrs. Ellis said. “Don’t scream so.’’ 

She looked at Ruth and nodded. “Men are just little boys,’’ she said. 

“Oh, aren’t they I” Ruth exclaimed. “That’s what I keep tellmg Roger.’’ 

Ann Ellis reached for her drink. “Sit down, you two,” she said. 

Bob Ellis beamed at them. “This is great. This is like old times. What 
say we never go to bed?” 

Ruth laughed. “That sounds all right to me," she said gaily. “But I 
don’t know how it would sound to Mickey." 

“Mickey?” Ann Ellis asked. 

“Our httle boy,” Ruth explained. “We have someone staying with him 
tonight and she has to leave at eleven.” 

Bob Ellis stared at her curiously. “Well, the night’s young. So what 
will it be?” 

Ruth turned toward Ann Ellis. “You must sec him,” she said. “He’s 
at his very cutest age. Just beginning to talk a httle, and the things he says — 
well, you wouldn’t believe the things be says.” 

“I’ll have another Scotch,” Ann told her husband. 

“How about it, Roger, old boy? Scotch sound all right to you two? 
Waiter, four Scotch-and-sodas.” 

“I’ve been buying things and buying things all day long,” Ann Ellis 
said. “And I’m bushed. You don’t know what it’s like to get to New York 
and see the shops, Mrs. Carter. I suppose you have some particular favorite, 
but I’m like a lost sheep.” 

Ruth frowned thoughtfully. “Well, I get the baby’s things at Best’s. 
And I usually get my thmgs at Franklin Simon’s. We have a charge account 
there.” 

“Oh,” Ann Ellis said. “Come on. Bob, and dance with me.” 

Ruth watched her as she danced. The sleeves of her dress were long 
and the neck high. “Want to take a spin?” Roger asked. 

The floor was very small and they were both glad when the orchestra 
started a rumba. “I guess that’s that,” Roger said, leadmg her back to their 
table. 

They sat silently, sipping their drinks and watching the people around 
them. 

When the Ellises returned to the table. Bob Ellis seemed subdued and 
nervous. His heartiness had left him and he seemed changed from a plump, 
jolly little man into a plump, fussy one. He flnished his drink and ordered 
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another, glancing nervously at his wife from time to time. She sat there 
looking around the room, not bothering to say much. 

“Seen Ed Lovejoy lately?” Bob Ellis asked. 

“Nope,” Roger answered. “Not m over a year. What’s he doing now?” 

“I heard he was with the Frisbc outfit.” 

“Is that so?” Roger answered politely. “Well. Ever see Rip Pope?” 

“Saw him in Michigan last summer,” Bob Ellis said. “You remember 
Rip, Ann 

“I suppose so,” she said. 

From their memories, the two men drew forth names and disposed of 
them. Ruth quietly listened to them talk, turning her head from one to the 
other, smiling and interested. They ordered their dinner, and when it 
came, Ann Ellis turned to Ruth. "What time is the floor show?” she asked. 

“Oh, a floor show!” Ruth repeated. “That will be nice. I don’t know 
what time it is. I’m sure. Roger, why don’t you ask somebody for Mrs. 
Elks?” 

“Never mind,” Ann said. “I thought you might know.” 

Her husband looked at her and when he spoke his voice was sharp. 
“Snap out of it,” he told her. “You act as though you were asleep on your 
feet.” 

Ruth shook her head and laughed. “What men don’t understand is how 
tired a lot of shopping makes you feel. Do they, Mrs. Ellis ? Goodness! By 
the time Christmas is over I’m about dead. And to take Mickey down to get 
a few things! Well, it’s a job, I tell you.” 

Roger glanced quickly at his wife. Her smile was innocent and she was 
eating with enjoyment. “I got much the biggest lobster,” she said, “and you 
love them so, Roger.” She picked up a claw and put it on his plate. “I really 
couldn’t cat it. Honestly.” 

The men grew silent and Ruth began to talk pleasantly. Did the Ellises 
get to New York often ^ They must find time to come up and sec the apart- 
ment and the baby. What shows did they plan to sec? Where were they 
staying^ And people had such a funny idea about New Yorkers, who lived 
exactly the same as other people. In fact, Roger and she never ate out. 

It was a relief when the floor show started. When it was over and the 
dance music started once more, Ruth got up. “Let’s dance again,” she said. 
She picked up her bag and started toward the floor. They danced silently 
around the room and when they reached a far corner, Ruth fumbled with 
her bag. “Here,” she said, slipping some bills into Roger’s hand. 

“What’s that for?” he asked. 

“I want you to pay the check,” she told him. 

His hand closed on the bills. “OJC.,” he said, drawing her closer.-ln 
spite of the stilt waves, her hair was soft and he pressed his cheek into it. 

Back at the table, she smiled down at the Ellises. “We have to run,” 
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she explained. “I had no idea it was so late. Get the check, will you, darhng, 
and ril get .my coat.” 

“Here, here!” Bob Ellis blustered. "This is my party!” 

“Nonsense,” Ruth said. “We did so want to have you at the house for 
dinner, but we understand how people like to eat out when they come to 
New York. People from out of town.” 

When they got outside it had begun to snow, and Ruth buttoned the 
beaver collar of her coat under her chin. She took Roger’s arm and unhesi- 
tatingly started toward Fifth Avenue and the bus. Roger pulled her over 
to the curb and held up his hand. “Taxi!” he called. 

Maybe ic was the way he slipped as he got in the cab, or maybe it was 
the relief of being alone together with the snow whirling outside that made 
them laugh as they started uptown. 


James Thurber 

For an unreliable but hilarious account of his life, fames Thurber 
{1894- ) has given the world My Life and Hard Times. As a vet- 

eran contributor to The New Yorker Thurber is renowned for his mad 
distortions of life accompanied by line drawings which might have been 
done by a runaway planchette Behind the perversities of his art is often 
a shrewd commentary on the perversities of humanity. In Walter Mitty 
he has exposed the soul of the Uttle man and discovered there something 
comic and something pathetic, too. 


THE SECRET LIFE OF WALTER MITTY 

“WE’RE going through'” The Commander’s 
voice was like thin ice breaking. He wore his full-dress uniform, with the 
heavily braided white cap pulled down rakishly over one cold gray eye. “We 
can’t make it, sir. It’s spoiling for a hurricane, if you ask me.” “I’m not 
asking you. Lieutenant Berg,” said the Commander. “Throw on the power 
lights! Rev her up to 8,500! We're going through!” The pounding of the 
cylinders increased; ta-pockcta-pocketa-pocketa-por^eto-poc^e/a. The Com- 
mander stared at the ice forming on the pilot window. He walked over and 
twisted a row of complicated dials. “Switch on No. 8 auxiliary!” he shouted. 
“Switch on No. 8 auxiliary!” repeated Lieutenant Berg. “Full strength in 
No. 3 turret!” shouted the Commander. “Full strength in No. 3 turret!” The 
crew, bending to their various tasks in the huge, hurtling eight-engined 
Navy hydroplane, looked at each other and grinned. “The Old Man’ll get 
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US through,” they said to one another. “The Old Man ain’t afhud ol 
Helll” ... 

“Not so fasti You’re driving too fasti” said Mrs. Mitty. “What are you 
driving so fast for?” 

“Hnun ?” said Walter Mitty. He looked at his wife, in the seat beside him, 
with shocked astonishment. She seemed grossly unfamiliar, like a strange 
woman who had yelled at him in a crowd. “You were up to fifty>five,” she 
said. “You know I don’t hke to go more than forty. You were up to fifty- 
five.” Walter Mitty drove on toward Waterbary in silence, the roaring of 
the SN202 through the worst storm in twenty years of Navy flying fading 
in the remote, mtimate airways of his mind. “You’re tensed up again,” said 
Mrs. Mitty. “It’s one of your days. I wish you’d let Dr. Renshaw look you 
over.” 

Walter Mitty stopped the car in front of the building where his wife 
went to have her hair done. “Remember to get those overshoes while I’m 
having my hair done,” she said. “I don’t need overshoes,” said Mitty. She 
put her mirror back mto her bag. “We’ve been all through that,” she said, 
gettmg out of the car. “You’re not a young man any longer.” He raced the 
engine a httlc. “Why don’t you wear your gloves? Have you lost your 
gloves?” Walter Mitty reached in a pocket and brought out the gloves. He 
put them on, but after she had turned and gone into the building and he 
had driven on to a red light, he took them off again. “Pick it up, brother!” 
snapped a cop as the light changed, and Mitty hastily pulled on his gloves 
and lurched ahead. He drove around the streets aimlessly for a time, and 
then he drove past the hospital on his way to the parking lot. 

. . . “It’s the imllionaire banker, Wellington McMillan,” said the pretty 
nurse. “Yes?” said Walter Mitty, removing his gloves slowly. “Who has the 
case?” “Dr. Renshaw and Dr. Benbow, but there are two speciahsts here, 
Dr. Remington from New York and Dr. Pritchard-Mitford from London. 
He flew over.” A door opened down a long, cool corridor and Dr. Renshaw 
came out. He looked distraught and haggard. “Hello, Mitty,” he said. 
“We’re having the devil’s own time with McMillan, the millionaire banker 
and close personal friend of Roosevelt. Obstreosis of the ductal tract. Ter- 
tiary. Wish you’d take a look at him.” “Glad to,” said Mitty. 

In the operating room there were whispered introductions: “Dr. Rem- 
ington, Dr. ^tty. Dr. Pritchard-Mitford, Dr. Mitty.” “I’ve read your book 
on streptothricosis,” said Pritchard-Mitford, shaking hands. “A brilliant 
performance, sir.” “Thank you,” said Walter Mitty. “Didn’t know you were 
in the States, Mitty,” grumbled Remington. “Coals to Newcastle, bringing 
Mitford and me up here for a tertiary.” “You are very kind,” said Mitty. 
A huge, complicated machine, connected to the operating table, with many 
tubes and wires, began at this moment to go pocketa-pocketa-pocketa. “The 
new anaesthetizer is giving wayl” shouted an interne. “There is no one in 
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the East who knows how to fix iti” “Quiet, man!” said Mitty, in a low, 
cool voice. He sprang to the machine, which was now going pockcta-pocketa- 
queep-pocketa-<}ueep. He began fingering delicately a row of glistening dials. 
“Give me a fountam pen I” he snapped. Someone handed him a fountain 
pen. He pulled a faulty piston out of the machine and inserted the pen in 
its place. “That will hold for ten minutes,” he said. “Get on with the opera- 
tion.” A nurse hurried over and whispered to Renshaw, and Mitty saw the 
man turn pale. “Coreopsis has set in,” said Renshaw nervously. “If you 
would take over, Mitty?” Mitty looked at him and at the craven figure of 
Benbow, who drank, and at the grave, tmcertain faces of the two great spe- 
cialists. “If you wish,” he said. They sbpped a white gown on him; he ad- 
justed a mask and drew on thin gloves; nurses handed him shining . . . 

“Back It up, Mad Look out for that Buickl” Walter Mitty jammed on 
the brakes. “Wrong lane, Mac,” said the parking-lot attendant, looking at 
Mitty closely. “Gee. Ych,” muttered Mitty. He began cautiously to back out 
of the lane marked “Exit Only.” “Leave her sit there," said the attendant. 

^ “I’ll put her away.” Mitty got out of the car. “Hey, better leave the key.” 
“Oh,” said Mitty, handing the man the ignition key. The attendant vaulted 
into the car, backed it up with insolent skill, and put it where it belonged. 

They’re so damn cocky, thought Walter Mitty, walking' along Main 
Street; they think they know everything. Once he had tried to take his 
chains off, outside New Milford, and he had got them wound around the 
axles. A man had had to come out in a wrecking car and unwind them, a 
young, grinning garageman. Since then Mrs. Mitty always made him drive 
to a garage to have the chains uken off. The next time, he thought, I'll 
wear my right arm in a sling; they won’t grm at me then. I’ll have my right 
arm in a shng and they’ll see I couldn’t possibly take the chains off myself. 
He kicked at the slush on the sidewalk. “Overshoes,” he said to himself, and 
he began looking for a shoe store. 

When he came out into the street again, with the overshoes in a box 
under his arm, Walter Mitty began to wonder what the other thing was 
his wife had told him to get. She had told him twice before they set out 
from their house for Waterbury. In a way he hated these weekly trips to 
town — ^he was always getting something wrong. Kleenex, he thought, 
Squibb’s, razor blades? No. Toothpaste, toothbrush, bicarbonate, carbo- 
rundum, mitiativc and referendum^ He gave it up. But she would re- 
member It. “Where’s the what’s-its-name^” she would ask. “Don’t tell me 
you forgot the what’s-its-namc.” A newsboy went by shoutmg something 
about the Waterbury trial. 

. . . “Perhaps this will refresh your memory.” The District Attorney 
suddenly thrust a heavy automatic at the quiet figure on the witness stand. 
“Have you ever seen this before?” Walter Mitty took the gun and examined 
it expertly. “This is my Webley-Vickers 50.80,” he said calmly. An excited 
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buzz ran around the courtroom. The Judge rapped for order. “You are a 
crack shot with any sort of hrearms, I believe?” said the District Attorney, 
insinuatingly. “Objection!” shouted Mitty’s attorney. “We have shown that 
the defendant could not have fired the shot. We have shown that he wore 
his right arm in a sling on the night of the fourteenth of July.” Walter 
Mitty raised his hand briefly and the bickering attorneys were stilled. “With 
any known make of gun,” he said evenly, “I could have killed Gregory 
Fitzhurst at three hundred feet with my left hand." Pandemonium broke 
loose in the courtroom. A woman’s scream rose above the bedlam and sud- 
denly a lovely, dark-haircd girl was in Walter Mitty’s arms. The District 
Attorney struck at her savagely. Without rismg from his chair, Mitty let 
the man have it on the point of the chm. “You miserable cur!” . . . 

“Puppy biscuit,” said Walter Mitty. He stopped walking and the build- 
ings of Waterbury rose up out of the misty courtroom and surrounded him 
again. A woman who was passing laughed. “He said ‘Puppy biscuit,’ ” she 
said to her companion. “That man said ‘Puppy biscuit’ to himself.” Walter 
Mitty hurried on. He went into an A. & P., not the first one he came to but 
a smaller one farther up the street. “I want some biscuit for small, young 
dogs,” he said to the clerk. “Any special brand, sir?” The greatest pistol 
shot in the world thought a moment. “It says ‘Puppies Bark for It’ on the 
box,” said Walter Mitty. 

His wife vrould be through at the hairdresser’s in fifteen minutes, Mitty 
saw in looking at his watch, unless they had trouble drying it; sometimes 
they had trouble drying it. She didn’t hke to get to the hotel first; she would 
want him to be there waiting for her as usual. He found a big leather chair 
in the lobby, facing a window, and he put the overshoes and the puppy bis- 
cuit on the floor beside it. He picked up an old copy of Liberty and sank 
down into the chair. “Can Germany Conquer the World Through the Air?” 
Walter Mitty looked at the pictures of bombing planes and of ruined streets. 

. . . “The cannonading has got the wind up m young Raleigh, sir,” 
said the sergeant. Captam Mitty looked up at him through tousled hair. 
“Get him to bed,” he said wearily, “with the others. I’ll fly alone.” “But 
you can’t, sir,” said the sergeant anxiously. “It takes two men to handle that 
bomber and the Archies are pounding hell out of the air. Von Richtman’s 
circus IS between here and Saulier.” “Somebody’s got to get that ammimi- 
tion dump,” said Mitty. “I’m going over. Spot of brandy?” He poured a 
drink for the sergeant and one for himself. War thundered and whined 
around the dugout and battered at the door. There was a rending of wood, 
and sphnters flew through the room. “A bit of a near thing,” said Captam 
Mitty carelessly. “The box barrage is closing in,” said the sergeant. “We 
only live once. Sergeant,” said Mitty, with his faint, fleetmg smile. “Or do 
we?” He poured another brandy and tossed it off, “I never see a man could 
hold his brandy like you, sir,” said the sergeant. “Begging your pardon, sir.” 
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Captain Mitty stood up and strapped on his huge Webley-Vickers auto* 
made. “It’s forty kilometres through hell, sir,’’ said the Sergeant. Mitty 
finished one last brandy. “After all,” he said softly, “what isn’t?” The 
pounding of the cannon increased; there was the rat-tat-tatting of machine 
guns, and from somewhere came the menacing pocketa-pocketa-pocketa of 
the new flame-throwers. Walter Mitty walked to the door of the dugout 
humming "Aupru de Ma Blonde.” He turned and waved to the sergeant. 
“Cheerio!” he said. . . . 

Somethmg struck his shoulder. “I’ve been looking all over this hotel 
for you,” said Mrs. Mitty. “Why do you have to hide in this old chair? 
How did you expect me to find you?” “Things close in,” said Walter Mitty 
vaguely. “What?” Mrs. Mitty said. “Did you get the what’s-its-name? The 
puppy biscuit? What’s in that box?” “Overshoes,” said Mitty. “Couldn’t 
you have put them on in the store?” “I was thinking,” said Walter Mitty. 
“Does it ever occur to you that I am sometimes th i n k i n g?” She looked at 
him. “I’m going to take your temperature when I get you home,” she said. 

They went out through the revolvmg doors that made a famtly deri- 
sive whistling sound when you pushed them. It was two blocks to the park- 
ing lot. At the drugstore on the corner she said, “Wait here for me. I forgot 
something. I won’t be a minute.” She was more than a minute. Walter 
Mitty lighted a cigarette. It began to ram, ram with sleet in it. He stood 
up against the wall of the drugstore, smoking. ... He put his shoulders 
back and his heels together. “To hell with the handkerchief,” said Walter 
Mitty scornfully. He took one last drag on his cigarette and snapped it 
away. Then, with that faint, fleeting smile playing about his lips, he faced 
the firing squad; erect and motionless, proud and disdainful, Walter Mitty 
the Undefeated, inscrutable to the last. 


Ben Hur Lampman 

Ben Hur Lampman (/886- ) was botn tn Wisconsin. He has long 

been an associate editor of the Portland Oregonian, and his name is 
familiar to lovers of the short story “Blinder” is written m Hooster dia- 
lect, but there may be some graftings from the Northwest. 


BLINKER WAS A GOOD DOG 

A MAN naturally disremembers — it all happened 
such a while ago — a good many the yarns that used to be told up river and 
down about him and her, and how they was always a-)owering and a-)awing 
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one at t other, come day, go day, the old man and the old womto. Them 
as knowed them never blamed them, on account of they was so all'ftred 
alone on the home place, with the young ones growed-up and gone, that 
him and her was sort of bound for to entertain theirselves, in times when 
there wasn’t no mail m the coimtry, and no radio. 

So him and her taken to disagreeing, the whole eternal time, sort of to 
keep interested. All the while the old man would have give his last breath 
for the old woman, happen it would come in handy, and the old woman 
would have more’n died for the old man. Him and her was like that. Lots 
of folks is. 

But of them times beyond reckoning when him and her was as cross 
as two sticks, one at t'other, in all them years at the old place on the upper 
river, a man recollects best of all the time the old man was plumb sot on 
having a regular Christian funeral for their old dog Blinker, so near as the 
old man could manage it. You knowed about how the old folks finally lost 
Blinker, him that they’d raised from a pup, on the bottle— he growed old 
and gray with them two, him and her— hut did ever you hear tell of how 
Blinker was buried? 

By Godfrey, that time the old man and the old woman may have been 
nigh to a-splittin’, because the whole p’int ivas religion— and the old woman, 
she sot great store by rehgion; she could be hard as a niggerhead when it 
come to the Word. Of course the old man, he knowed this to his sorrer, but 
when Blinker up and died on him, and laid there in the chips in the door* 
yard, stiff as a poker, and the old man was recoUecting how the old dog 
used for to grin at him, dang him if he could see any way to get out of 
a-burying Bhnker like a Christian. For the life of him, seemed like he 
couldn’t. 

So the old man, he come into the kitchen, and he seen right away that 
his old woman had been a-weeping whilst at her housework— but when he 
taken his courage in hand, and told her what he had a mmd for to do, told 
her as best he could manage, the old woman she give it some thought for 
a moment, and then she turned on him, clicking her store teeth. He knowed 
that for the worst sign of all. But danged if he didn’t have for to admire 
her, like always, o’utfacing him like that — little and puny but bold as a bob- 
cat, whilst she give him a piece of her mind. 

When his old woman got her dander up, seemed like she looked like 
the girl he fetched home from the valley. She looked hke the queen on a 
playing card. And she give him to understand that them two had buried 
their own, years past, and had sorrered over them, and though the old man 
might be sort of mmded to forget, a woman she must always recollect. She 
wouldn’t have spoke ary word such as that — ^if she’d rightly knowed how it 
hurt. But, howsoever, when a woman gets riled — The old man, he stood 



BBN RUB 1.AMPMAN X53 

there and blinked at her out of his whiskers, but he was as sot in his ways 
as she was in her’n, and he knowed what he allowed tor to do. 

“It’s mighty un-Chnstian to bury a dog like a Christian!’’ the old 
woman says. “You want me, your own wife, for to sing a gospel hymn 
over Blinker, whilst you pray? God is my witness I cared full as much for 
old Blinker as you ever did! Who redd-up the kitchen after hun, since ever 
he was whelped? Who seen to his platter? But I shan’t have no part in 
mockery that’s fit only for heathens. Nor shall you!’’ says the old woman. 
“It ain’t fitting for Christians!” 

And up come her apron whilst she cried her eyes out. She fair twisted 
the old man’s heart — but you know how it is. There’s times when a man 
IS just bound not for to give in to them. He taken a chew of tobacco and 
he stomped out of the house. What was m his heart was as nigh to bitter- 
ness as ever had been there. It come to him then, like a thousand times 
afore, that they always got a man at a disadvantage, on account of they 
never lack words. 

Well, sir, a man reckons that the old woman knowed she was bested, 
when the old man slammed the kitchen door, but first-off she dried her eyes, 
like women will, and put some wood m the stove against time she was 
going to need the oven. She clicked her store teeth, too, every once in a 
while—but all the time she was a-listening. She was a-listenmg because she 
knowed right well that poor Blinker wasn’t more than a step from the 
kitchen stoop. And after a bit the old woman heard the old man say, 
“Whoa!” There the old fool was, with the bay mare and the stoneboat, 
alongside of the old dog. 

She looked out and give him a look that ought to have wilted him in 
his tracks, but he give her a glare like ice on a duckpond, right back. “The 
old fooH” she was a-thmkmg. Might as well have taken the old dog in his 
two arms, and carried him to wherever it was — but, no, the old fool was 
sot on a Christian funeral. The tears come up to her eyes again, but still 
the old woman was riled as could be, and she couldn’t make no allowances 
for him. It was so un-Christian. All she said was: — 

“I declare, if you’ve a mind for to make an old fool of yourself, like 
a heathen in darkness, you might as well change your shirt! Come in 
here, this minute!” The old man, he taken Blinker up in his arms, and he 
laid the old dog down on the stoneboat, and gentle, there on the new straw, 
and stooped and picked off a burr, before he turned to give his old woman 
so much as a look. He glared at her then, like before, and breshed by into 
the kitchen. She might have put her hand on his arm, easy — but she 
couldn’t bring herself to do it. She watched him stomp into tiutir bedroom, 
right off the kitchen, and she seen that when he come out the old man had 
on a clean shirt. It wasn’t the shirt she’d have chose— but at least, she seen, 
it was fitting. He give her never a look when he went past her and out of 
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the kitchen door — and, a-listening, she heerd the old man say, “Giddap, 
Dolly] Easy, girl!” The stoneboat was a-grating on the gravel. 

Soul alone in her kitchen, the old woman began for to mix a batch of 
lazyman’s biscuit — the old man was uncommon fond of it — but all the 
while she knowed that her heart wasn’t in it. Seemed like there come be- 
twixt her and the dough, bat her eyes as she did, pictures of Blinker and 
the old man — ^and some of them pictures was of Blinker when he was 
skeerccly more than a gangling pup, and of the old man when he was still 
so supple he could put one hand on the top fence rail and clear her. 

It wasn’t biscuit dough she seen, there in her kitchen on the upper fork : 
It was Blinker barking at the foot of the lone spruce in the meadow, whilst 
the old man he circled the tree — and him in his prime then, the best man 
on the river — with the Harpers Ferry musket cocked for a shot at a silver- 
gray that Blinker had treed. She seen Blinker leaping; she heerd the 
musket; she seen the squirrel tumbling, over and over; she seen the old 
man in his prime. And then she seemed to see Blinker with one flank raked 
open by a cougar, and still a-laughing, and the old man — he wasn't old 
then— with one foot on the long, lanky cat. 

She seen them two a-going for the cows together, as many the time, and 
of a sudden her eyes they blurred till the dough wasn’t there any more— and 
the old woman she jerked back from the table, for her mind was made up, 
and she taken off her apron and went straight into their bedroom. The old 
woman was in such a hurry a body might have suspected she had for to 
catch the stage at the Corners. She come out of the bedroom with her hat 
on, the pink roses bobbing, and she made for the kitchen door. She had a 
book under one arm, and when her favorite rocker got in the way she flang 
it clean across the kitchen. As folks used to tell it, up and down the river, 
the old woman was in a hurry. But she’d time for to break off one stalk of 
wallflower, there by the stoop. 

He had stopped the bay mare back of the henhouse, where there was 
a considerable stand of honeysuckle, and the raw, black earth, with fish- 
worms in It, was'throwed back in a heap. And Blinker wasn’t on the stone- 
boat no longer, so the old woman judged that the old dog must be in his 
everlasting grave. Back of the henhouse and under the honeysuckle, where 
the old dog used for to sun himself. The old man, his eyes lifted and shut 
tight as could be, he seemed for to be a-praying, with his whiskers 
a-waggling. For the old woman heerd him say, plain enough, as she come 
a-hurrying up: — 

“And, Lord, what You got to remember is that Blmkcr was a danged 
good dog! Dagnab me, if he wasp’tl Wherefore, Lord — ” 

But right there his old woman shoved the old man over a ways — she 
had a sharp elbow — and “Amen, Lord,” she says, and “You tarnation old 
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fool!” she says, and she makes him take half of the hymn4x)ok. She had 
the page open at the place. The old man opened his eyes and squinted, but 
he taken his half of the book, like he was used to, and she chosen the hymn 
mighty well, though at first she had thought of singing “Old Hundred,” 
on account of it says to serve Him with mirth — like Blinker always done. 
But she changed her mind, and the place she had the book open was at 
“Beulah Land.” So them two sang— ^e did, and he trailed her — the old 
man and the old woman, back of the henhouse, whilst the words went away 
across the crick and the river; 

0 Beulah land, sweet Beulah land. 

As on thy highest mount I stand, 

1 look away across the sea, 

Where mansions are prepared for me — 

Then the old woman, she leant over and dropped in the wallflower and 
she seen Blinker for the last time — ^a-laying there on the straw at the bottom 
like he was sleeping. The old man, he taken up the spade and he done what 
he had for to do, and times he was thinking of Blinker, and tunes he was 
thinking that the old woman’s voice still was like a girl’s. Happened it was 
along toward evening, and there was a sliver of young moon in the sky. 
His old woman she taken a glance at the new moon, and she might have 
been a-thinking of times they walked m the mowing together, for what she 
said was, half to herself, “Yander’s a hunter’s moon.” She meant that there’d 
be quite a dry spell. That there was too bad, for the old man he bridled to 
hear it. He tossed in the last turf and he flang dowA the shovel. 

“Hell’s fire, old woman!” the old man, he snorted. “You taken leave of 
your right senses'* That there moon is wet as ary moon ever I seel” Then 
they was at it, like always, over and over, a-]owering and a-jawing again. 
Him and her was like that. 



Sholem Asch 


Shotern Asch (i88o- ) was bom near Warsaw of poor parents. Today 

his many novels, plays, poems, and stories maXe hsm the most emi- 
nent writer in Yiddish, the German-Hebrew-Russtan esperanto of the 
modern Jew. His greatest novel. The Nazarcne, presents Jesus as the 
crowning figure of Jewish history. Crowded with realistic details it is 
the result of thirty year^ study; indeed, when he finished it, he con- 
fessed to feeling strange in "coming bach; to the life of New YorX and 
the twentieth century. The Apostle, his story of Paul and the spread 
of Christianity, is scarcely second to The Nazarcne. Its closing words 
are a magnificent afifirmation of faith- "Rome went forth against Jeru- 
salem with the sword, and Jerusalem went forth against Rome with the 
spirit. The sword conquered for a while, but the spirit conquers for 
ever!" As the following story shows, he is intimately familiar with the 
life and aspirations of the Zionists in Palestine. Aside from its special 
setting, "A Peculiar Gift" is the song of all pioneers everywhere who 
find a sure joy tn the promise of the good earth. 


A PECULIAR GIFT 

IN ihc Valley of Jezrecl, within the shadow of 
Mount Gilboa, a Jew was following a plough pulled by two horses. The 
Jew guided the plough; his ten-year-old son, Solomon, whipped up the 
horses, one red and one black; and Sarah, his eight-year-old daughter, 
dropped the seed into the fresh-turned furrow. 

“Drop them down straight, httlc one,” he sang to the girl. “Right to 
the bottom of the furrow. God’s over us, and he’ll return thirty-fold, forty- 
fold, fifty-fold. Such returns have been and may be again. Whoa, Solomon, 
not so fast with the nags! Hold the red one' Hold the black one!” The Jew 
stopped and peered into the furrow. “Take them, good earth, and multiply 
them! God gave you to us, and we are back with you. Dear earth, do God’s 
bidding, and you, little seeds, fall in good places where you will not die and 
rot; fall comfortably and well, so that you may sprout and feed me and my 
wife and my childreh. I have prepared a bed for you, a warm, brown bed, 
a bed that flows with milk and honey, as the great teacher said.” 

Panting as he followed the plough, the Jew kept up his breathless, 
ecstatic monologue. He wiped the sweat from his &ce. The sun blazed 
down on him, the wind lifted up the corners of his gaberdine and the points 
of his beard; it fluttered the tips of the kerchief round the little girl’j head. 

is6 
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And all five of them, fiither, daughter, and son, the red horse and the black, 
labored joyously along the hard, sloping field, turning up the earth in die 
ancient Valley of JezreeL 

I, a visitor in this lonely place, sat on a stone and waited for the family 
to make the last furrow for that afiernoon. I was worried for the Jew be- 
hind the plough; I was afraid for him. For I knew him from of old, knew 
the kind of man he had been. Was not this Noah the dry-goods merchant, 
whom I saw now after many years, Noah who had given up his business 
in Ekaterinoslav and who now, with son and daughter and two horses, one 
black and one red, was toiling along the slope of the field, disguised as a 
farmer? And what a farmer I A lyrical farmer such as never was on land 
or sea. As he came back toward me his voice was still uplifted. 

“It’s good, Mr. Jew,” he chanted. “Do you hear me? It’s good.” 

“It’s good and hot, Reb Noah,” I answered. 

He halted. 

“Hot? Did you say it’s hot? Maybe it is. What does the Book say? ‘In 
the summer the heat shall not burn you, and in 'the winter the cold shall 
not consume you.’ What if it is hot? It's good, I tell you.” 

In the old days, when I had used to visit him in Ekaterinoslav, Reb 
Noah had been a merchant of standing, dealing with cities as wide apart 
as Warsaw, Kishineff, and Lodz. He was said to be worth between fifteen 
and twenty thousand roubles, and his credit rating was even higher, for 
who knew as well as Reb Noah the value of a rouble, and who guarded a 
coin with the same vigilance^ When he came to Warsaw as a buyer, he 
stayed always at a third-rate inn, a rouble a day, meals and all. He wel- 
comed a rouble with jubilation, parted with a kopeck only under duress. 
He always defended himself by saying that he was saving his money for 
Palestine; yes, some day he would ebse his shop, wind up his business, 
betake himself to the Holy Land, and become a laboring man, a tiller of 
the soil, which, as all the world knew, was what his ancestors and all the 
ancestors of the Jews had been. Of course nobody beheved him, for if Reb 
Noah was sparing of his cash, he was most generous of his words. It was 
remembered, moreover, that in his boyhood Reb Noah had sung in the 
choir of the famous cantor of Berditchev and had become a busmessman 
against his will; and it is a well-known fact that frustrated singers are the 
most talkative of mortals. But the unbelievable, or at any rate the unbelieved, 
came to pass. Noah the dry-goods merchant disappeared from Ekaterinoslav, 
in the height of the season, and the places of his busmess knew him no 
more. They waited for him in vain in the warehouses of Warsaw and 
Kishineff and Lodz. And soon he was forgotten, as businessmen are apt to 
be. Other customers took his place. Reb Noah had really gone to Palestine; 
and here he was, in the Valley of Jezreel, wearing, instead of the perky 
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litde bowler of the Russian Jew, the stately fez of the Turks, and talking 
to me as he leaned upon the plough which I had watched him guide. 

“But — but — ^how could you rcaUy bring yourself to do it?” I asked, con- 
vinced and yet incredulous. 

“I’ll tell you what it is,” he answered, thoughtfully. “I’ve always be- 
lieved, deep down, that I was a gifted man, a man of peculiar gifts. My 
only difficulty was that I didn’t know what I was gifted for. Till one day 
it came to me suddenly that I was gtjted for Palestine." 

“What’s that?” I said. “Gifted for Palestine?” 

“Why, certainly. Some Jews have a gift for this, some for that, some 
for the other— and some for Palestine. Take Baron Edmund Rothschild, for 
instance. A great man, isn’t he? But who knew what he was great for until 
he discovered his peculiar gift ^ He had a gift for Palestme. And so did I. 
Not as great a one as Baron Rothschild. I’m gifted for Palestine in a smaller 
way. But then, I’m a smaller man, and it’s all I need.” 

“It’s a laborious talent, Reb Noah,” I suggested. “A sweaty talent, if 
I may say so.” 

“Not a bit of it,” he retorted, and contradicted himself by wiping a 
freshet of perspiration from his face. “A talent for dry-goods is a lot 
sweatier. You should have seen me trying to persuade a peasant woman that 
a length of calico was what she needed, and that she was getting it dirt 
cheap— which she was. Now, that was a sweaty job. But this? Pooh!” 

“But the horses, Reb Noah^ How do you get along with the horses^ 
I knew you when you wouldn’t come within a mile of a horse.” 

“I daresay you did. And yet — ^well, how was I to know? See that red 
nag there? He’s the sweetest horse in the world, an absolute saint of a 
horse. Never kicked anyone in his hfe. Click your tongue at him, and off 
he goes; call ‘Whoa I’ and he stops. A saint, I say. The black one, I admit, 
was different. A lowdown horse, mean, unfriendly — ^an anti-Semite of a 
horse. A grand worker; but he loved to kick. They told me, when I bought 
him: ‘Reb Noah, you’ll never manage that horse. You’ll never get round 
him.’ ‘I won’t, won’t I?’ was all I answered, and took my horse home. And 
I said to myself: ‘Noah, get this into your mind. The first day you handle 
him, he’ll kick you ten times.’ But did he? No, he did not. He kicked me 
only six times. So there I was, four kicks to the good, the very first day. 
The second day I counted on six, and got away with three. How’s that for 
progress? Today he doesn’t kick any more. He’s learned the verse from 
Isaiah: ‘The ox knoweth his master, and the ass his owner’s crib.’ I’m boss, 
he’s servant, and we’re at peace. I give him his food, he gives me his labor.” 

“And your wife, Yetta,” I went on. “How did she take to being a 
peasant woman?” 

“Ah, that now— that was a hard business.” Reb Noah became reflec- 
tive. “Things are brighter today, but the beginning—” and Reb Noah tight- 



SHOLEM ASCH 


159 

ened his lips, drew his mouth to one side, closed one eye and nodded sev* 
eral times. “When we came out here, my wife and I and the little ones, 
the place was a wilderness. Tohu-u-bohu. Without form and void. Eight 
Jewish families in all, in this ‘Arab hole’ which we took over. That’s what 
my wife called it. ‘Noah, you murderer,’ she cries, ‘what are you doing with 
me and my little chicks? How do you expect us to live here?’ And what 
could I answer? The first thing I got here was a good dose of malaria. 
There was no water m the place; you had to bring it by the pailful from 
the nearest well, miles away. The children were sick, too. And my Yetta! 
The thmgs she saidl And me shivering with the fever. ‘Yetta,’ I answer, 
‘don’t talk that wayl It’s blasphemous! This is the Holy Land, of the 
Prophets and Kings and Priests. It’s forbidden to speak evil of it. Wait,’ I 
say, ‘this “Arab hole” is a paradise. Wait till the fig trees blossom — our own 
fig trees now, ours. And wait till we eat the bread of our own planting. 
Don’t you know the story of the twelve spies Moses sent into Palestine, how 
they brought back an evil report?’ No, she knew nothing about the twelve 
spies. So I told her the story. And soon after that I got better, and took my 
two horses, and went out to the ploughing, and ploughed all day. And 
when I come back, she’s in tears. ‘What 1$ it, Yetta?’ She says she’s lonely, 
she hankers for company, the kind she had in Ekatennoslav. ‘What have 
you done to me and my chicks?’ she starts all over again. Tve done noth* 
ing to your chicks,’ I says. ‘They’ve been out ploughing the fields with me. 
And as for your Ekatennoslav company, a rotten fig for that. Today you’re 
a peasant woman, and peasant women don’t have company. And if you’re 
lonely,’ I say, further, ‘you’ve only to step out of doors and take a look at 
our Valley of Jczreel. Look, there’s Mount Gilboa, where the glory of the 
great King, Saul, was brought low; that’s where King David pronounced 
his curse in olden days, no dew and no rain should fall on the hills of Gil> 
boa. And over there is Mount Tabor, where the Prophetess Deborah sang 
her song of praise to the Lord, for the victory over Sisera. And way up 
yonder’s the summit of Mount Hebron. Isn’t that company enough for you? 
And you talk about that silly Ekatennoslav company, which always cost 
money to entertain and wasn’t worth a broken eggshell. Why, Yetta,’ I say, 
‘you ought to be ashamed of yourself.’ And she answers: ‘Oh, you’ve always 
had plenty of words to spare. You can talk a stone into a pair of legs, and 
you’ve talked me into coming here. God help me, what’s going to become 
of me?’ What could you say to a woman like that?” 

I could only echo his question: “What could you say?” 

“Well, there’s a God in heaven,” he answered, elliptically. “She began 
to get used to the life. Bit by bit. Bit by bit. One morning I caught her 
standing at the door, looking out at our little field, shimng with dew, and 
there was a smile on her face — she didn’t know I saw her. And then, one 
evening, I see her go out into the garden, and she’s murmuring to herself. 
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And 1 see her bend down and pull out a weed. And I said to myself, 'Ife, 
ho, it’s getting you, old girl. The soil’s getting you, the good mother earth.' 
And I went out to her and said, ‘Pull ’em up, wife, pull ’em up, all the 
weeds. The mountain up there is still wild, and wild things grow there, and 
the wind carries the seed of them down, and the wild things grow in our 
field. But in the time to come our brothers will live up there, on the moun- 
tam, and wild thmgs won’t grow there any more. So when the wmd will 
blow this way, and bring seed, it’ll be the seed of good grain, and we won’t 
have to tear it out.’ But she didn’t give in so easily, the old woman. She 
says: ‘I wish I could tear you up by the roots, the way I’m tearing these 
weeds up.’ But I knew she was half won over; that’s why she talked that 
way. 

“No, after that I wasn’t afraid any more. The land got her. There’s 
something in the land that gets everyone. It pulls you. And why? I’ll tell 
you why. You come here m the beginning, and it’s a howling wilderness. 
No people, no friends, no house, no water. Nothing! And you want to run 
away! You feel you won’t be able to stand it twenty-four hours. But if you 
hold on, till the first things grow in your garden, and you’ve got the first 
loaf from your own fields, then you’ll never want to leave. All land is like 
that. And this land of ours, the Holy Land, more than any other land in 
the world. Think of all the history m it, think of all the blood that’s gone 
into It— think of — ’’ 

Reb Noah was becoming rhetorical, and that was a pity. So I inter- 
rupted him: 

“And how do you get along with the Arabs, Reb Noah? They say, back 
there in Ekatennoslav — ’’ 

He interrupted me in turn. 

“How do I get along with my neighbors? Why, perfectly. Best of 
friends. When 1 came out here the young fellows in the neighboring colony 
said to me: ‘Reb Noah, you’ve got to get yourself a revolver and a knife. If 
you go without them, the Arabs will find you in the middle of the field, 
unhitch the horses, and drive them off, leaving you there with the plough.’ 
And what did I answer? ‘My lads,’ I said, Tm not afraid of your Arabs. 
Sec this Turkish fez? That’s my revolver. And see my little boy Solomon 
here? That’s my knife.’ Because the first thing I did when I got to the Holy 
Land was to buy myself a fez. ‘That’ll show them,’ I said, ‘that I’m a S^ite, 
just like them.’ I went out mto the field, ploughing, and my fez was on my 
head and my little boy by my side. I’d hke to see the Arab who’d attack a 
father when his six-year-old boy is along with him. There is no such Arab; 
because the Arabs are Semites, and Semites are merciful. I’ll tell you what 
happened once. I was out there” — he pointed to the furthest end of the 
field— -“I was ’way out there, one day, under the hill. I was ploughing with 
my little Solomon, when along comes an Arab on a horse— an Arab with 



SHOLBM ASCH 


i6x 

a gun on his shoulder and a syrord by his side. When he drew alongside 
I passed my hand over my forehead and my breast, which is the way they 
greet each other here, and I said: "Ni habi\ said’ which means, ‘Let your 
day be beautiful’ And he passed his hand over forehead and breast and 
answered, 'Tahbadni^,' which means, ‘Let your morning be fresh.’ 

“Because as soon as I came out here 1 learned to say ‘Good morning’ in 
Arabic. I’d like to see the murderer who’s going to attack you after you’ve 
said ‘Good morning’ to him. Especially a Semite. Well, the Arab on the 
horse points to the httle boy, and asks me in Arabic whose he is. So I press 
little ^lomon to my heart, to show he’s mine. Then the Arab gets off his 
horse and begins to finger my plough, because, he’d never seen one like it 
before, his people still using wooden ploughs, like our ancestors ages ago. 
Then I touch the plough, and I point ’way over the hills, to show that in the 
place I come from they use iron ploughs. So he shrugs his shoulders, and 
smiles, and nods. And now, seeing we were good friends, I say to him, ‘You, 
me, ttchim, brothers, Semites’; and he smiles again, showing all his teeth, 
and bows, and says ‘Hawadjt’ which is their word for 'gospodtn,' or mister. 
Then he ]umps on his horse and rides away. So I ask you, do I need a 
revolver, or a knife?” 

I stared at Reb Noah, not knowing what to say now. And he, a little 
ashamed of his garrulity, said, “One more furrow, there and back,” and 
turned his horses toward the held. 

I stood watching him as he steered the plough; I watched the horses 
pullmg, the children helping. It was not too straight a furrow that he drew — 
but it was a good one, deep and even. And I could not help thinking: 

“How did this Jew find it in himself to throw away his comfortable 
business, his security, his ease, his Ekaterinoslav, and come out here into the 
wilderness? How did he throw off the habits of the city, the money curse, 
and take to guiding a plough under a blazing sun?” 

Then I remembered what Reb Noah had ]ust said. “I’ve a special gift. 
I’m gifted for Palestine.” Undoubtedly he was; how else could he have come 
through? And I reflected further: “Perhaps that gift belongs not only to 
some Jews, but to all. Perhaps the gift for Palestine slumbers in the whole 
Jewish people.” 



James Stephens 

James Stephens (1882- ) began hfe as a hdj-starved urchin in the 

streets of his native Dublin. Apparently he needed no schooling to assist 
hts Irish wit and imagination. Whether he wntes in prose or tn verse 
he IS always the poef sometimes the boisterous fun mailer, sometimes 
the tender-hearted lover of all weal{ and humble things, sometimes the 
leprechaun at point to vdmsh. “The Coolin" or "darling" is a re-creation 
of an old Irish poem. 


THE COOLIN 

Come with me, under my coat, 

And we will drink our fill 
Of the milk of the white goat. 

Or wine if it be thy will; 

And we will ulk until 
Talk IS a trouble, too, 

Out on the side of the hill; 

And nothing is left to do. 

But an eye to look into an eye. 

And a hand in a hand to slip. 

And a sigh to answer a sigh, 

And a lip to find out a lip. 

What if the night be black 
Or the air on the mountain chill. 

Where the goat lies down in her track 
And all but the fern is still! 

Stay with me, under my coat, 

And we will drink our fill 
Of the milk of the white goat 
Out on the side of the hill. 


162 



Archibald MacLeish 


Archibald MacLeish, despairing of the power which Sha^spere claimed 
for his fifty-fifth sonnet, has recourse to the apparently trivial but ac- 
tually significant for the perpetuation of a woman's beauty. 


“NOT MARBLE NOR THE GILDED MONUMENTS” 

The praisers of women in their proud and beautiful poems 
Naming the grave mouth and the hair and the eyes 
Boasted those they loved should be forever remembered 
These were lies 

The words sound but the face in the Istrian sun is forgotten 
The poet speaks but to her dead ears no more 
The sleek throat is gone — and the breast that was troubled to hsten 
Shadow from door 

Therefore I will not praise your knees nor your fine walking 
Telling you men shall remember your name as long 
As lips move or breath is spent or the iron of English 
Rings from a tongue 

I shall say you were young and your arms straight and your mouth scarlet 
I shall say you will die and none will remember you 
Your arms change and none remember the swish of your gasments 
Nor the click of your shoe 

Not with my hand’s strength not with difficult labor 

Springing the obstinate words to the bones of your breast 

And the stubborn line to your young stride and the breath to your breathing 

And the beat to your haste 

Shall I prevail on the hearts of unborn men to remember 

(What is a dead girl but a shadowy ghost 

Or a dead man’s voice but a distant and vain affirmation 

Like dream words most) 

Therefore I will not speak of the undying glory of women 
I will say you were young and straight and your skin fair 
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And you stood in the door and the sun was a shadow of leaves on your 
shoulders 

And a leaf on your hair 

1 will not speak of the famous beauty of dead women 

I will say the shape of a leaf lay once on your hair 

Till the world ends and the eyes are out and the mouths broken 

LookI It IS therel 


Edwin Arlington Robinson 

The wettings of this poet (/S69-/9J5) bear the mar\s of his Mane 
birth: in hts reticence and mtrospectiveness, m hts fondness for under- 
statement and indirection, he is the austere and tightdipped down- 
Easter. His Arthurian poems, however, are in large part exceptions to 
this statement, for they are not wanting in color, drama, and passion. 
Of the three, Merlin, Lancelot, and Tristram, the last is richest in ro- 
manticism. When Tristram appeared, in /pay, it surprised those readers 
who had l(nown Robinson only as a dexterous intellectual, but con- 
firmed the opinion of those who had recognized him as a man of com- 
prehensive genius. The following passage, which forms the end of 
Boo\ VII, relates the meeting of Tristiam and the dar\ holt at foyous 
Card, the castle whither holt has come to join her lover. 


From TRISTRAM 

. He saw dark laughter sparkling 

Out of her eyes, but only until her face 
Found his, and on his mouth a moving fire 
Told him why there was death, and what lost song 
Ulysses heard, and would have given his hands 
And friends to follow and to die for. Slowly, 

At last, the power of helplessness there was 
In all that beauty of hers that was for him. 

Breathing and burning there alone with him. 

Until It was almost a part of him. 

Suffused his passion with a tenderness 
Attesting a sealed certainty not his 
To cozen or wrench from fate, and one withheld 
In waiting mercy from oblivious eyes — 
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His eyes and hers, that over darker water. 

Where darker things than shadows would be coming. 
Saw now no more than more stars in the sky. 

He felt her throbbing softly m his arms, 

Ahd held her closer still — ^with half a fear 
Returnmg that she might not be Isolt, 

And might yet vamsh where she sat with him. 
Leaving him there alone, with only devils 
Of hell supplanting her. 


“Leave me the stars 

A little longer,” said Isolt. “In Cornwall, 

So much alone there with them as I was. 

One sees into their language and their story. 

They must be more than fire; and if the stars 
Are more than fire, what else is there for them 
T6 be than love? I found all that myself; 

For when a woman is left too much alone. 

Sooner or later she begins to think; 

And no man knows what then she may discover.” 

“Whether she be in Cornwall, or not there, 

A woman driven to thinking of the stars 
Too hard is in some danger,” he said, sighing, 

“Of being too much alone wherever she is.” 

Her face unseen, she smiled, hearing him sigh — 

So much as if all patient chivalry 

Were sighing With him. "One alone too long 

In Cornwall has to think somewhat,” she said, 

“Or one may die. One may do worse than die. 

If life that comes of love is more than death. 

Love must be more than death and life together." 

“Whether I know that life is more or not 

Than death,” he said, “I swear, with you for witness — 

You and the stars— that love is more than either.” 

I 

“If I should have to answer twice to that, 

I should not let myself be here with you 
Tonight, with all the darkness I see coming 
On land and over water.” Then she ceased. 
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And after waiting as^ one waits in vain 
For distant voices that are silent, “Tell met” 

She cried, seizing him hard and gazing at him, 
“Tell me if I should make you go away I 
I’m not myself alone now and the stars 
All tell me so.” 


He plucked her clinging hands 
From his arms gently, and said, holding them, 

“You cannot make me go away from you, 

Isolt, for I believe, with you to tell me, 

All your stars say. But never mmd what they say 
Of shadows coming. They arc always coming — 
Coming and going hke all things but one. 

Love IS the only thing that in its being 
Is what It seems to be. Glory and gold. 

And all the rest, are weak and hollow staves 
For even the poor to lean on. We know that — 

We that have been so poor while grinning hinds 
And shining wenches with all crowns to laugh at. 
Have envied us, know that. Yet while you see 
So many things written for you in starry fire. 
Somehow you fear that I may lose my vision 
Not seeing them. I shall not be losing it — 

Not even in seeing beyond where you have seen. 
Yes, I have seen your stars. You are the starsi 
You are the stars when they all sing together. 

You live, you speak, and you have not yet vanished. 
You are Isolt — or I suppose you are!” 

He was not sure of her not vanishing 
Until he felt her tears, and her warm arms 
Holding him with a sudden strength of love 
That would have choked him had it not been love. 
Each with unyielding lips refused the other 
Language unasked; and their forgotten ears 
Knew only as a murmur not remembered 
A measured sea that always on the sand 
Unseen below them, where time’s only word 
Was told in foam along a lonely shore. 

Poured slowly its unceasing sound of doom — 
Unceasing and unheard, and still unheard. 
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As with an imperceptibtie surrender 

They moved and found each other’s eyes again, 

Burning away the night between their faces. 

“Sometimes I fear that I shall fear for you 
No more,” she said; and to his ears her words 
Were shaken music. “Why should I fear for you, 

Or you for me, where noting of earth is left. 

Nothing of earth or time, that is worth fearing ? 

Sometimes I wonder if we are not like leaves 
That have been blown by some warm wind of heaven 
Far from the tree of life, still to be living 
Here between life and death.” 


“Why do those two 
Vainglorious and abysmal httle words 
Pursue you and torment your soul^” said he. 
“They are the serpents and uncertainties 
That coil and rustic tonight among your fears. 
Only because your fears have given to them 
A shape without a substance. Life and death? 

Do not believe your stars if they arc saying 
That any such words are in their language now. 
Whenever they tell you they arc made of love. 
Believe it; and forget them when they tell you 
Of this or that man’s living a thousand years. 

Why should he wish to live a thousand years? 
Whether your stars are made of love or fire. 

There is a love that will outshine the stars. 

There will be love when there are no more stars. 
Never mind what they say of darkness coming 
That may come sometime, or what else they say 
Of terrors hidden in words like life and death. 
What do they mean? Never mind what they meanl 
We have lived and we have died, and arc alone 
Where the world has no more a place for us. 

Or time a fear for us, or death . . . Isoltl” 

Her lips again had hushed him, and her name. 

As when first he had found her in his arms. 

Was all there was to say till he was saying 
Muffled and husky words that groped and faltered, 
Half silenced in a darkness of warm hair: 
"Whatever it is that brings us here tonight. 
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Never believe — never believe agam~ 

Your fear for me was more than love. Time lied. 
If he said that. When we are done with time, 
There is no time for fear. It was not fear— 

It was love’s other name. Say it was that! 

Say to me it was only one of time’s liesl 
Whatever it was — never mind what it wasl 
There will be time enough for me to die. 

Never mind death tonight. . . . Isolt! Isolt!” 


Thornton Wilder 

Thornton Wilder (i8gy- ) was bom in Madtson, Wisconsin, of New 
England stoc\. Part of hts childhood was spent tn China. He was edu- 
cated at Oberltn, Yale, Pnneeton, and the American Academy in Rome. 
For some years he was a teacher — of French at Lawrencevtlle, of Com- 
parative Literature at University of Chicago. In the novel and the drama 
he has firmly established himself on a relatively small body of wor\ 
marked by a flawless style. The Bridge of San Luis Rey, which received 
the Pulitzer Prize, was one of the most widely read novels of our time. 
Our Town, which also won the Pulitzer Prize, brings together all that 
Present Tense would say about human relationships. Here in microcosm 
IS the story of our race' birth, childhood, first love, marriage, family life, 
death, birth, childhood, first love, on and on, over and over, world with- 
out end. . . . 


OUR TOWN 

The entire play ta\es place tn Grover's Corners, N. H., 1901 to 191 ^ 

ACT ONE 

No curtain. 

No scenery. 

The audience, arriving, sees an empty stage in half-Ught. 

Presently the stage manager, hat on and pipe tn mouth, enters and be- 
gins placing a table and several chairs down stage left, and a table and chairs 
down stage right. 

"Left" and "right” are from the point of view of the actor facing the 
audience. "Up” is towards the bac\ wall. 

As the house hghts go down he has finished setting the stage and lean- 
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againtt the right proscenium pillar watches the late arrivals in the 
audience. 

When the auditorium is in complete darl{ness he speaks: 

STAGE MANAGER. This play IS called “Our Town.” It was written by Thornton 
Wilder; produced and directed by A. • . . [or: produced by A. ... ; 
directed by B. . . .]. In it you will see Miss C. . . . ; Miss D. . . . ; 
Miss E. . . . ; and Mr. F. ; Mr. G. ... ; Mr. H. . . . ; and many 
others. 

The name of the town is Grover’s Corners, New Hampshire — ^just 
across the Massachusetts hne: longitude 42 degrees 40 mmutes; latitude 
70 degrees 37 minutes. 

The First Act shows a day in our town. The day is May 7, 1901. The 
time IS ]ust before dawn. 

[A rooster crows^ 

The sky is beginnmg to show some streaks of light over in the East 
there behind our mount’m. 

The morning star always gets wonderful bright the minute before it 
has to go. 

[He stares at it for a moment, then goes up stage,] 

Well, I’d better show you how our town lies. Up here — 

[That is: parallel with the bac\ wall.] 
is Main Street. Way back there is the railway station; tracks go that 
way. Polish Town’s across the tracks and some Canuck famihes. 

[Toward the left.] 

Over there is the Congregational Church; across the street’s the Pres- 
byterian. 

Methodist and Unitarian are over there. 

Baptist IS down in the holla’ by the river. 

Catholic Church is over beyond the tracks. 

Here’s the Town Hall and Post Office combined; jail’s in the base- 
ment. 

Bryan once made a speech from these steps here. 

Along here’s a row of stores. Hitching-posts and horse blocks m front 
of them. First automobile’s gomg to come along in about five years,— 
belonged to Banker Cartwright, our richest atizen . . . lives in the big 
white house up on the hiil. 

Here’s the grocery store and here’s Mr. Morgan’s drugstore. Most 
everybody in town manages to look into those two stores once a day. 

Public School’s over yonder. High School’s still farther over. Quarter 
of nine mornings, noontimes, and three o’clock afternoons, the hull 
town can hear the yelling and screaming from those schoolyards. 

[He approaches the table and chairs down stage right.] 
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This IS our doctor’s house, — Doc Gibbs’. This is the back door. 
[Th'o arched trelltses are pushed out, one by each proscenium pillar.] 

There’s some scenery for those who think they have to have scenery. 

There’s a garden here. Corn . . . peas . . . beans . . . hollyhocks . . . 
heliotrope . . . and a lot of burdock. 

[ Crosses the stage.] 

In those days our newspaper come out twice a week, — ^The Grover’s 
Corners Sentinel, — and this is Editor Webb’s house. 

And this IS Mrs. Webb’s garden. 

Just like Mrs. Gibbs’s, only it’s got a lot of sunflowers, too. 

Right here, — ^big butternut tree. 

{He returns to hts place by the right proscenium pillar and loo/^s at the 
audience for a minute.] 

Nice town, y’know what I mean? 

Nobody very remarkable ever come out of it, — s’far as we know. 

The earliest tombstones in the cemetery up there on the mountain say 
1670-1680— they’re Grovers and Cartwrights and Gibbses and Herseys — 
same names as are around here now. 

Well, as I said: it’s about dawn. 

The only lights on in town are in a cottage over by the tracks where 
a Polish mother’s just had twins. And in the Joe Crowell house, where 
Joe Junior’s getting up so as to deliver the paper. And in the depot, 
where Shorty Hawkms is gettin’ ready to flag the 5:45 for Boston. 

[A tram whistle is heard. The stage manager takes out his watch and nods.] 

Naturally, out m the country — all around — they’ve been lights on for 
some time, what with milkin’s and so on. But town people sleep late. 

So — another day’s begun. 

There’s Doc Gibbs comm’ down Main Street now, comm’ back from 
that baby case. And here’s his wife comm’ downstairs to get breakfast. 

Doc Gibbs died m 1930. The new hospital’s named after him. 

Mrs. Gibbs died first — long time ago m fact. She went out to visit 
her daughter, Rebecca, who married an insurance man m Canton, Ohio, 
and died there— pneumonia — but her body was brought back here. She’s 
up in the cemetery there now — ^m with a whole mess of Gibbses and 
Herseys — she was Julia Herscy ’fore she married Doc Gibbs in the Con- 
gregational Church over there. 

In our town we like to know the facts about everybody. 

— That’s Doc Gibbs. 

And there comes Joe Crowell, Jr., delivering Mr. Webb’s Sentinel. 
[dr. GIBBS has been coming along Main Street from the left. At the point 
where he would turn to approach his house, he stops, sets down his — 
imaginary— black bag, takes off his hat, and rubs his face with fatigue, 
using an enormous handkerchief. 
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[MRS. GIBBS has entered her 1(itchen, gone through the motions of putting 
wood tnto a stove, lighting it, and preparing breahiast, 

[Suddenly, jot, croweix, jr., starts down Main Street from the right, hurl- 
ing imaginary newspapers tnto doorways.] 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Momuig, Doc Gibbs. 

DR. GIBBS. Morning, Joe. 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Somcbody been sick. Doc? 

DR. GIBBS. No. Just somc twins born over in Polish Town. 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Do you want your paper now? 

DR. GIBBS. Yes, I'll take it. — ^Anything serious goin’ on in the world since 
Wednesday? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Yessir. My schoolteacher, Miss Foster, 's getting married 
to a fella over in Concord. 

DR. GIBBS. I declare. — ^How do you boys feel about that? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Well, of course, it’s none of my business, — but I think if 
a person starts out to be a teacher, she ought to stay one. 

DR. GIBBS. How’s your knee, Joe? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Fine, Doc, I never think about it at all. Only hke you 
said, it always tells me when it’s going to rain. 

DR. GIBBS. What’s It telling you today? Coin’ to ram? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. No, sir. 

DR. GIBBS. Sure? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. Ycssir. 

DR. GIBBS. Knee ever make a mistake? 

JOE CROWELL, JR. No, Sir. (joE gocs off. DR. GIBBS Stands reading his paper.) 

STAGE MANAGER. Hcrc comcs Howic Ncwsomc delivering the milk. 

[howie NEWSOME comcs along Mam Street, passes dr. gibbs, comes down 
the center of the stage, leaves some bottles at mrs. webb’s bac\ door, and 
crosses the stage to mrs. gibbs’s.] 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Git-ap, Bessic. What’s the matter with you ?— Morning, 
Doc. 

DR. GIBBS. Morning, Howie. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Somebody sick? 

DR. GIBBS. Pair of twins over to Mrs. Goruslawski’s. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Twins, eh? This town’s gettin’ bigger every year. 

DR. GIBBS. Going to ram, Howie? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. No, no. Finc day — that’ll burn through. Come on, Bessie. 

DR. GIBBS. Hello, Bessie. (He strokes her.) How old is she, Howie? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Going on seventeen. Bessie s all mixed up about the route 
ever since the Lockharts stopped takin’ their quart of milk every day. 
She wants to leave ’em a quart just the same— keeps scolding me the hull 
trip. (He reaches mrs. gibbs’s back door. She is waiting for him.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Good moming, Howie. 
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HOWIE NEWSOME. Moming, Mrs. Gibbs. Doc’s just coinin’ down the street. 

MRS. GIBBS. Is he? Seems like you’re kte today? 

• HOWIE NEWSOME. Ycs. Somep’n went wrong with the separator. Don’t know 
what ’twas. {He goes bac\ to Main Street, cluc\s for Bessie and goes 
off right.) 

[dr. GIBBS reaches hts home and goes in.] 

MRS. GIBBS. Everything all right ^ 

DR. GIBBS. Yes. I declare — easy as kittens. 

MRS. GIBBS. Bacon’ll be ready in a mmute. Set down and drink your coffee. 
Child-r»n/ Child-run/ Time to get up. — George! Rebecca! — ^You can 
catch a couple hours’ deep this mornmg, can’t you? 

m. GIBBS. Hm! . . . Mrs. Wentworth’s coming at eleven. Guess I know 
what it’s about, too. Her stummick ain’t what it ought to be. 

MRS. GIBBS. All told, you won’t get more’n three hours’ sleep. Frank Gibbs, 
I don’t know what’s goin’ to become of you. I do wish I could get you 
to go away some place and take a rest. I think it would do you good. 

MRS. WEBB. Emileeee! Time to get up! Wally! Seven o’clock! 

MRS. GIBBS. I declare, you got to speak to George. Seems like something’s 
come over him lately. He’s no help to me at all. I can’t even get him 
to cut me some wood. 

DR. GIBBS. Is he sassy to you? 

MRS. GIBBS. No. He ]ust whines! All he thinks about is that baseball — George! 
Rebecca! You’ll be late for school. 

DR. GIBBS. M-m-m. . . . 

MRS. GIBBS. George! 

DR. GIBBS. George, look sharp! 

George’s voice. Yes, Pal 

DR. GIBBS (as he goes off the stage). Don’t you hear your mother calling you? 

MRS. WEBB. Walleee! Emileeel You’ll be late for school! Walleee! You wash 
yourself good or I’ll come up and do it myself. 

REBECCA GiBBs’s VOICE. Ma! What dress shall I wear? 

MRS. GIBBS. Don’t make a noise. Your father’s been out all night and needs 
his sleep. I washed and ironed the blue gingham for you special. 

REBEocA. Ma, I hate that dress. 

MRS. GIBBS. Oh, hush-upwith-you. 

REBECCA. Every day I go to school dressed like a sick turkey. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Rebecca, don’t be impossible. You always look very nice. 

REBECCA. Mama, George’s throwing soap at me. 

MRS. aBBS. I’ll come up and slap the both of you, — ^that’s what I’ll do. 

[A factory whistle sounds. 

\The children enter and take their places at the breakfast tables: emily and 

WALLY WEBB; GEORGE and REBECCA G1BBS.J 
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STAGE MANAGER. Wc’vc got R factofy in OUT towQ too, — hear it? Makes 
blankets. Cartwrights own it and it brung 'em a fortune. 

MRS. WEBB. Children I Now I won’t have it. Breakfast is just as good as any 
other meal and I won’t have you gobbling hke wolves. It’ll stunt your 
growth, — that’s a fact. Put away your book, Wally. 

WALLY. Aw, Ma! 

MRS. WEBB. You know the rule’s well as I do — no books at table. As for 
me, I’d rather have my children healthy than bright. 

EMILY. I’m both, Mama: you know I am. I’m the brightest girl in school 
for my age. I have a wonderful memory. 

MRS. WEBB. Eat your breakfast. 

WALLY. I’m bright, too, when I’m looking at my stamp collection. 

MRS. GIBBS, ni speak to your father about it when he’s rested. Seems to me 
twenty-five cents a week’s enough for a boy your age. I declare I don’t 
know how you spend it all. 

GEORGE. Aw, Ma, — I gotta lotta things to buy. 

MRS. GIBBS. Strawberry phosphates — ^that’s what you spend it on. 

GEORGE. I don’t see how Rebecca comes to have so much money. She has 
more’n a dollar. 

REBECCA (spoon tn mouth, dreamily). I’ve been saving it up gradual. 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, dear, I think it’s a good thing every now and then to spend 
some. 

REBECCA. Mama, do you know what I love most in the world— do you? — 
Money. 

MRS. GIBBS. Eat your breakfast. 

[The school Ml is heard.) 

THE CHILDREN. Mama, there’s first bell. — I gotta hurry . — I don’t want any 
more. 

MRS. WEBB. Walk fast, but you don’t have to run. Wally, pull up your pants 
at the knee. Stand up straight, Emily. 

MRS. GIBBS. Tell Miss Foster I send her my best congratulations — can you 
remember that? 

REBECCA. Yes, Ma. 

MRS. GIBBS. You look Teal nice, Rebecca. Pick up your feet. 

ALL. Good-by. 

[The children from the two houses join at the center of the stage and go up 
to Main Street, then off left. 

[mrs. GIBBS fills her apron with food for the chickens and comes down to 
the footlights.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Here, chick, chick, chick. 

No, go away, you. Go away. 

Here, chick, chick, chick. 
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What’s the matter with you? Fight, fight, fight,— that’s all you do. 

Hm . . . you don’t belong to me. Where’d you come from? 

{She shades her apron.) Oh, don’t be so scared. Nobody’s going to hurt 
you. 

[mrs. WEBB IS sitting by her trellis, stringing beans\ 

MRS. GIBBS. Good moming, Myrtle. How’s your cold? 

MRS. WEBB. Well, it’s better; but I told Charles I didn’t know as I’d go to 
choir practice tonight. Wouldn’t be any use. 

MRS. GIBBS. Just the Same, you come to choir practice. Myrtle, and try it. 

MRS. WEBB. Well, if I don’t 'feiel any worse than I do now I probably will. 
While I’m resting myself I thought I’d string some of these beans. 

MRS. GIBBS {rolling up her sleeves as she crosses the stage for a chat). Let 
me help you. Beans have been good this year. 

MRS. WEBB. I’ve decided to put up forty quarts if it kills me. The children 
say they hate ’em but I notice they’re able to get ’em down all winter. 
(Pause.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Myrtle. I’ve got to tell you something, because if I don’t 
tell somebody I’ll burst. 

MRS. WEBB. Why, Julia Gibbs! 

MRS. GIBBS. Here, give me some more of those beans. Myrtle, did one of those 
second-hand furniture men from Boston come to sec you last Friday? 

MRS. WEBB. No-O. 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, he called on me. First I thought he was a patient wantin’ 
to see Dr. Gibbs. ’N he wormed his way into my parlor, and, Myrtle 
Webb, he offered me three hundred and fifty dollars for Grandmother 
Wentworth’s highboy, as I’m sittmg here! 

MRS. WEBB. Why, Julia Gibbs! 

MRS. GIBBS. He did! That old thing! Why, it was so big I didn’t know 
where to put it and I almost give it to Cousin Hester Wilcox. 

MRS. WEBB. Well, you’re going to take it, aren’t you ? 

MRS. GIBBS. I don’t know. 

MRS. WEBB. You don’t know— three hundred and fifty dollars. What’s come 
over you ? 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, if I could get the Doctor to take the money and go away 
some place on a real trip I’d sell it hke that. — ^Myrtle, ever since I was 
that high I’ve had the thought that I’d like to see Pans, France. I sup- 
pose I'm crazy. 

MRS. WEBB. Oh, I know what you mean. — How docs the Doctor feel about it ? 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, I did beat about the bush a little and said that if 1 got a 
legacy — ^that’s the way I put it— I’d make him take me somewhere. 

MRS. WEBB. M-m-m. . . . What did he say? 

MRS. GIBBS. You know how he is. I haven’t heard a serious word out of him, 
ever since I’ve known him. No, he said, it might make him discon- 
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tented with Grover’s Corners to go traipsin’ about Europe; better let 
well enough alone, he says. Every two years he makes a trip to the bat- 
defields of the Civil War and that’s enough treat for anybody, he says. 

MSS. WEBB. Well, Mr. Webb just admtres the way Doctor Gibbs knows 
everything about the Civil War. Mr. Webb’s a good mind to give up 
Napoleon and move over to the Civil War, only Doctor Gibbs bemg 
one of the greatest experts in the country just makes him despair. 

MRS. GIBBS. It’s a factl Doctor Gibbs is never so happy as when he’s at An- 
tietam or Gettysburg. The times I’ve walked over those hills. Myrtle, 
stopping at every bush and pacing it all out, like we was going to buy it. 

MRS. WEBB. Well, if that second-hand man’s really serious about buyin’ it, 
Julia, you sell it. And then you’ll get to see Pans, all right. 

MRS. GIBBS. Oh, I’m sorry I mentioned it. Only it seems to me that once in 
your life before you die you ought to see a country where they don’t 
talk and think in English and don’t even want to. 

[TAe STAGE MANAGER rctums to the center of the stage.] 

STAGE MANAGER. That’ll do. That’ll do. Thank you very much, ladies. 

[mrs. GIBBS and mrs. webb gather up thetr things, return into their homes 
and disappear.] 

Now we’re going to skip a few hours in the day at Grover’s Corners. 

But before we go on I want you to know some more things about 
the town, — all kinds of things. 

So I’ve asked Prof. Willard of our State University to come down 
here and sketch in a few details of our past history, — ^kind of scientific 
account, you might say. 

Is Prof. Willard here? 

[prof. WILLARD, <2 rural savant, pince-nez on a wide satin ribbon, enters from 
the right with some notes in his hand.] 

May I introduce Prof. Willard of our University. 

A few brief notes, thank you. Professor,— unfortunately our time is 
hmited. 

PROF. WILLARD. Grovcr’s Corners ... let me sec . . . Grover’s Corners lies 
on the old Archaeozoic granite of the Appalachian range. I may say it’s 
some of the oldest land in the world. We’re very proud of that. A shelf 
of Devonian basalt crosses it with vestiges of Mesozoic shale, and some 
sandstone outcroppmgs; but that’s all more recent: two hundred, three 
hundred million years old. 

Some highly interesting fossils have been found. ... I may say: 
unique fossils . . . two miles out of town, in Silas Peckham’s cow pas- 
ture. They can be seen at the museum in our University at any time. 
Did you wish the meteorological conditions? 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you. We would. 
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STAGE MANAGER. All rightl All fight! Thank you, everybody. 

[mr. WEBB retires^ 

We’ll go back to the town now. It’s middle of the afternoon. All 2,642 
have had their dinners and all the dishes have been washed. 

There’s an early afternoon calm in our town: a huzzin’ and a hum- 
min’ from the school buildings; only a few buggies on Main Street — 
the horses dozing at the hitching-posts; you all remember what it’s like. 
Doc Gibbs IS in his office, tapping people and making them say “ah.” 
Mr. Webb’s cuttin’ his lawn over there; one man in tea dunks it’s a 
privilege to push his own lawn mower. 

No, sir. It’s later than I thought. There are the children coming home 
from school already. 

[emily WEBB comes sedately down Main Street carrying some school books. 
There are some signs that she is imagining herself to be a lady of strik- 
ing elegance. 

{Her father's movements to and fro with the lawn mower bring him into 
her vicinity.} 

EMILY. I can’t, Lois. I’ve got to go home and help my mother. I promised, 

MR. WEBB. Emily, walk siniply. Who do you think you are today ? 

EMILY. Papa, you’re terrible. Oii? minute you tell me to stand up straight 
and the next minute you call mC names. I just don’t listen to you. {She 
gives him an abrupt ktss.) 

MR. WEBB. Golly, I never got a kiss from sPeh a great lady before. {He goes 
out of sight. EMILY leans over and picks\^°^^ flowers by the gate of her 
house. GEORGE GIBBS comes careening dowH^ Mam Street. He is throwing 
a ball up to dizzying heights, and waiting catch it again. T his some- 
times requires his taking six steps backwai^^ 

GEORGE. Excuse me, Mrs. Forrest. 

STAGE MANAGER {as MRS. forrest) . Go out and playX m the fields, young man. 
You got no business playing baseball on Mainl Street. 

GEORGE. Awfully sorry, Mrs. Forrest. — Hello, Emilyl 

EMILY. H’lo. 

GEORGE. You made a fine speech in class. 

EMILY. Well ... I was really ready to make a spelb*"^ about the Monroe 
Doctrine, but at the last minute Miss Corcoran 17 about the 

Louisiana Purchase instead. I worked an awfi / ^°ng time on both of 
them. I 

GEORGE. Gee, It’s funny, Emily. From my \ ^idow li ’ there I can just sec 
your head nights when you’re doing yoi/tRiomt./ over in your room. 

EMILY. Why, can you.? ' 

GEORGE. You certainly do stick to it, Emily. I don’t t 
that long. I guess you like school. | 

EMILY. Well, I always feel it’s something you have to j through. 
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GEORGE. Yeah. 

EMILY. I don’t mind it really. It passes the time. 

GEORGE. Yeah.— Emily, what do you think? We might work out a kinda 
telegraph from there to there; and once in a while you could give me 
a kinda hint or two about one of those Algebra problems. I don’t mean 
the answers, Emily, of course not . . . just some little hint. . . . 

EMILY. Oh, I think hints are allowed. — So-ah — ^if you get stuck, George, you 
whistle to me; and I’ll give you some hints. 

GEORGE. Emily, you’re just naturally bright, I guess. 

EMILY. I figure that it’s just the way a person’s born. 

GEORGE. Yeah. But, you see, I want to be a farmer, and my Uncle Luke says 
whenever I’m ready I can come over and work on his farm and if I’m 
any good I can just gradually have it. 

EMILY. You mean the house and everything? 

[Enter mrs. webb.] 

GEORGE. Yeah. Well, thanks ... I better be getting out to the baseball field. 
Thanks for the talk, Emily. — Good afternoon, Mrs. Webb. 

MRS. WEBB. Good aftcmooD, George. 

GEORGE. So-long, Emily. 

EMILY. So-long, George. 

MRS. WEBB. Emily, come and help me string these beans for the winter. 
George Gibbs let himself have a real conversation, didn’t he ? Why, he’s 
growing up. How old would George be? 

EMILY. I don’t know. 

MRS. WEBB. Let’s see. He must be almost sixteen. 

EMILY. Mama, I made a speech in class today and I was very good. 

MRS. WEBB You must rccite it to your father at supper. What was it about.? 

EMILY. The Louisiana Purchase. It was like silk off a spool. I’m going to 
make speeches all my life. — Mama, are these big enough.? 

MRS. WEBB. Try and get them a little bigger if you can. 

EMILY. Mama, will you answer me a question, serious? 

MRS. WEBB. Seriously, dear — not serious. 

EMILY. Seriously, — will you ? 

MRS. WEBB. Of course, I will. 

EMILY. Mama, am I good-looking? 

MRS. WEBB. Yes, of coursc you arc. All my children have got good features; 
I’d be ashamed if they hadn’t. 

EMILY. Oh, Mama, that’s not what I mean. What I mean is: Am I pretty? 

MRS. WEBB. I’ve already told you, yes. Now that’s enough of that. You have 
a nice young pretty face. I never heard of such foolishness. 

EMILY. Oh, Mama, you never tell us the truth about anything. 

MRS. WEBB. I am telling you the truth. 

EMILY. Mama, were you pretty? 
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MRS. WEBB. Yes, I was, if I do say it. I was the prettiest girl in town next 
to Mamie Cartwright. 

EMILY. But, Mama, you’ve got to say something about me. Am I pretty 
enough ... to get anybody ... to get people interested in me? 

MRS. WEBB. Emily, you make me tired. Now stop it. You’re pretty enough 
for ail normal purposes. Come along now and bring that bowl with you. 

EMILY. Oh, Mama, you’re no help at ail. 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you. Thank you! That’ll do. We’ll have to interrupt 
again here. Thank you, Mrs. Webb; thank you, Emily. 

[mrs. WEBB and emily withdraw.^ 

There are some more thmgs we’ve got to explore about this town. 

This time we’re going to go about it in another way: we’re going to 
look back on it from the future. I’m not going to tell you what became 
of these two families we’re seeing most of, because the rest of the play 
will tell you about them. 

But take some of these others: 

Take Joe Crowell, Jr.: 

Joe was a very bright fellow. He graduated with honors and got a 
scholarship to Boston Tech., — M.I.T., that is. But the War broke out 
and Joe died in France. All that education for nothing. 

Howie Newsome’s still delivering milk at Grover’s Corners. He’s an 
old man now, has a lot of help, but he still delivers it himself. Says he 
gets the feel of the town that way. Carries all the accounts in his head; 
never has to write down a word. 

Mr. Morgan’s drugstore ain’t the same, — ^it’s all citiAed. Mr. Morgan 
retired and went out to live m San Diego, California, where his 
daughter married a real estate man, name of Kerby. Mr. Morgan died 
there in 1935 and was buried in a lot of palm trees. Kinda lost his re- 
ligion at the end and took up New Thought or something. They read 
some new-fangled poetry over him and cre-mated him. The New 
Hampshire in him sort of broke down in him in that climate, seems 
like. 

'The Cartwrights got richer and richer. The house is closed most of 
the year. They’re off eating big dinners in hotels now,— -in Virginia Hot 
Springs and Miami Beach. They say the winters are cold here. I see 
where they’ve become ’Piscopahans. 

The Cartwright interests have just begun building a new bank in 
Grover’s Corners— had to go to Vermont for the marble, sorry to say. 
And they’ve asked a friend of mine what they should put in the cor- 
nerstone for people to dig up a thousand years from now. Of course, 
they’ve put m a copy of the New York Times and a copy of Mr. Webb’s 
Sentinel. We’re kind of interested m this because some scientific fellas 
have found a way of paintuig all that reading matter with a kind of 
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glue— silicate glue— that’ll make it keep a thousand— two thousand 
years. 

We’re putting in a Bible . . . and the Qinstitution of the United 
States and a copy of William Shakespeare’s plays. What do you say, 
folks? What do you think? 

Y’know — Babylon once had two million people in it, and all we know 
about ’em is the names of the kmgs and some copies of wheat contracts 
and . . . the sales of slaves. Yes, every night all those famihes sat down 
to supper, and the father came home from his work, and the smoke 
went up the chimney, — same as here. And even m Greece and Rome, 
all we know about the real hfe of the people is what we can piece to- 
gether out of the joking poems and the comedies they wrote for the 
theater back then. So I’m going to have a copy of this play put in the 
cornerstone and the people a thousand years from now’ll know a few 
simple facts about us— more than the Treaty of Versailles and the Lind- 
bergh flight. 

See what I mean? 

Well, people a thousand years from now— this is the way we were in 
the provinces north of New York at the beginning of the Twentieth 
Century, — ^this is the way we were in our growing-up, in our marrying, 
in our living, and in our dying. 

Now we’ll return to our day in Grover’s Corners. 

A lot of time has gone by. It’s evening. You can hear choir practice 
going on in the Congregational Church. All the children are at home 
doing their school work. The day is running down like a tired clock. 

[A choir partially concealed in the orchestra pit has begun singing, “Blessed 
be the tie that binds." simon stimson stands directing them. 

[Two ladders have been pushed on to the stage; they serve as indication of 
the second story in the Gibbs and Webb houses. gec»ige and emily 
mount them, and apply themselves to their school worl(, 

[dr. GIBBS has entered and is seated in his h}tchen reading.] 

SIMON STIMSON. Now look hcrc, everybody. Music come into the world to 
give pleasure. — Softer 1 Softer* Get it out of ^our heads that music’s 
only good when it’s loud. You leave loudness to the Methodists. You 
couldn’t beat ’em, even if you wanted to. Now agam. Tenors! 

GEORGE. Hssst! Emily! 

EMILY. Hello. 

GEORGE. Hello! 

EMILY. I can’t work at all. The moonlight’s so terrible. 

GEORGE. Emily, did you get the third problem? 

EMILY. Which? 

GEORGE. The third? 

EMILY. Why, yes, George— that’s the easiest of them all. 
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GEORGE. I don’t see it. Emily; can you give me a hint? 

EMn.Y. I’ll tell you one thing: the answer’s in yards. 

GEORGE. I ! I In yards? How do you mean? 

EMILY. In square yards. 

GECAGE. Oh ... in square yards. 

EMILY. Yes, George, don’t you sec? 

GEORGE. Yeah. 

EMILY. In square yards of wallpaper. 

GEORGE. Wallpaper, — oh, I see. Thanks a lot, Emily. 

EMILY. You’re welcome. My, isn’t the moonlight terrible? And choir prac- 
tice going on. — ^I think if you hold your breath you can hear the tram 
all the way to Contookuck. Hear it? 

GEORGE. M-m-m — What do you know* 

EMILY. Well, I guess I better go back and try to work. 

GEORGE. Good night, Emily. And thanks. 

EMILY. Good night, George. 

SIMON sTiMsoN. Before I forget it: How many of you will be able to come 
in Tuesday afternoon and sing at Fred Hersey’s wedding, — show your 
hands. That’ll be fine; that’ll be right nice. We’ll do the same music 
we did for Jane Trowbridge’s last month. 

—Now we’ll do: “Art thou weary; art thou languid?” It’s a question, 
ladies and gentlemen, make it talk. Ready. 

DR. GIBBS. Oh, George, can you come down a minute? 

GEORGE. Yes, Pa. (He descends the ladder.) 

DR. GIBBS. Make yourself comfortable, George; I’ll only keep you a minute. 
George, how old are you? 

GEORGE. I? I’m sixteen, almost seventeen. 

DR. GIBBS. What do you want to do after school’s over? 

GEORGE. Why, you know. Pa, I want to be a farmer on Uncle Luke’s farm. 

DR. GIBBS. You’ll be willing, will you, to get up early and milk and feed the 
stock . . . and you’ll be able to hoe and hay all day? 

GEORGE. Sure, I will. What are you . . . what do you mean. Pa ? 

OR. GIBBS. Well, George, while I was in my office today I heard a funny 
sound . . . and what do you think it was? It was your mother chop- 
ping wood. There you see your mother — ^getting up early; cookmg 
meals all day long; washing and ironing; — and still she has to go out 
in the back yard and chop wood. I suppose she just got tired of askmg 
you. She just gave up and decided it was easier to do it herself. And 
you eat her meals, and put on the clothes she keeps nice for you, and 
you run off and play baseball, — ^like she’s some hired girl we keep 
around the house but that we don’t like very much. Well, I knew all 
I had to do was call your attention to it. Here’s a handkerchief, son. 
George, I’ve decided to raise your spendmg money twenty-five cents a 
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week. Not, of course^ for chopping wood for your mother, because 
that’s a present you give her, but because you’re getting older — and I 
imagine there are lots of things you must ^d to do with it. 

GEORGE. Thanks, Pa. 

DR. GIBBS. Let’s see — tomorrow’s pay day. You can count on it — Hmm. Prob- 
ably Rebccca’ll feel she ought to have some more too. Wonder what 
could have happened to your mother. Choir practice never was as late 
as this before. 

GECHiGE. It’s only half-past eight. Pa. 

DR. GIBBS. I don’t know why she’s in that old choir. She hasn’t any more 
voice than an old crow. . . . Traipsin’ around the streets at this hour 
of the night. . . . Just about time you retired, don’t you think ? 

GEORGE. Yes, Pa. (george mounts to his place on the ladder.) 

[Laughter and good nights can be heard on stage left and presently mrs. 
GIBBS, MRS. soAMEs Sind MRS. WEBB come down Main Street. When they 
arrive at the center of the stage they stop.] 

MRS. SOAMES. Good night, Martha. Good night, Mr. Foster. 

MRS. WEBB. I’ll tell Mr. Webb; I l{^notv he’ll want to put it in the paper. 

MRS. GIBBS. My, It’s late* 

MRS. SOAMES. Good night, Irma. 

MRS. GIBBS. Real nice choir practice, wa’n’t it? Myrtle Webb! Look at that 
moon, will you* Tsk-tsk-tsk. Potato weather, for sure. 

MRS. SOAMES. Naturally I didn’t want to say a word about it in front of 
those others, but now we’re alone — ^really, it’s the worst scandal that 
ever was in this town* 

MRS. GIBBS. What? 

MRS SOAMES. Simon Stimsonl 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Louellal 

MRS. SOAMES. But, Julia* To have the organist of a church drink, and drunk 
year after year. You know he was drunk tonight. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Louella! We all know about Mr. Stimson, and we all 
know about the troubles he’s been through, and Dr. Ferguson knows 
too, and if Dr. Ferguson keeps him on there in his job the only thmg 
the rest of us can do is just not to notice it. 

MRS. SOAMES. Not to notice it I But it’s getting worse. 

MRS. WEBB. No, It isn’t, Louella. It’s getting better. I’ve been in that choir 
twice as long as you have. It doesn’t happen anywhere near so often. 

. . . My, I hate to go to bed on a night like this. — I better hurry. Those, 
children’ll be sitting up till all hours. Good night, Louella. {She hurries 
down stage, enters her house and disappears.) 

MRS. GIBBS. Can you get home safe, Louella? 

MRS. SOAMES. It’s as bright as day. I can sec Mr. Soames scowling at the 
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window now. You’d think we’d been to a dance the way the menfolk 
carry on. 

[Repeated good nights, mrs. gibbs arrives at her hotne.'\ 

MBS. GIBBS. Well, we had a real good tune. 

DR. GIBBS. You’re late enough. 

MRS. GIBBS. Why, Frank, it ain’t any later’n usual. 

DR. GIBBS. And you stopping at the corner to gossip with a lot of hens. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, Frank, don’t be grouchy. Come out and smell my helio- 
trope in the moonlight. (They stroll out arm tn arm along the foot- 
lights.) Isn’t that wonderful? What did you do all the time I was away ^ 

DR. GIBBS. Oh, I read— as usual. What were the girls gossiping about tonight? 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, believe me, Frank— there is something to gossip about. 

iHt. GIBBS. HmmI Simon Stunson far gone, was he? 

MRS. GIBBS. Worst I’ve ever seen him. How’ll that end, Frank? Dr. Fer- 
guson can’t forgive him forever. 

DR. GIBBS. I guess I know more about Simon Stimson’s affairs than anybody 
in this town. Some people ain’t made for small town life. I don’t know 
how that’ll end; but there’s nothmg we can do but ]ust leave it alone. 
Come, get in. 

MRS. GIBBS. No, not ycc. . . . Oh, Frank, I’m worried about you. 

DR. GIBBS. What arc you worried about? 

MRS. GIBBS. I think It’s my duty to make plans for you to get a real rest and 
change. And if I get that legacy, well, I’m going to insist on it. 

DR. GIBBS. Now, Julia, thcrc’s no sense in going over that again. 

MRS. GIBBS. Frank, you’re just unreasonable! 

IHt. GIBBS. Come on, Julia, it’s getting late. First thing you know you’ll catch 
cold. I gave George a piece of my mind tonight. I reckon you’ll have 
your wood chopped for a while anyway. No, no, start getting upstairs. 

MRS. GIBBS. Oh, dear. Thcrc’s always so many things to pick up, seems like. 
You know, Frank, Mrs. Fairchild always locks her front door every 
night. All those people up that part town do. 

DR. oiBBS. They’re all getting citified, that’s the trouble with them. They 
haven’t got nothing fit to burgle and everybody knows it. 

[They disappear. 

[REBECCA climbs Up the ladder beside george.] 

GEORGE. Get out, Rebecca. There’s only room for one at this window. You’re 
always spoiling everything. 

REBECCA. Well, let me look just a minute. 

GEORGE. Use your own window. 

REBECCA. I did; but there’s no moon there. . . . George, do you know what 
I think, do you? I think maybe the moon’s getting nearer and nearer 
and there’ll be a big ’splosion. 



THORHTON WILDER 


185 

GEORGE. Rebecca, you don’t know anything.’ If the moon were getting nearer, 
the guys that sit up all night wi^ telescopes would see it first and they’d 
tell about it, and it’d be in all the newspapers. 

REBECCA. George, is the moon shining on South America, Canada and half 
the whole world? 

GEORGE. Well — ^prob’ly is. 

\The STAGE MANAGER StTOlls On.] 

STAGE MANAGER. Nine-thirty. Most of the lights are out. No, there’s Constable 
Warren trying a few doors on Main Street. And here comes Editor 
Webb, after putting his newspaper to bed. 

MR. WEBB. Good evening. Bill. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. Evenin’, Mr. Webb. 

MR. WEBB. Quite a moon I 

CONSTABLE WARREN. Ycp. 

MR. WEBB. All quiet tonight? 

CONSTABLE WARREN. Simon Stimson is rollin’ around a little. Just saw his wife 
movin’ out to hunt for him so I looked the other way — ^thcre he is now. 

[simon stimson comes down Main Street from the left, only a trace of un- 
steadiness in hts walt{.\ 

MR. WEBB. Good evening, Simon. . . . Town seems to have settled down 
for the night pretty well. . . . 

[simon stimson comes up to him and pauses a moment.] 

Good evening. . . . Yes, most of the town’s settled down for the 
night, Simon. ... I guess we better do the same. Can I walk along 
a ways with you? 

[simon stimson continues on his way without a word and disappears at 
the right.] 

Good night. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. I don’t know how that's goin’ to end, Mr. Webb. 

MR. WEBB. Well, he’s seen a peck of trouble, one thing after another. . . . 
Oh, Bill ... if you see my boy smoking cigarettes, just give him a 
word, will you? He thinks a lot of you, Bill. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. I don’t thiuk he smokes no cigarettes, Mr. Webb. Least- 
ways, not more’n two or three a year. He don’t belong to that crowd 
that hangs out down by the gully. 

MR. WEBB. Hm. ... I hope not.— Well, good night. Bill. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. Good night, Mr. Webb. {Exit.) 

MR. WEBB. Who’s that up there? Is that you. Myrtle? 

EMiLT. No, it’s me, Papa. 

MR. WEBB. Why aren’t you in bed? 

EMILY. I don’t know. I just can’t sleep yet, Papa. The moonlight’s so won- 
derful. And the smell of Mrs. Gibbs’s heliotrope. Can you smell it? 
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MR. WEBB. Hm. . . . Yes. Haven’t any troubles on your mind, have you, 
Emily? 

EMILY. Troubles, Papa. No. 

MR. WEBB. Well, enjoy yourself, but don’t let your mother catch you. Good 
night, Emily. 

EMILY. Good night, Papa. 

[mr. WEBB crosses into the house, whtstlmg “Blessed Be the Tte that Binds" 
and disappears.^ 

REBECCA. I never told you about that letter Jane Crofut got from her min- 
ister when she was sick. The mmister of her church in the town she 
was in before she came here. He wrote Jane a letter and on the 
envelope the address was like this: It said: Jane Crofut; The Crofut 
Farm; Grover’s Corners; Sutton County; New Hampshire; United 
States of America. 

GEORGE. What’s funny about that? 

REBECCA. But listen, it’s not finished: the United States of America; Conti- 
nent of North America; Western Hemisphere; the Earth; the Solar 
System; the Universe; the Mind of God, — that’s what it said on the 
envelope. 

GEORGE. What do you know! 

REBECCA. And the postman brought it just the same. 

GEORGE. What do you knowl 

STAGE MANAGER. That’s thc end of the First Act, friends. You can go and 
smoke now, those that smoke 

ACT TWO 

The tables and chairs of the two hitchens are still on the stage. 

The ladders have been withdrawn. 

The STAGE MANAGER hos bccn at his accustomed place watching the 

audience return to its seats. 

STAGE manager. Three years have gone by. 

Yes, the sun’s come up over a thousand times. 

Summers and winters have cracked the mountains a little bit more 
and the rams have brought down some of the dirt. 

Some babies that weren’t even born before have begun talking 
regular sentences already; and a number of people who thought they 
were right young and spry have noticed that they can’t bound up a 
flight of stairs like they used to, without their heart fluttering a little. 

Some older sons are sittmg at the head of the table, and some people 
I know arc having their meat cut up for them. — 

All that can happen in a thousand days. 
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Nature’s been pushing and contriving in'other ways, too: a number 
of young people fell in love and got married. 

Yes, the mountain got bit away a few fractions of an inch; millions 
of gallons of water went by the miU; and here and there a new home 
was set up under a roof. 

Almost everybody in the world gets married, — ^you know what I 
mean ? In our town there aren’t hardly any exceptions. Most everybody 
in the world climbs into their graves married. 

The First Act was called the Daily Life. This Act is called Love and 
Marriage. There’s another Act commg after this: I reckon you can 
guess what that’s about. 

So: 

It’s three years later. It’s 1904. 

It’s July 7th, ]ust after High School Commencement. That’s the time 
most of our young people jump up and get married. Soon as they’ve 
pssed their last examinations in solid geometry and Cicero’s Orations, 
looks like they suddenly feel themselves fit to be married. 

It’s early morning. Only this time it’s been raining. It’s been pouring 
and thundering. 

Mrs. Gibbs’s garden, and Mrs. Webb’s here: drenched. 

All those bean poles and pea vines’ drenched. 

All yesterday over there on Mam Street, the ram looked like curtains 
being blown along. 

Hm ... It may begin again any minute. 

There! You can hear the 5 45 for Boston. 

And here comes Howie Newsome delivering the milk. 

And there’s Si Crowell delivering the pajiers like his brother before 
him. — ^You remember about his brother i* — all that education he’s going 
to get and that’ll be wasted. 

And there’s Mrs. Gibbs and Mrs. Webb come down to make break- 
fast, just as though it were an ordinary day. 

I don’t have to point out to the women in my audience that those 
ladies they sec before them, both those ladies cooked three meals a 
day, — one of ’em for twenty years, the other for forty, — and no summer 
vacation. They brought up two children apiece; washed; cleaned the 
house, — and never a nervous breakdown. Never thought themselves 
hard-used, either. 

It’s like what one of those Middle West poets said; You’ve got to love 
life to have life, and you’ve got to have life to love life. . . . It’s what 
they call a vicious arcle. 

[si CROWELL has entered, hurling imaginary newspapers into doorways; 

HOWIE NEWSOME hus come along Mam Street with bessie.] 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Git-ap, Bcssic. 
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81 cKowEix. Morning, Homfc. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Moming, Si.— Anything in the papers I ought to know? 

SI CROWELL. Nothing much, except we're losing idxiut the best baseball 
pitcher Grover's Corners ever had. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Reckon he was. He's been standing oS the whole of South 
New Hampshire single-handed, looks like. 

SI CROWELL. He could hit and run bases, too. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Yep. Mighty fine ball player. — Bessiel I guess I can stop 
and talk if I've a mind to! 

SI CROWELL. 1 don’t see how he could give up a thmg like that just to get 
married. Would you, Howie? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Can’t tell. Si. Never had no talent that way. 

[constable warren enters. They exchange mornings, \ 

You’re up early, Bill. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. Sccin’ if thcTe’s anything I can do to prevent a flood. 
River’s been nsin’ all night. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Si CfowcU’s all worked up here about George Gibbs’s re- 
tiring from baseball. 

CONSTABLE WARREN. Ycs, sir; that’s the way it goes. Back in ’84 we had a 
player. Si,— even George Gibbs couldn’t touch him. Name of Hank 
Todd. Went down to Maine and become a parson. Wonderful ball 
player. — ^Howie, how did the tveathcr look to you? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. No, ’tain’t bad. Thmk maybe it’ll clear up for good. 

[constable warren and si crowell continue on their way. 

[howie NEWSOME brings the mill{ first to mrs. gibbs’s house. She meets him 
by the trellis.] 

MRS. GIBBS. Good moming, Howie. Do you think it’s going to rain agam? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Moming, Mrs. Gibbs. It rained so heavy, I think maybe 
it’ll clear up. 

MRS. GIBBS. Certainly hope it will. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. How much did you want today? 

MRS. GIBBS. I guess I’ll need three-a-miik and two'a<ream, Howie. I’m going 
to have a house full of relations. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. My Wife says to tell you we both hope they’ll be very 
happy, Mrs. Gibbs. Know they will. 

MRS. GIBBS. Thanks a lot, Howie. Tell your wife I ho^ she gits there to 
the wedding. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Ycs, she’ll be there; she’ll be there if she kin. (howie 
NEWSOME crosses to MRS. webb’s house.) Morning, Mrs. Webb. 

MRS. WEBB. Oh, good moming, Mr. Newsome. I told you four quarts of 
inilk, but I hope you can spare me another. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Yes’m . . . and the two of cream. 
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MSS. -WEBB. Will it rain all day, Mr. Newsome? 

HOWIE NEWSOME. No’m. Just sayin' to Mrs. Gibbs as how it may lighten up. 
Mrs. Newsome told me to tell you fis how we hope they’ll both be very 
happy, Mrs. Webb. Know they unff. 

MSS. WEBB. Thank you, and thank Mrs. Newsome and we hope to see you 
all at the wedding. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Yes, Mts. Wcbb. We hope to git there. Couldn’t miss that. 
ChekI Bessie! (Exit howie newsome.) 

[rat. GIBBS descends in shirt sleeves, and sits down at his breal^fast table.] 

rat. GIBBS. Well, Ma, the day has come. You’re losin’ one of your chicks. 

MRS. GIBBS. Frank Gibbs, don’t you say another word. I feel like crymg every 
minute. Sit down and drink your coffee. 

DR. GIBBS. The groom’s up shaving himself. Whistling and singing, like he’s 
glad to leave us. — ^Every now and then he says “I do” to the mirror, but 
It don’t sound convincing to me. 

MRS. GIBBS. I declare I don’t know how he’ll get along. I’ve arranged his 
clothes and seen to it he’s put warm things on, — ^Frank! they’re too 
young. Emily won’t think of such things. He’ll catch his death of cold 
within a week. — ^Here’s something I made for you. 

DR. GIBBS. Why, Julia Hersey! French toast! 

MRS. GIBBS. ’Tam’t hard to make, -and I had to do something. 

DR. GIBBS. I remember my wedding morning, Julia. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now don’t start that, Frank Gibbs. I tell you I can’t stand it. 

DR. GIBBS. I was the scaredest young fella in the State of New Hampshire. I 
thought I'd made a mistake for sure. And when I saw you cornin’ down 
that aisle I thought you were the prettiest girl I’d ever seen, but the only 
trouble was that I'd never seen you before. There I was in the Congre- 
gational Church marryin’ a total stranger. 

MRS. GIBBS. And how do you thmk I felt! — ^Did you hear Rebecca stirring 
about upstairs? 

DR. GIBBS. Only morning in the year she hasn’t been managing everybody’s 
business. She’s shut up in her room. I got the impression that maybe 
she’s crymg. 

MRS. GIBBS. Good Lord! This has got to stop. — ^Rebecca! Rebecca! Every- 
thing’s getting cold down here. 

[george comes rattling down the stairs, very bris\J\ 

GEORGE. Good morning, everybody. Only five more hours to live. (Ma\es the 
gesture of cutting hts throat?) 

MRS. GIBBS. Where are you going? 

GEORGE. Just stepping across the grass to see my girl. 

MRS. GIBBS. Now, G^rge! You take an umbrdla or I won’t let you out of 
this house. 
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GEORGE. Aw, Ma. It’s just a step! 

MBS. GIBBS. From tomorrow on you can kill yourself in all weathers, but 
while you’re in my house you live wisely, thank you. There are your 
overshoes right there in the hall. And here’s an umbrella. 

GEORGE. Aw, Mai 

DR. GIBBS. George, do as your mother tells you. 

MRS. GIBBS. Maybe Mrs. Webb isn’t used to callers at seven in the morning. 
Take a cup-a coffee Hrst. 

GEORGE. Be back in a minute. {He crosses the stage, leaping over the pud- 
dles.) Good morning. Mother Webb. 

MRS. WEBB. Goodness! You frightened me* — ^Now, George, you can come in 
a minute out of the wet, but you know I can’t ask you in. 

GEORGE. Why not — 

MRS. WEBB. George, you know’s well as I do: the groom can’t see his bride 
on his wedding day, not until he sees her in church. 

GEORGE. Aw! — that’s just a superstition. 

(Enter mr. webb.] 

MR. WEBB. Good morning, George. 

GEORGE. Mr. Webb, you don’t believe in that superstition, do you? 

MR. WEBB. There’s a lot of common sense in some superstitions, George. 

MRS. WEBB. Millions have folla’d it, George, and you don’t tVant to be the 
first to fly in the face of custom. 

GEORGE. How IS Emily ^ 

MRS. WEBB. She hasn’t waked up yet. I haven’t heard a sound out of her. 

GEORGE. Emily’s asleep!!! 

MRS. WEBB. No wonder! We were up ’til all hours, — sewing and packing. 
I’ll tell you what I’ll do; you set down here a minute with Mr. Webb 
and drink this cup of coffee; and I’ll go upstairs and see she doesn’t 
come down and surprise you. There’s some bacon, too; but don’t be long 
about It. 

[Exit MRS. WEBB. 

[Embarrassed silence.] 

MR. WEBB. Well, George, how are you? 

GEORGE. Oh, fine. I’m fine. {Pause.) Mr. Webb, what sense could there be 
in a superstition like that? 

MR. WEBB. Well, you see, — on her wedding morning a girl’s head’s apt to 
be full of . . . clothes and things like that. Don’t you think that’s prob- 
ably It? 

GEORGE. Ye-e-s. I never thought of that. 

MR. WEBB. A girl’s apt to be a mite nervous on her weddmg day. {Pause.) 

GEORGE. I wish a fellow could get married without all that marching up and 
down. 
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MR. WEBB. Well, every man that's ever lived has felt that way about it, 
George; but it hasn’t done much good. It’s the women that have built 
up weddings, my boy. From now on they have it pretty much as they 
like. . . . All those good women standmg shoulder to shoulder making 
sure that the knot’s tied in a mighty public way. 

geoRge. But . . . you believe in it, don’t you, Mr. Webb ? 

MR. WEBB. Oh, yes; oh, yes. Don’t you misunderstand me, my boy. Marriage 
IS a wonderful thing, — wonderBil thing. And don’t you forget that, 
George. 

GEORGE. No, sir. — Mr. Webb, how old were you when you got married? 

MR. WEBB. Well, you see: I’d been to college and I’d taken a little time to 
get settled. But Mrs. Webb, — she wasn’t much older than what Emily 
IS. Oh, age hasn’t much to do with it, George, — not compared to other 
things. , 

GEORGE. What were you going to say, Mr. Webb ? 

MR. WEBB. Oh, I don’t know, — was I going to say something? {Paused 
George, I was thinking the other night of some advice my father gave 
me when I got married Charles, he said, Charles, start out early show- 
ing who’s boss, he said. Best thing to do is to give an order, even if it 
don’t make sense; just so she’ll learn to obey. And he said: if anything 
about your wife irritates you, — her conversation, or anything, — just get 
up and leave the house. That’ll make it clear to her, he said. And, oh, 
yes! he said never, never let your wife know how much money you 
have, never. 

GEORGE. Well, Mr. Webb ... I don’t think I could. 

MR. WEBB. So I took the opposite of my father’s advice and I’ve been happy 
ever since. And let that be a lesson to you, George, never to ask advice 
on personal matters. — George, are you going to raise chickens on your 
farm? 

GEORGE. What ? 

MR. WEBB Are you going to raise chickens on your farm ? 

GEORGE Uncle Luke’s never been much interested, but I thought — 

MR. WEBB. A book came into my office the other day, George, on the Philo 
System of raising chickens. I want you to read it. I’m thinking of be- 
ginning in a small way in the back yard, and I’m going to put an in- 
cubator in the cellar — 

[Enter mrs. webb.J 

MRS. WEBB. Charles, are you talking about that old incubator again? I 
thought you two’d be talking about things worth while. 

MR. WEBB. Well, Myrtle, if you want to give the boy some good advice. I’ll 
' go upstairs and leave you alone with him. 

MRS. WEBB. Now, Gcorge, I’m sorry, but I’ve got to send you away so that 
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Emily can come down and get some break&st. She told me to tdl you 
that she sends you her love but that she doesn’t want to lay eyes on 
you. So good-by, George. 

[george crosses the stage to his own home and disappears.} 

MR. WEBB. Myrtle, I guess you don’t know about that older superstition. 

MRS. WEBB. What do you mean, Charles? 

MR. wtRB. Since the cave-men: the groom shouldn’t be left alone with his 
father-in-law on the day of the wcddmg, or near it. Now don’t forget 
that I 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you. Thank you, everybody. 

Now I have to interrupt again here. You see, we want to know how 
all this began, — ^this wedding, this plan to spend a lifetime together. I’m 
awfully interested in how big things like that begin. 

You know how it is: you’re twenty-one or twenty-two and you make 
some decisions; then whissshl you’re seventy: you’ve been a lawyer for 
fifty years, and that white-haired lady at your side has eaten over fifty 
thousand meals with you. 

How do such things begin? 

George and Emily are going to show you now the conversation they 
had when they first knew that . . . that ... as the saying goes . . . 
they were meant for one another. But before they do it 1 want you to 
try and remember what it was like when you were young, when you 
were fifteen or sixteen. For some reason it is very hard to do: those days 
when even the little things in hfe could be almost too exciting to bear. 

And particularly the days when you were first in love; when you were 
like a person sleep-walking, and you didn’t quite sec the street you 
were in, and didn’t quite hear everything that was said to you. You’re 
just a little bit crazy. Will you remember that, please? 

Now they’ll be coming out of High School at three o’clock. George 
has just been elected President of the Junior Class, and as it’s June, that 
means he’ll be President of the Senior Class all next year. And Emily’s 
just been elected Secretary and Treasurer. 

I don’t have to tell you how important that is. (He places a board 
across the bac1{s of two chairs, parallel to the footlights, and places two 
high stools behind it. This is the counter of mr. Morgan’s drugstore.) 

All ready I 

[emily, carrying an armful of—ima^nary~school-hoo\s, comes along Main 
Street from the left.] 

EMILY. I can’t, Louise. I’ve got to go home. Good-by. Oh, Earnestine! 
Earnestine! Can you come over tonight and do Algebra? I did the first 
and third in Study Hall. No, they’re not hard. But, Earnestine, that 
Caesar’s awful hard. I don’t see why we have to do a thing like that. 
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Qnne over about seven. Tell your mother you have to. Gliy. 

G’by, Helen. G’by, Fred. 

[george, also carrying boo\s, catches up with her.] 

GEORGE. Can I carry your books home for you, Emily? 

EMILY (coldly). Thank you. (She gives them to him.) 

GEORGE. Excuse mc a minute, Emily. — Say, Bob, get everything ready. FU be 
there in a quarter of an hour. If Fm a little late start practice anyway. 
And give Herb some long high ones. His eye needs a lot of practice. 
Seeya later. 

EMILY. Good-by, Lizzy. 

GEORGE. Good-by, Lizzy. — ^I’m awfully glad you were elected, too, Emily. 

EMILY. Thank you. (they have been standing on Main Street, almost against 
the bac\ wall, george is about to ta^e the first steps towards the audi- 
ence when he stops again and says:) 

GEORGE. Emily, why are you mad at me? 

EMILY. Fm not mad at you. 

GEORGE. You . . . you treat me so funny. 

EMILY. Well, I might as well say it right out, George. I don’t like the whole 
change that’s come over you in the last year. Fm sorry if that hurts your 
feelings, but I’ve just got to tell the truth and shame the devil. 

GEORGE. Fm awfully sorry, Emily. Wha-a-what do you mean? 

EMILY. Well, up to a year ago I used to like you a lot. And I used to watch 
you as you did everything . . . because we’d been friends so long . . . 
and then you began spending all your time at baseball . . . and you 
never even spoke to anybody any more; not even to your own fanuly 
you didn’t . . . and, George, it’s a fact, you’ve got awful conceited and 
stuck-up, and all the girls say so. They may not say so to your face, but 
that’s what they say about you Iwhind your back, and it hurts me to 
hear them say it, but I’ve got to agree with them a little. Fm sorry if 
It hurts your feelings . . . but I can’t be sorry I said it. 

GEORGE. I . . . Fm glad you said it, Emily. I never thought that such a thmg 
was happening to me. I guess it’s hard for a fella not to have faults creep 
into his character. (They take a step or two in silence, then stand still 
in misery.) 

EMILY. I always expect a man to be perfect and I think he should be. 

GEORGE. Oh ... I don’t thmk it’s possible to be perfect, Emily. 

EMILY. Well, my father is, and as far as I can see your father is. There’s no 
reason on earth why you shouldn’t be, too. 

GEORGE. Well, Emily ... I feel it’s the other way round. That men aren’t 
naturally good; but girls are. Like you and your mother and my mother. 

EMILY. Well, you might as well know right now that Fm not perfect. It’s not 
as easy for a girl to be perfect as a man, because we girls are more nerv- 
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ous. — Now I’m sorry I said all that about you. 1 don’t know what made 
me say it. 

GEORGE. No, no, — guess if it’s the truth you ought to say it. You stick to it, 
Emily. 

EMILY. I don’t know if it’s the truth or not. And I suddenly feel that it isn’t 
important at all. 

GEORGE. Emily, would you like an ice-cream soda, or something, before you 
go home? 

EMILY. Well, thank you. ... I would. (They come into the drugstore and 
seat themselves on the stools.) 

STAGE MANAGER (os MR. MORGAN). HcUo, Gcorgc. Hcllo, Emily. What’ll you 
have ? Why, Emily Webb, what’ve you been crying about ? 

GEORGE (he gropes for an explanation). She . . . she just got an awful scare, 
Mr. Morgan. She almost got run over by that hardware store wagon. 
Everybody always says that Tom Huckins drives like a crazy man. 

STAGE MANAGER Hcfc, take a drink of water, Emily. You look all shook up. 
There I — Now, what’ll you have? 

EMILY. I’ll have a strawberry phosphate, thank you, Mr. Morgan. 

GEORGE. No, no. You go and have an ice-cream soda with me, Emily.— Two 
strawberry ice-cream sodas, Mr. Morgan. 

STAGE MANAGER (u/orl(tng the faucets). Yes, sir. I tell you, you’ve got to look 
both ways before you cross Mam Street these days. Gets worse every 
year. There are a hundred and twenty-five horses in Grover’s Corners 
this minute I’m talking to you. State Inspector was in here yesterday. 
And now they’re bringing in these auto-mo-biles, the best thing to do 
is to just stay home. Why, I can remember the time when a dog could 
lie down all day in the middle of Main Street and nothmg would come 
to disturb him. — Yes, Miss Ellis; be with you in a mmute. Here are your 
sodas. Enjoy ’em. (He goes off.) 

EMILY. They’re so expensive. 

GEORGE. No, no,— don’t you think of that. We’re celebrating. First, we’re 
celebrating our election. And then do you know what else I’m cele- 
brating? 

EMILY. No. 

GEORGE. I’m celebrating because I’ve got a friend who tells me all the things 
that ought to be told me. 

EMILY. George, please don’t think of that. I don’t know why I said it. It’s 
not true. You’re — 

GEORGE. No, you stick to it, Emily. I’m glad you spoke to me like you did. 
But you’ll see: I’m going to change so quick — you bet I’m going to 
change. And, Emily, I want to ask you a favor. 

EMILY. What? 
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GEORGE. Emily, i£ I go away to State Agriculture College next year, will you 
write me a letter once in a while? 

EMILY. I certainly will. I certainly will, George. . . . (Pause.) It certainly 
seems like bemg away three years you’d get out of touch with things. 

GEORGE. No, no. I mustn’t do that. You see I’m not only going to be just a 
farmer. After a while maybe I’ll run for something to get elected. So 
your letters’ll be very important to me; you know, telling me what’s 
going on here and everything. . . . 

EMILY. Just the same, three years is a long time. Maybe letters from Grover’s 
Corners wouldn’t be so interesting after a while. Grover’s Corners isn’t 
a very important place when you think of all New Hampshire; but I 
think It’s a very nice town. 

GEORGE. The day wouldn’t come when I wouldn’t want to know everything 
that’s happening here. I know that’s true, Emily. 

EMILY. Well, I’ll try to make my letters interesting. (Pause.) 

GEORGE. Y’know, Emily, whenever I meet a farmer I ask him if he thinks 
It’s important to go to Agriculture School to be a good farmer. 

EMILY. Why, George — 

GEORGE. Yeah, and some of them say that it’s even a waste of time. You can 
get all those things, anyway, out of the pamphlets the government sends 
out. And Uncle Luke’s getting old,— he’s about readv for me to start 
in taking over his farm tomorrow, if I could. 

EMILY. My! 

GEORGE. And, like you say, being gone all that time ... in other places and 
meeting other people ... If anything like that can happen I don’t want 
to go away. I guess new people aren’t any better than old ones. I’ll bet 
they almost never are Emily, ... I feel that you’re as good a friend 
as I’ve got. I don’t need to go and meet the people in other towns. 

EMILY. But, George, maybe it’s very important for you to go and learn all 
that about cattlc-]udging and soils and those things. And if you’re going 
into politics, maybe you ought to meet people from other parts of the 
State ... of course, I don’t know. 

GEORGE (after a pause). Emily, I’m going to make up my mind right now. 
I won’t go. I’ll tell Pa about it tonight. 

EMILY. Why, George, I don’t see why you have to decide right now. It’s a 
whole year away. 

GEORGE. Emily, I’m glad you spoke to me about that . . . that fault in my 
character. And what you said was right; but there was one thmg 
wrong in it, and that was when you said that for a year I wasn’t notic- 
ing people, and . . . you, for mstance. Listen, Emily . . . you say you 
were watching me when I did everything. . . . Why, I was doing the 
same about you all the time. Why, sure, — I always thought about you 
as one of the chief people I thought about. I always made sure where 
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you were sitting on the bleachers, and who you were with. And we’ve 
always had lots of talks . . . and poking, in the halls; and they always 
meant a lot to me. Of course, they weren’t as good as the talk we’re 
having now. Lately I’d been noticing that you’d been acting kind of 
funny to me, and for three days I’ve been trying to walk home with 
you, but something’s always got in the way. Yesterday I was standing 
over against the wall waiting for you, and you walked home with Miss 
Corcoran. 

EMILY. George! . . . Life’s awful funny! How could I have known that? 
Why, T thought — 

GEORGE. Listen, Emily, I’m going to tell you why I’m not going to Agricul- 
ture School. I think that once you’ve found a person that you’re very 
fond of ... I mean a person who’s fond of you, too, — at least enough 
to be interested in your character . . . Well, I think that’s just as im- 
portant as college is, and even more so. That’s what I think. 

EMILY. I think It’s awfully important, too. 

GEORGE. Emily. 

EMILY. Yes, George. 

GEORGE. Emily, if I improve and make a big change . . . would you be . . . 
I mean; could you be . . . 

EMILY. I ... 1 am now; I always have been. 

GEORGE {pause). So I guess this is an important talk we’ve been having. 

EMILY. Yes. 

GEORGE {taf(es a deep breath and straightens hts bacf(). Wait just a minute 
and I’ll take you home. {He rises and goes to the stage manager who 
appears and comes toward Atm.) Mr. Morgan, I’ll have to go home 
and get the money to pay you for this. It’ll only take me a minute. 

STAGE MANAGER. What’s that ? George Gibbs, do you mean to tell me — ! 

GEORGE. Yes, but I had reasons, Mr. Morgan. — ^Look, here’s my gold watch 
to keep until I come back with the money. 

STAGE MANAGER. That’s all right. Keep your watch. I’ll trust you. 

GEORGE. I’ll be back in hve minutes. 

STAGE MANAGER. I’ll trust you ten years, George, — not a day more.— Got all 
over your shock, Emily? 

EMILY. Yes, thank you, Mr. Morgan. It was nothing. 

GEORGE {taking up the books from the counter). I’m ready. {They walk tn 
grave silence down the stage, turn, and pass through the *reUis at the 
Webbs’ back ^ftd disappear.) 

STAGE MANAGER. Thank you, Emily. 'Thank you, George. 

Now before we go on to the wedding, there are still some more things 
we ought to know about this— about this marriage. 

I want to know some more about how the parents took it; but what 
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I want to know most of aU is: oh, you know what I mean, — what 
Grover’s Corners thought about marriage anyway. 

You know’s well as I do: people are never able to say right out what 
they think of money, or death, or fame, or marriage. You’ve got to 
catch It between the lines; you’ve got to os'er-hear it. 

Oh, Doctor! Mrs. Gibbs! (They appear at their side of the stage and 
exchange a glance of understanding with him. The stage managek lays 
the same plan\ across two chairs that served as a drugstore counter and 
it has now become mrs. gibbs’s ironing board, itt. gibbs sits down in a 
roc\er and smo\es.) 

[mrs. GIBBS irons a moment in silence; then goes to the foot of the stout 
and calls:} 

MRS. GIBBS. Rebecca! It’s tune you turned out your light and went to sleep. 
George, you’d better get some sleep, too. 

Rebecca’s voice. Ma, I haven’t finished my English. 

MRS. GIBBS. What? Well, I bet you haven’t been working, Rebecca. You’ve 
been reading that Sears, Roebuck catalogue, that’s what you’ve been 
doing. — All right, I’ll give you ten more minutes. If you haven’t finished 
by then you’ll just have to fail the course and be a disgrace to your 
father and me. — George, what are you doing? 

George’s voice (hurt). I’m doing history. 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, you’d better go to bed. You’re probably sleeping at the 
desk as it is. (She casts an amused eye at her husband and returns to 
her ironing.) 

DR. GIBBS. I had a long talk with the boy today. 

MRS. GIBBS. Did you? 

DR. GIBBS. I tell you, Mrs. G., there’s nothing so terrifying in the world as a 
son. The relation of a father to a son is the damnedest, awkwardest — 

I always come away feeling like a soggy sponge of hypocrisy. 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, a mother and a daughter’s no picnic, let me tell you. 

DR. GIBBS. George is set on it: he wants to marry Emily ’soon as school’s out 
and take her right on to the farm. (Pause.) He says he can sit up nights 
and learn agriculture from government pamphlets, without going to 
college for it. 

MRS. GIBBS. He always was crazy about farming. Gets that from my people. 

DR. GIBBS. At a pinch, I guess he could start in farming; — but I swear I think 
he’s too young to get married. Julia, he’s just a green half-grown kid. 
He isn’t ready to be a family man. 

MRS. GIBBS. No, he ain’t. You’re right.— But he’s a good boy and I wouldn’t 
like to think of him being alone out there . . . coming into town 
Satiddy nights, like any old farm hand, tuckered out from work and 
Innking for excitement. He might get into bad ways. It wouldn’t be 
enough fun for him to come and sit by our stove, — and holdmg hands 
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with Emily for a year mightn’t be enough either. He might lose interest 
in her. 

DR. GIBBS. Hm. 

MRS. GIBBS. Frank, I’ve been watching her. George is a lucky boy when you 
think of all the silly girls m the world. 

OR. GIBBS. But, Julia, — George married. That great gangling selfish nincom- 
poop. 

MRS. GIBBS. Yes, I know. {She ta\es up a collar and examines it.) Frank, 
what do you do to your collars ? Do you gnaw ’em ? I never saw such 
a man for collars. 

m. GIBBS. Julia, when I married you, do you know what one of my terrors 
was in getting married 

MRS. GIBBS. Pshaw* Go on with you! 

OR. GIBBS. I was afraid we weren’t going to have material for conversation 
more’n ’Id last us a few weeks. I was afraid we’d run out and eat our 
meals in silence, that’s a fact. You and I’ve been conversing for twenty 
years now without any noticeable barren spells. 

MRS. GIBBS. Well, good weather, bad weather, ’tain’t very choice, but I always 
manage to find something to say. {Pause.) 

DR. GIBBS. What do you think ? What do you think, Julia ? Shall we tell the 
boy he can go ahead and get married ? 

MRS. GIBBS. Seems like it’s up to us to decide. Myrtle and Charles Webb are 
willing. They think it’s a good idea to throw the young people into the 
sea and let’m sink or swim, as soon as they’re ready 

DR. GIBBS. What does that mean ? Must we decide right now ? This minute ? 

MRS. GIBBS. There you go putting the responsibility on me! 

DR. GIBBS. Here it is, almost April. — I’ll go up and say a word to him right 
now before he goes to bed. {He rises.) You’re sure, Julia? You’ve noth- 

- ing more to add.? 

MRS. GIBBS {stops ironing a moment). I don’t know what to say. Seems like 
it’s too much to ask, for a big outdoor boy like that to go and get shut 
up in classrooms for three years. And once he’s on the farm, he might 
just as well have a companion, seeing he’s found a fine girl like Emily. 
. . . People are meant to live two-by-two in this world. . . . Yes, Frank, 
go up and tell him it’s all right. 

DR. GIBBS {crosses and is about to call when — ) 

MRS. GIBBS {her hands on her cheeks, staring into the audience, in sharp 
alarm). Wait a minute* Wait a minutel — {Then resuming her iron- 
ing^ No,— go and tell him. 

DR. GIBBS. Why did you stop then, Julia? 

MRS. GIBBS. Oh, you know: I thought of all those times we went through 
in the first years when George and Rebecca were babies, — you walking 
up and down- with them at three in the morning; the whooping-cough; 
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the time George fell off the porch. You and I were twenty-five years old, 
and more. It’s wonderful how one forgets one’s troubles, like that. — 
Yes, Frank, go upstairs and tell him . . . It’s worth it. 

DR. GIBBS. Yes, they’ll have a lot of troubles, but that’s none of our business. 
Let’m. Everybody has a right to his own troubles. — ^You ought to be 
present, Julia, — important occasion like that. I’ll call him. — George! Oh, 
George! 

George’s voice. Yes, Pa. 

DR. GIBBS. Can you come down a mmute? Your mother and I want to speak 
to you. 

GEORGE. Yeah, sure. 

MRS. GIBBS {putung her arm through her husband’s'). Lord, what a fool I 
am: I’m trembling all over. There’s nothing to tremble about. 

STAGE manager. Thank you! Thank you! 

Now we’re ready to go on with the wedding. 

[While he tdl\s, the actors remove the chatr and tables and trellises from 
the Gibbs and Webb homes. 

[They arrange the pews for the church m the bac\ of the stage. The con- 
gregation will sit faang the bacl{ wall. The aisle of the church is tn the 
middle of the scene. 

[A small platform is placed against the bac\ wall on which the stage man- 
ager as Minister can stand ] 

There are a lot of things to be said about a wedding; there are a lot 
of thoughts that go on during a wedding. 

We can’t get them all into one wedding, naturally, and especially not 
into a wedding at Grover’s Corners where they’re awfully plain and 
short. 

In this wedding I play the minister. That gives me the right to say 
a few more things about it. 

For a while now, the play gets pretty serious. 

Y’see, some churches say that marriage is a sacrament. I don’t quite 
know what that means, but I can guess. Like Mrs. Gibbs said a few 
minutes ago: People were made to live two-by-two. 

This is a good wedding, but people are so put together that even at 
a good wedding there’s a lot of confusion way down deep in people’s 
minds and we thought that that ought to be in our play, too. 

The real hero of this scene isn’t on the stage at all, and you know 
who that IS. It’s like what one of those European fellas said: every 
child born into the world is Nature’s attempt to make a perfect human 
being. Well, we’ve seen nature pushing and contriving for some ume 
now. We all know that nature’s interested in quantity; but I think she’s 
interested in quality, too,— that’s why I’m in the ministry.— Maybe she’s 
trying to make another good governor for New Hampshire. 
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And don’t forget the other witnesses at this wedding, -~the ancestors. 
Millions of them. Most of them set out to hve two^y-two, also. Milhons 
of them. 

Well, that’s all my sermon. Twan’t very long, anyway. 

\The organ starts playtng Handel’s “Largo.” The congregation streams into 
the church and sits in silence. 

[mks. WEBB, on the way to her place, turns bac\ and spea\s to the audience.'\ 

MRS. WEBB. I don’t know why on earth I should be crying. 1 suppose there’s 
nothing to cry about. It came over me at breakfast this morning; there 
was Emily eating her breakfast as she’s done for seventeen years and 
now she’s going off to eat it in someone else’s house. I suppose that’s it. 

And Emily I She suddenly said: I can’t cat another mouthful, and she 
put her head down on the table and she cried. (She starts toward her 
seat in the church, but turns bach^ and adds:) Oh, I’ve got to say it: you 
know, there’s something downright cruel about sending our girls out 
into marriage this way. 

I hope some of her girl friends have told her a thing or two. It’s cruel, 
I know, but I couldn’t bring myself to say anythmg. I went into it blind 
as a bat myself. 

The whole world’s wrong, that’s what’s the matter. There they 
come. (She hurries to her place in the pew.) 

[george starts to come down the right aisle of the theater, through the 
audience. 

[Suddenly three members of his baseball team appear by the right prosce~ 
nium pillar and start whtstUng and catcalling to him. They are dressed 
for the ball field.) 

THE BASEBALL FLAYERS. Eh, Gcorge, Gcorgcl Hsst — ^yaowl If things don’t go 
right, call us in. We know what to do. Eh, fellas? Yaowl George, 
don’t look so innocent, you old geezer. We know what you’re think- 
ing. Don’t disgrace the team, big boy. Whoo-oooo. 

STAGE MANAGER. All right! All right! That’ll do. That’s enough of that. 
(Smiling, he pushes them off the stage. They lean back^ to shout a few 
more catcalls.) There used to be an awful lot of that kind of thmg at 
weddings in the old days, — Rome, and later. We’re more civilized 
now, — so they say. 

[The choir starts singing “Love divine, all love excelling.” george has 
reached the stage. He stares at the congregation a moment, then takes 
a few steps of withdrawal, toward the right proscenium pillar.] 

GEORGE (darkly, to himself). I wish I were back at school, ... 1 don’t want 
to get married. 

[His mother has left her seat and come toward him. She stops, looking at 
him anxiously.] 

MRS. GIBBS. George, what’s the matter? 
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GE02GS. Ma, I don’t want to grow old. Why’s everybody pushing me so? 

MRS. GIBBS. Why, George . . . you wanted it. 

GEORGE. Why do 1 have to get married at all? Listen, Ma, for the last time 
I ask you — 

MRS. GIBBS. No, no, Gcprge . . . you’re a man now. 

GEORGE. Listen, Ma, you never listen to me. All I want to do is to be a fella 
. . . why do — 

MRS. GIBBS. George I If anyone should hear you I Now stop. Why, I’m 
ashamed of youl 

GEORGE {fussing hts hand over his forehead). What’s the matter? I’ve been 
dreaming. Where’s Emily? 

MRS. GIBBS. GraciousI You gave me such a turn. 

GEORGE. Cheer up, Ma. What are you looking so funny for? Cheer up; I’m 
getting married. 

MRS. GIBBS. Let me catch my breath a minute. 

GEORGE. Now, Ma, you save Thursday nights. Emily and I are coming over 
to dinner every Thursday night . . . you’ll see. Ma, what are you cry- 
ing for? Come on; we’ve got to get ready for this. 

\In the meanttme, emily, tn white and wearing her wedding veil, has come 
through the audience and mounted on to the stage. She too draws back^ 
when she sees the congregation tn the church. The choir begins: 
“Blessed be the tte that binds."] 

EMILY. I never felt so alone in my whole life. And George over there, look- 
ing so ... I I hate him. I wish I were dead. Papal Papa! 

MR. WEBB {leaves hts seat tn the pews and comes toward her anxiously). 
Emily! Emily I Now don’t get upset. . . . 

EMILY. But, Papa,— I don’t want to get married. . . . 

MR. WEBB. Sh-sh — Emily. Everything’s all right. 

EMILY. Why can’t I stay for a while just as I am? Let’s go away. 

MR WEBB. No, no, Emily. Now stop and think. 

EMILY. Don’t you remember that you used to say, — ^all the time you used to 
say that I was.yo«r girl. There must be lots of places we can go to. Let’s 
go away. I’ll work for you. I could keep house. 

MR. WEBB, Sh. . . . You mustn’t think of such things. You’re just nervous, 
Emily. Now, now,— you’re marrying the best young fellow in the 
world. George is a fine fellow. 

EMILY. But, Papa,— 

MR. WEBB. George! George! 

[mrs. GIBBS returns to her seat. 

[ GEORGE hears mr. webb and loo\s up. 

[MR. WEBB beckons to htm. They move to the center of the stage.] 

I’m giving away my daughter, George. Do you think you can take 

care of her? 
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GEORGE. Mr. Webb, I want to . . .1 want to try. Emily, I’m going to do my 
best. I love you, Emily. I need you. 

EMILY. Well, if you love me, help me. All 1 want is someone to love me. 

GEORGE. I will, Emily. 

EMILY. If ever I’m sick or in trouble, that’s what I mean. 

GEORGE. Emily, I’ll try. I’ll try. 

EMILY. And I mean for ever. Do you hear? For ever and ever. (They jail 
into each other’s arms.) 

\The March jrom “Lohengrtn” is heard.] 

MR. WEBB. Come, they’re waiting for us. Now you know it’ll be all right. 
Come, quick. 

[george slips away and ta\es hts place beside the stage manager-clergyman. 

[EMILY proceeds up the aisle on her father’s arm.] 

stage manager. Do you, George, take this woman, Emily, to be your 
'wedded wife, to have . . . 

[mrs. soames has been sitting in the last row of the congregation, 
now turns to her neighbors and in a shrill voice says. ] 

MRS. SOAMES. Perfectly lovely wedding! Loveliest wedding I ever saw. Oh, 
I do love a good wedding, don’t you ? Doesn’t she make a lovely bride ? 

GEORGE. I do. 

stage MANAGER. Do you, Emily, take this man, George, to be your wedded 
husband, — 

MRS. SOAMES. Don’t know when I’ve seen such a lovely wedding. But I 
always cry. Don’t know why it is, but 1 always cry. I )ust like to see 
young people happy, don’t you? Oh, I think it’s lovely. 

\The ring. 

\The h}ss. 

I The stage is suddenly arrested into silent tableau. 

[The STAGE MANAGER, his eyes on the distance, says to the audience:] 

I’ve married two hundred couples in my day. 

Do I believe in it^ 

I don’t know. 

M. . . . marries N. . . . millions of them. 

The cottage, the gocart, the Sunday afternoon drives in the Ford, the 
children leaving the home, the first rheumatism, the grandchildren, the 
second rheumatism, the deathbed, the reading of the will,— Once in a 
thousand times it’s interesting. 

Well, let’s have Mendelssohn’s “Wedding March’’! 

[The organ picl^s up the March. 

[The bnde and groom come down the aisle, radiant, but trying to be very 
dignified.] 

MRS. SOAMES. Aren’t they a lovely couple? Oh, I’ve never been to such a 
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nice wedding. I’m sure they’ll be happy. I always say: happiness, that’s 
the great thing I The important thing is to be happy. 

[The brtde and groom reach the steps leading into the audience. A bright 
light is thrown upon them. They descend into the auditorium and run 
up the aisle joyously.\ 

STAGE MANAGER. That’s all the Second Act. Ten minutes’ intermission, folks. 

ACT THREE 

During the intermission the audience has seen the actors arranging the 
stage. On the right hand side, a little right of the center, ten or twelve ordi- 
nary chairs have been placed in three openly spaced rows facing the audi- 
ence. These are graves in the cemitery. 

Towards the end of the intermission the actors enter and ta 1 {e their 
places. The front row contains' toward the center of the stage, an empty 
chair; then mrs. gibes; simon stimson. The second row contains, among 
others, mrs. soames. The third row has wally webb. 

The dead sit in a quiet without stiffness, and in a patience without list- 
lessness. 

The STAGE MANAGER ta\es his accustomed place and waits for the house- 
lights to go down. 

STAGE MANAGER. This time ninc years have gone by, friends — summer, 1913. 
Gradual changes in Grover’s Corners. Horses arc getting rarer. Farmers 
coming into town in Fords. 

Chief difference is in the young people, far as I can see. They want 
to go to the moving pictures all the time. They want to wear clothes 
like they see there . . . want to be citified. 

Everybody locks their house doors now at night. 

Ain’t been any burglars in town yet, but everybody’s heard about ’em. 
But you’d be surprised though— on the whole, things don’t change 
much at Grover’s Corners. 

Guess you want to know what all these chairs are here fur. Smarter 
ones have guessed it already. I don’t know how you feel about such 
things; but this certainly is a beautiful place. It’s on a hilltop— a windy 
hilltop— lots of sky, lots of clouds,— often lots of sun and moon and 
stars. You come up here on a fine afternoon and you can sec range on 
range of hills— av^ul blue they arc— up there by Lake Sunapee and 
T aWr Winnepesaukee ... and way up, if you’ve got a glass, you can 
see the White Mountains and Mt. Washington— where North Conway 
and Conway is. And, of course, our favorite mountain, Mt. Monad- 
nock’s, right here — and all around it lie these towns — ^Jaflrey, ’n East 
Jaffrey, 'n Peterborough, ’n Dublin and (then pointing down in the 
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ttudtence) there, quite a ways dowo is Grover’s Comers. Yes, beautiful 
spot up here. Mountaui laurel and h-lacks. I often wonder why people 
hke to be buried in Woodlawn and Brooklyn when they might pass the 
same time up here m New Hampshire. Over in that corner — {pointing 
to stage left) are the old stones, — 1670, 1680. Strong-minded people that 
come a long way to be independent. Summer people walk around there 
laughmg at the funny words on the tombstones ... it don’t do any 
harm. And genealogists come up from Boston — ^get paid by city people 
for looking up their ancestors, lliey want to make {ure they’re Daugh- 
ters of the American Revolution and of the Mayflower. . . . Well, I 
guess that don’t do any harm, either. Wherever you come near the 
human race, there’s layers and layers of nonsense. . . . 

Over there are some Civil War* veterans too. Iron flags on their 
graves. . . . New Hampshire boys . . . had a notion that the Union 
ought to be kept together, though they’d never seen more than fifty 
miles of It themselves. All they knew was the name, friends — ^the Umted 
States of America. The United States of America. And they went and 
died about it. 

This here is the new part of the cemetery. Here’s your friend, Mrs. 
Gibbs. N let me see — Here’s Mr. Stimson, organist at the Congrega- 
tional Church. And over there’s Mrs. Soames who enjoyed the wedding 
so— you remember? Oh, and a lot of others. And Editor Webb’s boy, 
Wallace, whose appendix burst while he was on a Boy Scout trip to 
Crawford Notch. 

Yes, an awful lot of sorrow has sort of quieted down-up here. People 
just wild with grief have brought their relatives up to this hill. We all 
know how it is . . . and then tune . . . and sunny days . . . and rainy 
days . . . ’n snow . . . tz-tz-tz. We’re all glad they’re in a beautiful 
place and we’re coming up here ourselves when our fit’s over. 

This certainly is an important part of Grover’s Corners. A lot of 
thoughts come up here, night and day, but there’s no post office. 

Now I’m going to tell you some things you know already. You 
know’m as well as I do; but you don’t take’m out and look at’m very 
often. 

I don’t care what they say with their mouths— everybody knows that 
something is eternal. And it ain’t houses and it ain’t names, and it ain’t 
earth, and it ain’t even the stars . . . everybody knows m their bones 
that something is eternal, and that something has to do with human 
beings. All the greatest people ever hved have been telling us that for 
five thousand years and yet you’d be surprised how people are always 
losing hold of it. There’s something way down deep that’s eternal about 
every human being. {Pause.) You know as well as I do that the dead 
don’t stay interested in us living people for very long. Gradually, gradu- 
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ally, tlKy let hold of the earth . . . and the ambitions they had . . . 
and the pleasures they had . . . and the things they suffered . . . and 
the people they loved. 

They get weaned away from earth— that’s the way I put it,— weaned 
away. 

Yes, they stay here while the earth-part of ’em burns away, burns out, 
and all that time they slowly get indifferent to what’s goin’ on m 
Grover’s Corners. 

They’re waitin’. They’re waitin’ for something that they feel is cornin’. 
Something important and great. Aren’t they waitin’ for the eternal part 
in them to come out clear? 

Some of the things they’re going to say maybe’ll hurt your feelings — 
but that’s the way it is: mother ’n daughter . . . husband ’n wife . . . 
enemy ’n enemy . . . money ’n miser ... all those terribly important 
things kind of grow pale around here. And what’s left? What’s left 
when memory’s gone, and your identity, Mrs. Smith ? {He looI{s at the 
audience a minute, theA turns to the stage.) Weill There are spme 
living people. There’s Joe Stoddard, our undertaker, supervising a new- 
made grave. And here comes a Grover’s Corners boy that left town to 
go out West. 

[joE stodoam) has hovered about in the back^ground. sam cauic enters lejt, 
wiping his forehead from the exertion. He carries an umbrella and 
strolls front.] 

SAM CRAIG. Good aftemoon, Joe Stoddard. 

JOE STODDARD. Good aftemoon, good afternoon. Let me scetnow: Do I know 
you? 

SAM CRAIG. I’m Sam Craig. 

JOE STODDARD. Gracious sakes alive' Of all peoplel I should’a knowed you’d 
be back for the funeral. You’ve been away a long ume, Sam. 

SAM CRAIG. Yes, I’ve been away over twelve years. I’m in business out in 
Buffalo now, Joe. But I was in the East when I got news of my cousin’s 
death, so I thought I’d combine things a little and come and sec the 
old home. You look well. 

JOE STODDARD. Ycs, yes, can’t complain. Very sad, our journey today, Samuel. 

SAM CRAIG. Yes. 

JOE STODDARD. Yes, yes. I always say, I hate to supervise when a young per- 
son is taken. I see you brought your umbrella. It’s going to rain and 
make it sadder still, seems like. They’ll be here in a few minutes now. 
I had to come here early today— my son’s supervisin’ at the home. 

SAM CRAIG (reading stones). Old Farmer McCarty, I used to do chores for 
him— after school. He had the lumbago 

JOE sTtWDARD. Ycs, wc brought Farmer McCarty here a number of years 

ago now. 
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SAM CRAIG (staring at mss. gibbs’s knees'). Why, this is my Aunt Julia. . . . 
I’d forgotten that she’d ... of course, of course. 

JOE STODDARD. Ycs, Doc Gibbs lost his wife two-three years ago . . . about 
this time. And today’s another pretty bad blow for him, too. 

MRS. GIBBS (to SIMON STiMSONi t» an cven voice). That’s my sister Carey’s 
boy, Sam. . . . Sam Craig. 

SIMON STiMSON. I’m always uncomfortable when they're around. 

MRS. GIBBS. Simon. 

SIMON STIMSON. They and their nonsense and their damned glee at being 
alive. . . . 

MRS. GIBBS. Simon, be patient. . . . 

SAM CRAIG. Do they choose their own verses much, Joe.? 

JOE sToiHiARD. No . . . not usual. Mostly the bereaved pick a verse. 

SAM CRAIG. Doesn’t sound like Aunt Julia. There aren’t many of those Hersey 
sisters left now. Let me see: Where are ... I wanted to look at my 
father’s and mother’s . . . 

joE.ST0t»ARD. Over there with the Craigs. . . . Avenue F. 

SAM CRAIG, (reading simon stimson’s epitaph). He was organist at church, 
wasn’t he? — Hm, drank a lot, we used to say. 

JOE STODDARD. Nobody was supposed to know about it. He’d seen a peck of 
trouble. Those musical fellas ain’t like the rest of us, I reckon. (Behind 
his hand.) Took his own life, y’know? 

SAM CRAIG. Oh, did he? 

JOE STODDARD. Hung himself in the attic. They tried to hush it up, but of 
course it got *around. His wife’s just married Senator Barstow. Many a 
time I’ve seen her, eleven o’clock at night, goin’ around the streets 
huntin’ for her husband. Think o’ that I Now she’s married to Senator 
Barstow over at Manchester. He chose his own cpy-taph. You can see 
it there. It ain’t a verse exactly. 

SAM CRAIG. Why, It’s just some notes of music — what is it? 

JOE STODDARD. Oh, I Wouldn’t know. It was wrote up in the Boston papers 
at the time. 

SAM CRAIG. Joe, what did she die of? 

JOE STODDARD. Who? 

SAM CRAIG. My cousin. 

JOE STODDARD. Oh, didn’t you know? Had some trouble bringing a baby 
into the world. Let’s see, today’s Friday — ’twas almost a week ago now. 

SAM CRAIG (putting up hjs umbrella). Did the baby live? 

JOE STODDARD (raising his coat collar). No. ’Twas her second, though. 
There’s a little boy ’bout four years old. 

SAM CRAIG. The grave’s going to be over there? 

JOE STODDARD. Yes, there ain’t much more room over here among the Gibbses, 



THORNTON WIL 1 )ER 207 

SO they’re opening up a whole new Gibbs section over by Avenue B. 
You’ll excuse me now. I see they’re cornin’. 

THE DEAD {not lugubnous; and strongly Hew England in accent). Rain’ll 
do a lot of good.— Yes, reckon things were gettin’ downright parched. 
Don’t look like it’s goin’ to last long, though. — ^Lemuel, you remember 
the floods of ’79? Carried away all the bridges but one. 

[From left to right, at the bac^ of the stage, comes a procession. Four men 
carry a coffin, invisible to us. All the rest are under umbrellas. One can 
vaguely see: dr. gibes, george, the webbs, etc. They gather about a 
grave in the bac\ center of the stage, a little to the left of center.] 

MRS. soAMEs. Who is it, Julia? 

MRS. GIBBS {without raising her eyes). My daughter-in-law, Emily Webb. 

MRS. SOAMES (<J little surprised, but no emotion). Well, I declare! The road 
up here must have been awful muddy. What did she die of, Julia? 

MRS. GIBBS. In childbirth. 

MRS. SOAMES. Childbirth. {Almost with a laugh^ I’d forgotten all about 
that! My, wasn’t life awful — {With a sigh.) and wonderful. 

SIMON STiMSON {with a sideways glance). Wonderful, was it? 

MRS. GIBBS. Simon f Now, remember! 

MRS. SOAMES. I remember Emily’s wedding. Wasn’t it a lovely wedding! 
And I remember her reading the class poem at Graduation Exercises. 
Emily was one of the brightest girls ever graduated from High School. 
I’ve heard Principal Wilkins say so ume after time. I called on them 
at their new farm, just before I died. Perfectly beautiful farm. 

A WOMAN FROM AMONG THE DEAD. It’s ou the Same road we lived on. 

A MAN AMONG THE DEAD. Yes, )ust Dcat the Elks’ picnic grounds. Remember, 
Joe? By the lake where we always used to go Fourth of July? Right 
smart farm. 

[They subside. The group by the grave starts singing "Blessed be the tie 
that binds."] 

A WOMAN AMONG THE DEAD. I always hked that hymn. I was hopin’ they’d 
sing a hymn. 

A MAN AMONG THE DEAD. My Wife — ^my sccond wife — ^knows all the verses 
of about every hymn there is. It just beats the Dutch ... she can go 
through them all by heart. 

[Pause. Suddenly emily appears from among the umbrellas. She is wearing 
a white dress. Her hair is down her bac\ and tied by a white nbbon 
li^e a little girl. She comes slowly, gazing wondenngly at the dead, a 
little dazed. She stops halfway and smiles faintly.] 

EMILY. Hello. 

VOICES AMONG THE DEAD. Hello, Emily. H lo, M s. Gibbs. 

EMILY. Hello, Mother Gibbs. 

MRS. GIBBS. Emily. 
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EMILY. Hello. (TAe hymn continues, emily loo\s bac\’Vt the funeral. She 
says dreamily:) It’s raining. 

MRS. GIBBS. Yes. . . . They’U be gone soon, dear. Just rest yourself. 

[emily sits down in the empty chair by mbs. gibbs.] 

EMILY. It seems thousands and thousands of years since I . . . How stupid 
they all look. They don’t have to look like that! 

MRS. GIBBS. Don’t look at them now, dear. They’ll be gone soon. 

EMILY. Oh, I wish I’d been here a long time. I don’t like being new here. — 
How do you do, Mr. Stimson? 

SIMON STIMSON. How do you do, Emily? 

[emily continues to loo\ about her with a wan and wondering smile; but 
for a moment her eyes do not return to the funeral group. As though 
to shut out from her mind the thought of that group she starts speak- 
ing to MRS. GIBBS with a touch of nervousness.] 

EMILY. Mother Gibbs, George and I have made that farm into just the best, 
place you ever saw. We thought of you all the time. We wanted to show 
you the new barn and a great long ce-ment drinking fountain for the 
stock. We bought that out of the money you left us. 

MRS. GIBBS. I did? 

EMILY. Don’t you remember. Mother Gibbs— the legacy you left us? Why, 
it was over three hundred and fifty dollars. 

MRS. GIBBS. Yes, yes, Emily. 

EMILY. Well, there’s a patent device on this drinking fountain so that it 
never overflows. Mother Gibbs, and it never sinks below a certain mark 
they have there. It’s fine. (Her voice trails off and her eyes return to the 
funeral group.) It vron’t be the same to George without me, but it’s a 
lovely farm. (Suddenly she lool^s directly at mrs. gibbs.) Live people 
don’t understand, do they? 

MRS. GIBBS. No, dear— not very much. 

EMILY. They’re sort of shut up in httle boxes, aren’t they? I feel as though 
I knew them last a thousand years ago. . . . My boy is spending the 
day it Mrs. Carter’s. (She sees mr. carter among the dead.) Oh, Mr. 
Carter, my little boy is spending the day at your house. 

MR. CARTER. Is hc? 

EMILY. Yes, hc loves it there. — ^Mother Gibbs, we have a Ford, too. Never 
gives any trouble. 1 don’t drive, though. Mother Gibbs, when does this 
feeling go away ?— Of being . . . one of them? How long does it ... ? 

MRS. GIBBS. Shi dear. Just wait and be patient. 

EMILY (with a sigh). 1 know.— Look, ^ey’re finished. They’re going. 

MRS. GIBBS. Sh — . 

[The umbrellas leave the stage, dr. gibbs comes over to his wife's grave and 
stands before it a moment, emily loohs up at his face. mrs. gibbs does 
not raise her eyes.] 
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BMar. Loc^l Father Gibbs is bringing some of my flowers to you. Ifc looks 
just like George, doesn’t he? Oh, Mother Gibbs, I never realized before 
how troubled and how . . . how in the dark live persons are. From 
morning till night, that’s all they arc — troubled. 

[or. GIBBS goes off.] 

THE DEAD. Little Cooler than it was. — ^Yes, that rain’s cooled it ofl a little. 
Those northeast winds always do the same thing, don’t they? If it isn’t 
a ram, it’s a three-day blow. — Ro:kon it may clear up before night; 
often does. ^ 

[A patient calm jails on the stage. The stage manager appears at his pro^ 
scenium pillar smoking, emily sits up abruptly with an idea.] 

EMILY. But, Mother Gibbs, one can go back; one can go back there agam 
. . . into livmg. I feel it. I know it. Why, just then for a moment I was 
thinking about . . . about the farm . . . and for a minute I was there, 
and my baby was on my lap as plam as day. 

MRS. GIBBS. Yes, of coursc you can. 

EMILY. I can go back there and live all those days over again . . . why not? 

MRS. GIBBS. All I can say is, Emily, don’t. 

EMILY (ta^es a few steps toward the stage manager). But it's true, isn’t it? 

I can go and live . . . back there . . . again. 

stage manager. Yes, some have tried— but they soon come back here. 

MRS. GIBBS. Don’t do it, Emily. 

MRS. soAMEs. Emily, don't. It's not what you think it’d be. 

EMILY. But I won’t live over a sad day. I’ll choose a happy one — I’ll choose 
the day I first knew that I loved George. Why should that be pamful? 

\They are silent Her question turns to the stage manager.] 

stage manager. You not only live it; but you watch yourself living it. 

EMILY. Yes? 

stage manager. And as you watch it, you sec the thing that they— down 
there— never know. You see the future. You know what’s going to 
happen afterwards. 

EMILY. But IS that — painful? Why? 

MRS. GIBBS That’s not the only reason why you shouldn’t do it, Emily. 
When you’ve been here longer you’ll see that our life here is our hope 
that soon we’ll forget all that, and think only of what’s ahead, and be 
ready for what’s ahead. When you’ve been here longer you’ll under- 
stand. 

EMILY {softly). But, Mother Gibbs, how can I ever forget that hfc? It’s all 
I know. It’s all I had. (mrs. cibbs does not answer^ Mr. Stimson, did 
you go back ? 

SIMON stimson {sharply). No. 

EMILY. Did you, Mrs. Soames? 
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MRS. soAMEs. Oh, Emily. It isn’t wise. Really, it isn’t. All we can do is just 
warn you. It won’t be what you expect. 

EMILY {slowly). But It’s a thing I must know for myself. I’ll choose a happy 
day, anyway. 

MRS. GIBBS. No. At least, choose an unimportant day. Choose the least im- 
portant day in your hfe. It will be important enough. 

EMILY {to the STAGE MANAGER). Then it Can’t be since I was married; or since 
the baby was born. I can choose a birthday at least, can’t I ? — ^I choose 
my twelfth birthday. 

STAGE MANAGER. All right. February iith, 1899. A Tuesday. — Do you want 
any special time of day? 

EMILY. Oh, I want the whole day. 

STAGE MANAGER. We’ll begin at dawn. You remember it had been snowing 
for several days; but it had stopped the night before, and they had 
begun clearmg the roads. The sun’s coming up. 

EMILY {with a cry). There’s Main Street . . . why, that’s Mr. Morgan’s 
drugstore before he changed it! . . . And there’s the livery stable. {She 
walhs toward the bac\ of the stage.) 

STAGE MANAGER. Yes, it’s 1899. This is fourteen years ago. 

EMILY. Oh, that’s the town I knew as a little girl. And, look, there’s the old 
white fence that used to be around our house. Oh, I’d forgotten that! 
Oh, I love it sol Are they inside? 

STAGE MANAGER. Ycs, your mothcr’ll be coming downstairs m a minute to 
make breakfast. 

EMILY {softly). Will she? 

STAGE MANAGER. And you rcmcmber: your father had been away for several 
days; he came back on the early morning tram. 

EMILY. No . . . ? 

STAGE MANAGER. He’d been back to his college to make a speech — in Western 
New York, at Clinton. 

EMILY. hoo\l There’s Howie Newsome. There’s our policeman. But he’s 
dead, he died. 

[The STAGE MANAGER retires to his corner. The voices of howie newsome, 
CONSTABLE WARREN and JOE CROWELL, JR, are hcord at the left of the 
stage.] 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Whoa, Bcssic! — Bessie! ’Mornmg, Bill. 

BILL. ’Morning, Howie. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. You’re up early. 

BILL. Been rescuin’ a party; darn near froze to death, down by Polish Town 
that. Got drunk and lay out in the snowdrifts. Thought he was in bed 
when I shook’m. 

EMILY. Why, there’s Joe Crowell. . . . 

JOE CROWELL. Good morning, Mr. Warren. ’Morning, Howie. 
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[MRS. WEBB has appeared tn her ^itchen, but emily does not see her until 
she ccdls.] 

MRS. WEBB. QhA-drenl Wallyl Emilyl . . . Time to get up. 

EMILY. Mama, here I am! OhI how young Mama looks! I didn’t know 
Mama was ever that young. Oh! 

MRS. WEBB. You Can come and dress by the kitchen fire, if you like; but 
hurry. 

[howie NEWSOME hos entered along Main Street and brings the mil\ to 
MRS. wEbb’s door.] 

Good morning, Mr. Newsome. Whhhh — it’s cold. 

HOWIE NEWSOME. Tcn bclow by my barn, Mrs. Webb. 

MRS. WEBB. Think of It! Keep yourself wrapped up. (She ta^es her bottles 
in, shuddering.) 

EMILY (with an effort). yAams^, I can’t find my blue hair ribbon anywhere 

MRS. WEBB. Just Open your eyes, dear, that’s all. I laid it out for you special — 
on the dresser, there. If it were a snake it would bite you 

EMILY. Yes, yes. . . . (She puts her hand on her heart mr. webb comes 
along Main Street, where he meets constable warren.) 

MR. WEBB. Good morning. Bill. 

BILL. Good morning, Mr. Webb. You’re up early. 

MR. WEBB. Yes, just been back to my old college in New York State. Been 
any trouble here? 

BILL. Well, I was called up this mornin’ to rescue a Polish fella — darn near 
froze to death he was. 

MR. WEBB. We must get it in the' paper. 

BILL. ’Twa’n’t much. 

EMILY (whispers). Papa. 

[mr. WEBB shades the snow off his feet and enters his house.) 

MR. WEBB. Good morning, Mother. 

MRS. WEBB. How did It go, Charles? 

MR. WEBB. Oh, fine, I guess. I told’m a few things. 

MRS. WEBB. Did you sit up on the tram all night ? 

MR. WEBB. Yes. Never could sleep on a Pullman anyway. 

MRS. WEBB. Charles, seems to me— we’re rich enough so that you could sleep 
in a train once in a while. 

MR. WEBB. Everything all right here? 

MRS. WEBB. Yes— can’t think of anythmg that’s happened, special. Been right 
cold. Howie Newsome says it’s ten below over to his barn. 

MR. WEBB. Yes, well, it’s colder than that at Hamilton College. Students’ 
ears are falling off. It ain’t Christian.— Paper have any mistakes in it? 

MRS. WEBB. None that I noticed. Coffee’s ready when you want it. (He starts 
upstairs.) Charles! Don’t forget; it’s Emily’s birthday. Did you re- 
member to get her something? 
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MR. WEBB {patting his pocket). Yes, I’ve got something here. 

MRS. WEBB. Goodness sakesi I hope she likes what I got for her. I hunted 
hard enough for it. ChiWfen > Hurry upl Hurry up! 

MR. WEBB. Where’s my girl? Where’s my birthday girl? {He goes o§ left.) 

MRS. WEBB. Don’t interrupt her now, Charles. You can see her at breakfast. 
She’s slow enough as it is. Hurry up, children! It’s seven o’clock. Now, 
I don’t want to call you again. 

EMILY {softly, more in wonder than in grief). I can’t bear it. They’re so 
young and beautiful. Why did they ever have to get old? 'Mama, I’m 
here. I’m grown up. I love you all, cverythmg.— I can’t look at every- 
thing hard enough. There’s the butternut tree. {She wanders up Main 
Street.) There’s Mr. Morgan’s drugstore. And there’s the High School, 
forever and ever, and ever. And there’s the Congregational Church 
where I got married. Oh, dear. Oh, dear. Oh, dearl 

[The STAGE MANAGER becl^ons partially to her. He points to the house. She 
says a breathless “yes" and goes to the house.) 

Good morning, Mama. 

MRS. WEBB {at the foot of the stairs, pissing her in a matter-of-fact way). 
Well, now, dear, a very happy birthday to my gurl and many happy 
returns. There arc some surprises waiting for you on the kitchen tabic. 

EMILY. Oh, Mama, you shouldn’t have. {She throws an angutshed glance at 
the STAGE MANAGER.) I Can’t— I Can’t 

MRS. WEBB {facing the audience, over her stove). But birthday, -or no birth- 
day, I want you to eat your breakfast good and slow. I want you to 
grow up and be a good strong girl. {She goes to the stairs and calls.) 
Wally! Wally, wash yourself good. Everything’s gettmg cold down 
here. {She returns to the stove with her bac\ to emily. emily opens her 
parcels.) That in the blue paper is from your Aunt Carrie and I reckon 
you can guess who brought the post card album, I found it on the door- 
step when I brought in the milk — George Gibbs . . . must have come 
over in the cold pretty early . . . right nice of him. 

EMILY {to herself). Oh, George! I’d forgotten that. . . . 

MRS. WEBB. Chew that bacon slow. It’ll help keep you warm on a cold day. 

EMILY {beginning softly but urgently). Oh, Mama, just look at me one 
minute as though you really saw me. Mama, fourteen years have gone 
by. I’m dead. You’re a grandmother. Mama. I married George Gibbs, 
Mama. Wally’s dead, too. Mama, his appendix burst on a camping trip 
to North Conway. We felt just terrible about it — don’t you remember ? 
But just for a moment now we’re all together. Mama, just for a mo- 
ment we’re happy. Let’s look at one another. 

MRS. WEBB. That in the yellow paper is something I found in the attic among 
your grandmother’s things. You’re old enough to wear it now, and I 
thought you’d hke it. 
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EMILY. And this is from you. Why, Mama, it’s just lovely and it’s just what 
I wanted. It’s beautiful! (She flings her arms around her mother's necl^. 
Her mother goes on with her cooking, but is pleased^ 

MRS. WEBB. Well, 1 hoped you’d like it. Hunted all over. Your Aunt Norah 
couldn’t find one in Uncord, so I had to send all the way to Boston. 
(Laughing.) Wally has something for you, too. He made it at Manual 
Training class and he’s very proud of it. Be sure you make a big fuss 
about it. — Your father has a surprise for you, too; don’t know what it 
is myself. Sh — ^here he comes. 

MR. WEBB (ofl stage). Where’s my girl? Where’s my birthday girl? 

EMILY (tn a loud voice to the stage manager). I can’t. I can’t go on. Oh! 
Oh. It goes so* fast. We don’t have time to look at one another. (She 
breaks down sobbing. At a gesture from the stage manager, mrs. webb 
disappears.) I didn’t realize. So all that was going on and we never no- 
ticed. Take me back — ^up the hill — to my grave. But first: Wait! One 
more look. Good-by. Gwd-by, world. Good-by, Grover’s Corners . . . 
Mama and Papa. Good-by to clocks ticking . . . and Mama’s sun- 
flowers. And food and coffee. And new-ironed dresses and hot baths 
. . . and sleeping and wakmg up. Oh, earth, you’re too wonderful for 
anybody to realize you. (She looks toward the stage manager and asks 
abruptly, through her tears:) Do any human beings ever realize life 
while they hve it? — every, every minute? 

STAGE manager. No. (Pausc.) The saints and poets, maybe — they do some. 

EMILY. I’m ready to go back. (She returns to her chair beside mrs. gibbs.) 
Mother Gibbs, I should have listened to you. Now I want to be quiet 
for a while. — Oh, Mother Gibbs, I saw it all. I saw your garden. 

MRS. GIBBS. Did you, deari* 

EMILY. That’s all human beings are! — ^Just blind people. 

MRS. GIBBS. Look, it’s clearing up. The stars are coming out. 

EMILY. (%, Mr. Stimson, I should have listened to them. 

SIMON STIMSON (with mounting violence; bitingly). Yes, now you know. 
Now you know! That’s what it was to be alive. To move about in a 
cloud of ignorance; to go up and down tramplmg on the feelmgs of 
those ... of those about you. To spend and waste time as though you 
had a million years. To be always at the mercy of one self-centered pas- 
sion or another. Now you know— that’s the happy existence you wanted 
to go back and see. Did you shout to ’em? Did you call to ’em? 

EMILY. Yes, I did. 

SIMON STIMSON. Now you know them as they are: in ignorance and blind- 
ness. 

MRS. GIBBS (spiritedly). Simon Stimson, that ain’t the whole truth and you 
know It. 

\The dead have begun to stir.) 
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THE DEAD. Lcmucl, Wind’s coming up, seems like.^Dh, dear, — I keep re> 
membermg things tonight. — It’s right cold for June, ain’t it? 

MRS. GIBBS. Look what you’ve done, you and your rebellious spirit stirring 
us up here. — Emily, look at that star. I forget its name. 

THE DEAD. I’m getting to know them all, but I don’t know'thcir names. — ^My 
boy Joel was a sailor,— knew ’em all. He’d set on the porch evenings 
and tell ’em all by name. Yes, sir, it was wonderful. — A star’s mighty 
good company. — Yes, yes. — Yes, ’us. 

SIMON STiMSON. Here’s one of them coming. 

THE DEAD. That’s funny. ’Tain’t no time for one of them to be here. — Good- 
ness sakes. 

EMILY. Mother Gibbs, it’s George. 

MRS. GIBBS. Sh, dear. You just rest yourself. 

EMILY. It’s George. 

[george enters from the left and slowly comes toward them.\ 

A MAN FROM AMONG THE DEAD. And my boy, Joel, who knew the stars — ^he 
used to say it took millions of years for that spieck o’ light to git to the 
earth. Don't seem like a body could believe it, but that’s what he used 
to say — ^millions of years. 

ANOTHER. That’s what they say. 

[george pngs htmself on emily’s grat/e.] 

THE DEAD. Goodness' That ain’t no way to behave! — He ought to be home. 

EMILY. Mother Gibbs? 

MRS. GIBBS. Yes, Emily? 

EMILY. They don’t understand much, do they? 

MRS. GIBBS. No, dear, not very much. 

[The STAGE MANAGER appears at the rtght, one hand on a darl{ curtain which 
he slowly draws across the scene. 

[In the distance a cloc\ is heard striding the hour very faintly.] 

STAGE MANAGER. Most cvcTybody’s aslcep in Grover’s Corners. There are a 
few lights on: Shorty Hawkins, down at the depot, has just watched 
the Albany tram go by. And at the livery stable somebody’s setung up 
late and talking. — ^Yes, it’s clearing up. There arc the stars — doing their 
old, old criss-cross journeys in the sky. Scholars haven’t settled the 
matter yet, but they seem to thmk there are no living beings up there. 
They’re just chalk ... or Ere. Only this one is straining away, straining 
away all the time to make something of itself. The strain’s so bad that 
every sixteen hours everybody lies down and gets a rest. {He winds his 
watch.) Hm. . . . Eleven o’clock in Grover’s Corners. — ^You get a good 
rest, too. Good night. 



III. MANPOWER 


WORK may be one of the major satisfactions of 
life. Or it may be the denial of all that life should hold. Foremost of the 
problems of peace is this: How shall the worker find joy in his work? 

In 1819, Benjamin Wood, cooper, setting up business in a small New 
Hampshire town, listed for sale butter tubs, cider barrels, dippers, great 
wooden bowls, shaving mugs, and many other articles of wooden ware 
which he had manufactured. But cooperage was only a part of hts busy life. 
He made goosequill pens, he mended boots, set axes, threshed grain, boarded 
yearlings, drew up notices of auction, recorded births, pulled teeth, wove 
bedticks, and sold catskins, candles, knitted goods, apples, cheeses, butter, 
veal, and turkeys.^ Such were the activities of a single handworker in an 
earlier and simpler age. Perhaps Benjamin Wood was a little more versatile 
than his neighbors, but there were few who did not combine one or more 
trades with the main business of farming From season to season, almost 
from day to day, a man could count on a diversity of occupation which 
saved him from monotony. When the harvest had been gathered in the fall, 
he could turn to a winter of spare-time jobs in his shop. If he felt like mak- 
ing or mending some tool or article of furniture he knew how to do it with 
whatever means he had. Some jobs took more ingenuity than expertness. 
But the worker who felt his way by trial and error took pride in overcom- 
ing difficulties and in using his imagination, somewhat like an artist, for a 
creative end. Specialization was not yet a term of dreary import. It merely 
meant that, besides being a farmer like everybody else, one man made the 
shapeliest axe-helves, another had a knack for shearing sheep, a third was 
a smart hand at surveying, and so on. 

Keepmg the home in those days was a full-time job for a woman. With 
the help of her daughters and sometimes a neighbor’s daughter who wanted 
to “work out” before she married, she managed the cookmg and baking, 
the spinning and weaving and dyeing, the washing and ironing, the soap 
making, candle dipping, kmtting, mending, cleaning, and all the other tasks 
that kept a home largely self-sufficient. The life of a housewife was hard- 
driven, yet it was not without its tangible achievements. When her bed 
quilt or pumpkin pie or quince jelly or homespun tablecloth received a 

^Marion Nicholl Rawson* New Hampthwe Borns a Town, New York, 194a. 
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prize at the county fair, she too, like her husband, enjoyed the sense of ac- 
complishment which comes from a successful creative effort. 

Around the beginnmg of the nmeteenth century men discovered how 
to manufacture power and apply it to machinery. This dramatic change in 
traditional ways of doing things was called the Industrial Revolution. Men 
were confident that the new age of machinery would be an age of plenty 
and leisure. It was simple, they said; Let one machine plus one man do the 
work of ten men and life must become easier for all. At a single stroke 
mankind would be freed of two anacnt curses, drudgery and poverty. The 
eternal contest between man’s needs and his resources would be won: there 
would be goods in plenty for all. The struggle to measure the body’s 
strength against the day’s work would be ended: there would be time 
enough for all fo rest after toil. At last man would be free to build a new 
earth in which greed and crune and ignoratice and ugliness should be no 
more. 

But it' has not worked out that way. After a hundred and fifty years 
these hopes are still unrealized. Gone is the satisfaction of the hand-worker 
in the product of his skill and inventiveness: the motions of the mechanic 
on the assembly-line are as standardized as the parts he handles. Gone is 
the independence of the craftsman who could turn his hand to a dozen 
different projects; the mill operative knows only a single routine. Even the 
promised leisure has been disappointing: a robot hardly knows what to do 
with free time. And as for the dreams of plenty — ^the poor are still with us, 
inadequately housed, clothed, fed; and freedom from want is perhaps the 
most distant of the Four Freedoms. 

As for women, the Industrial Revolution has drawn them, in increas- 
ing numbers, out of the home and into mdustry and business, a process 
recently accelerated by wartime shortages of manpower. They have learned 
new trades and developed new abihties until the distinction between men’s 
work and women’s work has largely broken down. At the end of the war, 
whatever may be their “place” in theory, women will in fact stand side by 
side with men in most vocations and professions. The large group of trained 
and highly skilled women who may not choose to return to household tasks 
will have to be absorbed into normal employment. 

The labor problem, then, with its attendant problems, is the great un- 
finished business of peace. The ultimate solution is neither single nor clear, 
but the way toward a solution may be suggested here. Obviously that way 
is not backward. There is no returmng to the simple ways of handicraft, 
however attractive they seem in retrospect. We are born into an age of com- 
plexities, and they can be solved not by simplifying them but by applymg 
to them the complex knowledge of modern saence. 

The way is forward, from the age of the machine into the age of the 
laboratory. We stand at the threshold of unforeseeable techniques. Chem- 
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istry has givea us a new command over materials. Physics is annihilating 
time and space. Medicine has found new weapons in the fight against dis- 
easet Industry has devised standards of perfection undreamed of by rule-of- 
thumb. Engineering and government, working together, have undertaken 
such vast social experiments as TV A and proved that they can be directed 
for the common good. In the achievements of technology is the brightest 
promise for the future. 

Research prewnts the same spur to the imagination as our ancestors 
found m the necessities of daily living. But where they whittled an ingenious 
new door-latch with their jackknife, the modern technician contrives an elec- 
tronic tube which is the result of subtle and intricate calculation, and which 
takes its place as the indispensable serviat to a million lives. Here, surely, 
IS a new kind of creative satisfaction, restricted, however, to those who have 
the requisite training. 

What, in conclusion, is the present relation between man and his in- 
ventions^ It is foolish to say that the machine is evil, or scientific knowledge 
dangerous. It is equally foolish to say that man has become the slave of 
the machine. Rather we should consider how we can adapt society to the 
machine. The machine is here to stay: the question is, what shall we do 
with It? What shall we do with the changed conditions of life which it 
makes possible? If it gives us leisure, how can we make proper use of 
leisure? By what program of social planning can we make the machme 
serve our highest purposes, and distribute its benefits widely among all 
classes of society ? How can we insure that our new techniques shall not in 
future be diverted to destructive purposes by unprincipled madmen? How 
can we, within the bounds of democracy, achieve the social controls which 
a complex civilization must have ^ How, finally, can we develop the insight, 
the intelligence, and the imagination to see to it that all labor in the future, 
of men and of women, in factory, laboratory, office, farm, or home shall 
render the same variety, the same creative opportunity, the same sense of 
achievement as the workers of former times enjoyed? 

These are staggering questions. We shall not find their answers in a 
hurry. But answered they must be, for in their answers is the shape of the 
future. 



Vachel Lindsay 

Vachel Lindsay (i8yg-jg^i) was, as all hts readers are aware, a native 
of Springfield, Illinois. In his insistent exaltation of Springfield he sym- 
bolized hts passion for America made beautiful, democracy come true. 
But how hts dreams were to be realized remained romantically vague, 
enough that he translated the American tempo into noisy and intoxi- 
cating rhythms, and that now and then, in intervals of quiet, he allowed 
the true singer to be heard in lyrics of delicate, haunting melody. As 
a youthful evangelist of beauty he tramped through the South, the 
Pennsylvania coal region, the Middle West, and the Roc\ies, carrying 
a pamphlet of his own poems “to be traded for bread!' “Kansas" is 
a memory of hi: experiences in the wheat fields and conveys hts exu- 
berant devotion to the American way. 


KANSAS 

Oh, 1 have walked m Kansas 
Through many a harvest field, 

And piled the sheaves of glory there 
And down the wild rows reeled: 

Each sheaf a little yellow sun, 

A heap of hot-rayed gold; 

Each binder like Creation’s hand 
To mould suns, as of old. 

Straight overhead the orb of noon 
Beat down with brimstone breath: 
The desert wind from south and west 
Was blistering flame and death. 

Yet It was gay in Kansas, 

A-fighting that strong sun; 

And I and many a fellow-tramp 
Defied that wmd and won. 

And we felt free in Kansas 
From any sort of fear, 

For thirty thousand tramps like us 
There harvest every year. 
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She stretches arms for them to come, 

She roars for helpers then, 

And so it is in Kansas 

That tramps, one month, are men. 

We sang in burning Kansas 
The songs of Sabbath-school, 

The “Day Star” flashing in the East, 

The “Vale of Eden” cooL 

We sang in splendid Kansas 
“The flag that set us free” — 

That march of fifty thousand men 
With Sherman to the sea. 

We feasted high in Kansas 
And had much milk and meat. 

The tables groaned to give us power 
Wherewith to save the wheat. 

Our beds were sweet alfalfa hay 
Within the barn-loft wide. 

The loft doors opened out upon 
The endless wheat-field tide. 

I loved to watch the windmills spin 
And watch that big moon rise. 

I dreamed and dreamed with lids half-shut. 
The moonlight in my eyes. 

For all men dream in Kansas 
By noonday and by night, 

By sunrise yellow, red and wild 
And moonrisc wild and white. 

The wind would drive the glittering clouds. 
The cottonwoods would croon. 

And past the sheaves and through the leaves 
Came whispers from the moon. 



Charles Allen Smart 


Charles Allen Smart (1904- ) was for some years an editor, teacher, 

and writer tn New Yorl(. When he inherited a farm m southern Ohio, 
mamed, and turned farmer, the story of RP.D. began. In this plain 
narrative he tells about the first three years of a city-bred man on the 
soil, years marked by drought and flood, by blizzard and blazing sun, 
by hard wor\ and long hours, by first encounters with experiences as 
adless as the race of man. Through all the pages run a zest for quiet 
adventure, a sense of humor, and a profound appreciation of the baste 
satisfactions of life. 


PLANTING AND HARVEST 

I UNDERSTAND that every spring, in Plym- 
outh, Massachusetts, a little procession of people, in Pilgrim costume, com- 
memorate an event of three centuries ago by going out and planting some 
corn. For fertilizer, a fish is planted in each hill, with the seed. The incum- 
bent Minister of the First Church says a prayer. Now I don’t happen to go 
to church, or to pray. To me, all that is a confusion of fear and thought, 
expressed in a poetry that is too cold, respectable, and timid, and often too 
vulgar, in the wrong way, to be capable or worthy of expressing any real 
thought or real emotion about life and death. Still, every year ten million 
other farmers, and I, in this country, do certain profoundly strange and 
important things, and sometimes have strange thoughts and feelings about 
them, and this httle ceremony m Plymouth is the only one I have heard of 
that recognizes, in any way, their religious significance. It’s probably just as 
well, because all the clergymen, with the exception of this one, would doubt- 
less try to take over this Act, too, and make it as cold, respectable, timid, and 
vulgar as their christenings, marriages, communions, and burials. I’m sorry 
I menuoned the matter at all. 

The first preparatory rite is hauhng out the manure, in autumn or 
winter or early spring. My hired man, James, and I are able to handle ours 
with my little truck. It is tiring, but not half as nasty as it seems. Good 
manure is a lot cleaner, for instance, than street refuse. Ours rots all summer. 

Then the plowing, dragging, and harrowing. I have tried several times 
to plow, years ago as a boy, and recently, and I have never been able to 
do It. If I had more chance, I think I could learn, but so far, every time, 
the plow has gone too deep, or jumped out of the ground, or wandered all 
over the place, or all three, and after about five minutes I feel as though 
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I’d run a mile. Dragging and harrowing are easier. I don’t know anything 
much nicer to look at than a good field all ready for seed. 

We have planted corn here twice, now, in my tenure, but I do not know 
how to operate a corn planter. It seems to me a very strange and inefiScient 
machme. A long wire, with pieces of meul attached to it at regular inter- 
vals, the distance between the hills of corn, is stretched across the field. The 
planter is driven up the wire, which releases the seeds of corn. The wire 
has to be moved every time a new row is begun. I should thmk that a catch 
on a wheel would do the trick, but then I’m no mechanic. It is hard to be- 
lieve that these odd little machines bemg driven along wires in May are 
planting seeds that in a few weeks will be square miles of corn as fault- 
lessly ordered as a drill at West Point, and much more exating. 

A wheat drill is larger, more complex, and more ingenious. It is used 
in the autumn, here, to plant wheat and other grains, and at the same time 
it plants timothy seed and drills in commercial fertilizer. We have had to 
plant rye twice, here on the hill, as a cover crop for hay, and for early pas- 
ture Itself. The first time, I called up a neighbor and arranged to borrow 
a drill. My hired man at the time, Hubert, went and got it, with his father’s 
team. It had been loaned to another neighbor, who had allowed fertihzer 
to get wet in it. Now fertilizer hardens like cement. Hubert and I spent a 
morning cleaning it out, and then Hubert got to work with it. I followed 
for a while, and everything, to my ignorant eye, seemed to be working prop- 
erly. When he got through, Hubert reported no further trouble. It was only 
the following spring that I found that all the timothy seed (eight dollars a 
bushel when bought) had been dropped m a small area at one end of the 
field, and a band twenty feet wide, the length of the field, had not been 
planted in rye. I have rarely felt quite such a fool. 

The following autumn, after the other field had been cleared of corn, 
and Hubert had departed, I got a neighbor to harrow it with a tractor, and 
I sowed the rye and timothy myself, by hand. I used an old seeder which 
IS simply a gadget attached to the bottom of a sack. You fill the sack with 
your seed mixture, open a vent at the bottom, turn a crank that turns a disk 
that throws the seed many feet, and walk steadily down one corn-shock 
row after another. After a couple of rows, the seeder broke down, and I 
had to finish the job by hand. 1 felt certain that I could not spread that seed 
evenly over thu-teen acres, and make it come out right, but it did. A couple 
of weeks later, when I happened to be in hospital, Peggy reported that the 
rye had come up evenly all over the field. That winter, most of it was frozen 
out, and it gave us only a few days of* pasture, but I’d rather be beaten by 
twenty-two degrees below zero than by my own ignorance. 

Then came the question of putting in spring grass seed. A litde timothy 
had survived, but not much. Ordmarily, one sows clover at this time, as I 
had done in the other field. But I had noticed that the clover had only done 



222 


MANPOWER 


well on the slope that was drained. I consulted our County Agent, and he 
advised a mixture of timothy, red clover, red top, lespedeza, and Kentucky 
blue grass. I put in about twelve pounds of the mixture to the acre, and 
bought enough to reseed part of the other field. I also bought a new seeder. 

A couple of washtubs full of grass seed are as exciting as, say, a pub- 
lisher’s stock room. I plunge my arms into that cool, clean seed, and look 
at those mysterious, hard httle grains, and I see thousands of rolling acres 
of grass, with roots gripping the earth, and the wind caressing the green, 
and great herds of cattle and sheep eating it, and lymg down in it to rest 
and chew, and growing fat and strong. I hear the grasses murmuring, I feel 
them drawing up the water and the richness . . . 

Then, on a clear warm day in March, without wind, when the pools 
of water had mostly disappeared, but the earth was still damp, I did my 
sowmg. It’s an easy job. The sack isn’t heavy, and I sowed the thirteen acres 
and more in less than a day. The seed files out like hard rain, and stings 
your hands red. You walk steadily over the earth, in the sunlight, looking 
up, now and then, at the hills. You imagine the grass growing. It doesn’t 
have to be cultivated, and with any kind of soil and dampness at all, it 
spreads. It’s good food; it’s a fine, useless beauty, too. You think of Johnny 
Applesced, moving west in this very country, when it was a lovely wilder- 
ness, and Abraham Lincoln’s father was chopping down trees. You think 
of the Mongols and their herds, always moving, always looking for grass. 
You wonder whether, if you do something like this, the figures in your book 
are so terribly important after all. You remember a farmer’s telling you how 
his father sowed grass on horseback. You think of getting your animals 
through the winter alive, and you know that from now on the earth is 
going to help you, and them, free, gratis, for nothing. You want to sing, 
dance, yell, get drunk, and pray. And you walk on, steadily, listening to, and 
watching carefully, the fall of that divine Rain. 

Like most religious ecstasies, this one is followed by doubt. Is the 
damned stuff gomg to grow after all? Was that clay too wet? What about 
those pools of water that collected in the next few days ? Then the tiny seeds 
begin to sprout, and take root, and you see that they are doing much better 
in some places than in others. And the weeds appear, too. Then it doesn’t 
rain for three weeks, and when you wake up at night, you hsten for drops 
on the roof. But then one day, after the stock have eaten off most of the 
rye, which has a different color and texture, you are walking out across the 
fields, with dogs, and you notice suddenly something new, a fine green fur, 
not the old rye, not the weeds, not moss, but grass I . . . Mine, last summer, 
was almost completely wiped out by a four months’ drought. This year, I 
got a better start, but so did the weeds. 

But the next spring, after another harrowing, I went out again with a 
sack of green mystery. I think you do this year after year, on clear, warm. 



CHARLES ALLEN SMART 


223, 

windless days in March, whether it makes any money or not, whether you 
can a£Eord it or not, and whether you get any breaks in weather or not. 
“There goes that old boy,” they say, “still sowing grass.” And then one fine 
day it’s all over for you, and they take your body, like the fish at Plymouth, 
and put it in the earth. The process is fancy and silly, but in a short while 
all that, and all you, are quite forgotten. But meanwhile the roots of the 
trees and the grass are reaching down into the earth to the ashes, to the skull, 
which feeds them, and the leaves and grasses are wavmg in the wind and 
sunlight. 

•f 

But the real victory is in the harvest of the corn. It is on these enor- 
mous fields, drilled with such precision, kept clean with such care, with 
the green pennons and tassels waving all summer in the wind, and har- 
vested with such a fight, that all of us, in this region and elsewhere, eat and 
hve. It is these heavy ears that keep the big parade of hogs and cattle mov- 
ing from pasture and barnyard to stockyards, slaughter houses, kitchens, and 
dining room tables. It is these yellow seeds, put carefully into good and bad 
ground in May, that become, in time, not only corn flakes and bacon, but 
also figures in checkbooks, permanent waves m hair, curtains rising in dark- 
ened theaters, and even strange ideas and emotions set down, curiously, in 
black and white marks on paper, and moving strangely into people’s heads, 
like toxins and antitoxins. 

When I moved out here, the meadows had to be plowed up, and so for 
two years even remote, uneconomic Oak Hill heard the portentous whis- 
pering of the corn in the wind. In August, depending on the weather, the 
stalks and leaves begin to turn yellow, at the bottom first, and the ears, if 
the crop is good, push upwards, outwards, and downwards towards the 
earth, ^metimes in midsummer we have the storms and high winds that 
destroyed the Shenandoah and her men, and that flatten the corn to the 
ground, so that it does not ripen properly, and is very hard to cut. 

Along in September, we begin to see whether the grains are dented, and 
look to our corn-knives. These are formidable weapons, with straight, two- 
foot blades, blunt at the end. With one good blow they will cut a hill of 
corn (or a head, for all I know) clean off. 

First, you find the four central hills m an area fourteen hills square, 
bend down the tops, and tie them all together. This forms a “galliv,” not 
to be cut until the fodder is hauled in, that is the core of the shock, and 
provides something against which to lean the first armfuls of fodder. Then 
you begin to cut, hacking away with your right arm, and gathering the tall 
stalks, heavy with their ears, into your left arm, until you have cut so many 
that you can hardly carry the load. One soon learns to balance that heavy 
load on the hip, so that the entire weight is not on the left arm and shoulder. 
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It is well to tie the left cu£F to the thtrnib, or to a glove; otherwise a few 
hours of cutting will rub the wrut raw. The armfuls of fodder with com 
are piled into ^e shock, and it is very strange to me that the sound of a 
load moving through the corn not yet cut, and stacked against the shock, 
is a sound exactly, but exactly, like that of a wave breaking on the shore. In 
corn-cutting, my mmd is always full of memories of the sea. When a shock 
is finished, you take a thing called a fodder pulley, which is merely a notch^ 
board fastened to the end of a light rope some fifteen feet long, throw it 
around the shock, and pull it together as tightly as you can. When you have 
got the pulley tight, you tie the shock together with binder twine, and then 
take off the pulley. Then you go on, for hour after hour, and day after day, 
until finally your field is no longer a West Point parade, but an even array 
of fortresses, with ripemng pumpkms in between. 

Corn<utting, like most farm work, is hard enough. I remember well 
the second day of my first corn-cutting; the first day is always deceptively 
easy. About ten-thirty, the field began to slant and rotate. I had to sit down 
in the shade for a few minutes, and then with lunch, or almost instead of 
lunch, I had to take a stiff drink of whiskey. (In a pinch, there is nothing 
like it.) But corn-cutting is a good job, a constructive, satisfying release of 
all the sadism frustrated and stored up for a year, or years. The air is fine, 
with the smokiness and slight chill of early autumn, and the work itself 
makes one feel like Alan Breck, fightmg all day with a cutlass. 

Cutting IS only the first step. Next comes husking, which can be post- 
poned almost indefinitely, and stretched out through autumn and early 
winter, but which has to be done, sooner or later. It is rather simple, and 
rather dull. You untie the shock, push it over, and then rip the ears out of 
the husks, and throw them into a pile. Then you put the fodder back as it 
was, and tie it together again, to hold it from the wind until you can get 
It hauled in, and stacked near the barnyard, for feeding. There is a little 
hook, mounted on leather, that you can get and tie onto your right palm, 
and that makes it much easier to jerk back the husks. If cutting would be 
good for fighters, husking would appeal to the acquisitive. Those little piles 
of yellow beside the shocks, gotten there with so much effort, are literally 
gold. They may cost you more than they are worth, but that consideration 
has never yet deterred the counters. 

The next thing is hauling in the fodder and corn. This job, too, can 
wait dmost but not quite indefinitely. The winter before last was so bad 
that one saw piles of corn, and shocks of fodder, in the wheat fields as late 
as spring. Some good farmers, like Mr. Kincaid, haul their corn in right 
away, and their fodder as they need it, or as soon as they can. If you are in 
the bottoms, and don’t get it m right quick, there is always a chance of its 
going down in a flood and landing in someone’s bedroom in Memphis. If 
you have teams and wagons, only the worst mud can hold you back, but if 
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you are trying to farm with an old roadster turned into a pick-up, it is 
another story. 

Last winter, James and I labored with that corn, that fodder, and that 
damned (but invaluable) truck, all winter. We’d wait, apprehensively, for 
a hard freeze without much snow — the worst possible weather for the rye 
or wheat coming on— and then rush out, drive and load the truck as fast as 
possible, and sooner or later, get stuck. Like most city people, I had the idea 
that when your car got stuck, all you could do was get a team or wrecking 
car, but soon enough I learned what can be done with fodder, sacks, rocks, 
old boards, old fence posts, and the most grueling work. Several times 1 got 
Peggy into it, to drive while James and I lifted and pushed, finally got her 
moving, and then waited, with our hearts pounding, while Peggy drove 
with mad skill for the barnyard. Usually we had to unload all corn and all 
fodder first. James is made of iron and steel, but more than once I’d come 
in, plastered with mud, and chilled to the marrow, from a three-hour ses- 
sion of this kind, and have to he flat on my back on the floor by the fire 
for a couple of hours, praising God for the Jameses of this world, and 
loathmg my own weakness. 

But we got all that corn into the crib, and all that fodder into the barn- 
yard, and both mto the bellies of the sheep and cattle, and the manure back 
on the earth, and there are people somewhere who had woolen socks on 
their feet, and ate roast beef for dinner. And spring came at last, and Peggy 
and I, and James, put more seeds into the earth. 


Vachel Lindsay 

If> wnting this poem Vachel Ltndsay may well have had in mtnd these 
flaming words of Thomas Carlyle at the sight of industrial England of 
a hundred years ago: "It is not to die, or even to die of hunger, that 
mahes a man wretched, many men have died, all men must die .. . 
But it is to live miserable we hnow not why; to wor\ sore and yet gain 
nothing ... It IS to die slowly all our life long. . . . This ts and re- 
mains forever intolerable to aU men whom God has made" 


'THE LEADEN-EYED 

Let not young souls be smothered out before 
They do quaint deeds and fully flaunt theur pride. 
It is the world’s one crime its babes grow dull. 

Its poor are ox-like, limp and leaden-eyed. 
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Not that they starve, but starve so dreamlessly. 
Not that they sow, but that they seldom reap. 
Not that they serve, but have no gods to serve, 
Not that they die but that they die like sheep. 


E. B. White 

This curious essay was suggested by the experiments of a psychologist 
at the University of Michigan which pioved, by the reactions of rats, 
that human beings swffer nervous breakdown when faced by problems 
which have no apparent solution. Here is a terrifying picture of the 
complexes, frustrations, and tensions of civilization. If this is the way 
the world ends, we had better follow Ricardo's advice in Conversation 
at Midnight and proceed to disintegrate "convivially imbibing the 
pleasanter poisons." Or of course we can, li^e E. B. White, move to 
the country. 


THE DOOR 

EVERYTHING (he kept saying) is something 
it isn’t. And everybody is always somewhere else. Maybe it was the city, 
being in the city, that made him feel how queer everythmg was and that 
it was something else. Maybe (he kept thinking) it was the names of the 
things. The names were tex and frequently koid. Or they were flex and oid 
or they were duroid (sani) or flexsan (duro), but everythmg was glass (but 
not quite glass) and the thing that you touched (the surface, washable, 
crease-resistant) was rubber, only it wasn’t quite rubber and you didn’t quite 
touch It but almost. The wall, which was glass but thrutex, turned out on 
being approached not to be a wall, it was something else, it was an opening 
or doorway — and the doorway (through which he saw himself approach- 
ing) turned out to be somethmg else, it was a wall. And what he had eaten 
not having agreed with him. 

He was in a washable house, but he wasn’t sure. Now about those rats, 
he kept saying to himself. He meant the rats that the Professor had driven 
crazy by forcing them to deal with problems which were beyond the scope 
of rats, the insoluble problems. He meant the rats that had been trained to 
jump at the square card with the circle in the imddle, and the card (because 
it was something it wasn’t) would give way and let the rat into a place 
where the food was, but then one day it would be a trick played on the rat, 
and the card would be changed, and the rat would jump but the card 
wouldn’t give way, and it was an impossible situation (for a rat) and the 
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rat would go insane and into its eyes would come the unspeakably bright 
imploring look of the frustrated, and after the convulsions were over and 
the frantic racing around, then the passive suge would set in and the will- 
ingness to let anything be done to it, even if it was somethmg else. 

He didn’t know which door (or wall) or opening in the house to jump 
at, to get through, because one was an opening that wasn’t a door (it was 
a void, or koid) and the other was a wall that wasn’t an opening, it was a 
sanitary cupboard of the same color. He caught a glimpse of his eyes staring 
into his eyes, m the thrutex, and in them was the expression he had seen 
in the picture of the rats — weary after convulsions and the frantic racing 
around, when they were wilhng and did not mind having anything done 
to them. More and more (he kept saymg) I am confronted by a problem 
which is incapable of solution (for this time even if he chose the right door, 
there would be no food behmd it) and that is what madness is, and thmgs 
seemmg different from what they are. He heard, in the house where he was, 
in the city to which he had gone (as toward a door which might, or might 
not, give way), a noise — not a loud noise but more of a low prefabricated 
humming. It came from a place In the base of the wall (or stat) where the 
due carrying the filterable air was, and not far from the Minipiano, which 
was made of the same material nailbrushes are made of, and which was 
under the stairs. “This, too, has been tested,’’ she said, pointing, but not at 
It, “and found viable.” It wasn’t a loud noise, he kept thinking, sorry that 
' he had seen his eyes, even though it was through his own eyes that he had 
seen them. 

First will come the convulsions (he said), then the exhaustion, then the 
willingness to let anything be done. “And you better believe it will be.” 

All his life he had been confronted by situations which were incapable 
of being solved, and there was a deliberateness behind all this, behmd this 
changing of the card (or door), because they would always wait till you had 
learned to jump at the certain card (or door) — the one with the circle — and 
then they would change it on you. There have been so many doors changed 
on me, he said, m the last twenty years, but it is now becoming clear that 
It IS an impossible situation, and the question is whether to )ump agam, 
even though they ruffle you in the rump with a blast of air — ^to make you 
jump. He wished he wasn’t standing by the Minipiano. First they would 
teach you the prayers and the Psalms, and that would be the right door (the 
one with the circle), and the long sweet words with the holy sound, and 
that would be the one to jump at to get where the food was. Then one day 
you jumped and it didn’t give way, so that all you got was the bump on the 
nose, and the first bewilderment, the first young bewilderment. 

I don’t know whether to tell her about the door they substituted or not, 
he said, the one with the equation on it and the picture of the amoeba r» 
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producing kidf by division. Or the one with the photoitatic cdpy of the 
check for thirty-two dollars and fifty cenu. But the jumping was so long 
ago, although the bump is . . . how those old wounds hurtl Being crazy 
this way wouldn’t be so bad if only, if only. If only when you put your foot 
forward to take a step, the ground wouldn’t come up to meet your foot the 
way It does. And the same way in the street (only I may never get back to 
the street unless I jump at the right door), the curb coming up to meet your 
foot, anticipating ever so delicately the weight of the body, which is some- 
where else. “We could take your name,” she said, “and send it to you.” And 
it wouldn’t be so bad if only you could read a sentence all the way through 
without jumping (your eye) to somcthmg else on the same page; and then 
(he kept thinking) there was that man out in Jersey, the one who started 
to chop his trees down, one by one, the man who began talking about how 
he would take his house to pieces, brick by brick, because he faced a 
problem incapable of solution, probably, so he began to hack at the trees 
in the yard, began to pluck with trcmblmg fingers at the bricks in the 
house. Even if a house is not washable, it is worth taking down. It is not 
till later that the exhaustion sets in. 

But It IS mevitable that they will keep changing the doors on you, he 
said, because that is what they are for; and the thing is to get used to it and 
not let it unsettle the mind. But that would mean not jumping, and you 
can’t. Nobody cannot jump. There will be no not-jumpmg. Among rats, 
perhaps, but among people never. Everybody has to keep jumping at a door 
(the one with the circle on it) because that is the way everybody is, specially 
some people. You wouldn’t want me, standing here, to tell you, would you, 
about my friend the poet (deceased) who said, "My heart has followed all 
my days something I cannot name”? (It had the circle on it.) And like 
many poets, although few so beloved, he is gone. It killed him, the jump- 
ing. First, of course, there were the prehminary bouts, the convulsicms, and 
the calm and the willingness. 

I remember the door with the picture of the girl on it (only it was 
sprmg), her arms outstretched in lovelmess, her dress (it was the one with 
the circle on it) uncaught, beginning the slow, clear, blinding cascade— and 
I guess we would all like to try that door again, for it seemed like the way 
and for a while it was the way, the door* would open and you would go 
through wmged and exalted (like any rat) and the food would be there, 
the way the Professor had it arranged, everything O.K, and you had chosen 
the right door for the world was young. The time they digged that door 
on me, my nose bled for a hundred hours — ^how do you like rhat-, Madam? 
Or would you prefer to show me further through this so strange house, or 
you could take my name and send it to me, for although my heart has fol- 
lowed all my days something I cannot name, I am tired of the jumping and 
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I do not ]uiow which way to go, Madam, and I am not even sure that I 
am not tried beyond the endurance of man (rat, if you will) and have taken 
leave of sanity. What are you following these days, old friend, after your 
recovery from the last bump? What is the name, or is it something you 
cannot name? The rats have a name for it by this time, perhaps, but I don’t 
know what they call it. I call it plexikoid and it comes m sheets, something 
like insulating board, unattainable and ugh-proof. 

And there was the man out in Jersey, because I keep thinking about 
his terrible necessity and the passion and trouble he had gone to all those 
years in the indescribable abundance of a householder’s detail, building the 
estate and the planting of the trees and in sprmg the lawn-dressing and in 
fall the bulbs for the spring burgeoning, and the watering of the grass on 
the long hght evenings in summer and the gravel for the driveway (all had 
to be thought out, planned) and the decorative borders, probably, the peren- 
nials and the bug spray, and t,he building of the house from plans of the 
architect, first the sills, then the studs, then the full corn in the ear, the 
floors laid on the floor timbers, smoothed, and then the carpets upon the 
smooth floors and the curtains and the rods therefor. And then, almost 
without warning, he would be jumping at the same old door and it wouldn’t 
give: they had changed it on him, making life no longer supportable under 
the elms in the elm shade, under the maples in the maple shade. 

“Here you have the maximum of openness in a small room.” 

It was impossible to say (maybe it was the city) what made him feel 
the way he did, and I am not the only one either, he kept thinking — ^ask 
any doctor if I am. The doctors, they know how many there arc, they even 
know where the trouble is only they don’t like to tell you about the pre- 
frontal lobe because that means making a hole in your skull and removing 
the work of centuries. It took so long commg, this lobe, so many, many 
years. (Is it something you read in the paper, perhaps?) And now, the 
strain being so great, the door having been changed by the Professor once 
too often . . . but it only means a whiff of ether, a few deft strokes, and the 
higher animal becomes a little easier in his mind and more like the lower 
one. From now on, you see, that’s the way it will be, the ones with the small 
prefrontal lobes will win because the other ones are hurt too much by this 
incessant bumping. They can stand just so much, eh. Doctor? (And what 
IS that, pray, that you have in your hand?) Sull, you never can tell, eh. 
Madam? 

He crossed (carefully) the room, the thick carpet under him softly, and 
went toward the door carefully, which was glass and he could see himse lf 
m it, and which, at his approach, opened to allow him to pass through; and 
beyond he half expected to find one of the old doors that he had known, 
perhaps the one with the circle, the one with the girl her arms outstretched 
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in loveliness and beauty before him. But he saw instead a movii^ stairway, 
and (lescended m light (he kept thinking) to the street below and to the 
other people. As he stepped off, the ground came up shghdy, to meet 
his foot. 


Vachel Lindsay 

Vachel Lindsay, in Itnes that any child can understand, answers the 
man of good intentions but little courage who says: "What can one 
individual do to better the world?" "Lao-tse, the Chinese phtlosopher, 
gave the same answer twenty-five hundred years ago: “The journey of 
a thousand miles begins with one step." 


THE MOUSE THAT GNAWED TTiE OAK-TREE DOWN 

The mouse that gnawed the oak-tree down 
Began his task in early life. 

He kept so busy with his teeth 
He had no time to take a wife. 

He gnawed and gnawed through sun and rain 
When the ambitious fit was on, 

Then rested in the sawdust till 
A month of idleness had gone. 

He did not move about to hunt 
The coteries of mousic-men. 

He was a snail-paced, stupid thing 
Until he cared to gnaw again. 

The mouse that gnawed the oak-tree down, 

When that tough foe was at his feet — 

Found in the stump no angel-cake 
Nor buttered bread, nor cheese nor meat — 

The forest-roof let in the sky. 

“This light is worth the work,” said he. 

“I’ll make this ancient swamp more light,” 

And started on another tree. 



Archibald MacLeish 


Archibald MacLeish in this poem voices a thought often present in his 
worl( — that men can save themselves only by their own efforts, that 
there is only the way forward, that the promises of America are only 
"for those who take them!’ 


' SPEECH TO A CROWD 

Tell me my patient friends — ^awaiters of messages — 

From what other shore: from what stranger; 

Whence was the word to come? Who was to lesson you? 

Listeners under a child’s crib m a manger — 

Listeners once by the oracles: now by the transoms — 

Whom are you waiting for? Who do you think will explain? 

Listeners thousands of years and still no answer — 

Writers at night to Miss Lonely-Hearts: awkward spellers — 
Open your eyesi There is only earth and the mani 

There is only you: there is no one else on the telephone: 

No one else is on the air to whisper: 

No one else but you will push the bell. 

No one knows if you don’t: neither ships 
Nor landing-fields decode the dark between: 

You have your eyes and what your eyes see is. 

The earth you see is really the earth you are seeing: 

The sun is truly excellent- truly warm. 

Women are beautiful as you have seen them — 

Their breasts (believe it) like cooing of doves in a portico: 
They bear at their breasts tenderness softly. Look at them! 
Look at yourselves. You are strong. You are well formed. 

Look at the world— the world you never took I 

It is really true you may live in the world heedlessly: 

Why do you wait to read it m a book then? 
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Write it yourselves I Write to yourselves if you need to! 
Tell yourselves there is sun and the sun will rise: 

Tell yourselves the earth has food to feed you: — 

Let the dead men say that men must die! 

Who better than you can know what death is? 

How can a bone or a broken body surmise it? 

Let the dead shriek with their whispering breath: 
Laugh at them! Say the murdered gods may wake 
But we who work have end of work together: 

Tell yourselves the earth is yours to take! 

Waiting for messages out of the dark you were poor. 
The world was always yours: you would not take it 


Alfred North Whitehead 

Alfred North Whitehead (i86t~ ) is Bnttsh-bom and a graduate of 

Trinity College, Cambridge. Now in his eighties he loo^s bac^ upon a 
distinguished career in the htndred fields of mathematics and phi- 
losophy, Since 1 ^ 2 ^ he has been a professor of philosophy, now emeritus, 
at Harvard University. He is a Fellow of the Royal Society, and holds 
honorary degrees from the world’s great institutions. In the concluding 
pages of his Science and the Modern World he regards without dismay 
the prospects of civilization, but warns against two enemies of social 
progress: the gospel of force and the gospel of uniformity, both, since 
he wrote these pages, unhappily exemplified in the history of Europe. 
The first, he says, can be overcome by the power of cooperation; the 
second must yield to the restless spirit of mankind, forever venturing 
into new regions of thought and experience. 


REQUISITES FOR SOCIAL PROGRESS 

, AT the present moment a discussion is raging as 
to the future of civilization in the novel circumstances of rapid 
and technological advance. The evils of the future have been diagnr.a.fl in 
various ways: the loss of religious faith, the malignant use of material power, 
the degradation attending a differential birth-rate favour ing the lower types 
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«£ bumaQity, die suppression o£ esthetic creativencss, Without doubt, these 
are all evil^ dangerous and threatening. But they are not new. From the 
dawn of history, mankind has always been losing its rehgious &ith, has 
always suffered from the malignant use of material power, has always suf' 
fered from the infertihty of its best intellectual types, has always witnessed 
the periodical decadence of art. In the reign of the Egyptian kmg, Tutankh- 
amen, there was raging a desperate religious struggle between Modernists 
and Fundamentalists; the cave pictures exhibit a phase of dehcate esthedc 
achievement as superseded by a period of comparative vulgarity; the reli- 
gious leaders, the great thinkers, the great poets and authors, the whole 
clerical caste in the Middle Ages, have been notably infertile; finally, if we 
attend to what actually has happened in the past, and disregard romantic 
visions of democracies, aristocracies, kings, generals, armies, and merchants, 
material power has generally been wielded with blindness, obstinacy, and 
selfishness, often with brutal mahgnancy. And yet, mankind has progressed. 
Even if you take a uny oasis of pecuhar excellence, the type of modern man 
who would have most chance of happiness in ancient Greece at its best 
period IS probably (as now) an average professional heavy-weight boxer, 
and not an average Greek scholar from Oxford or Germany. Indeed, the 
main use of the Oxford scholar would have been his capability of writing 
an ode in glorification of the boxer. Nothung does more harm in unnerving 
men for their duties in the present than the attention devoted to the points 
of excellence in the past as compared with the average failure of the present 
day. 

. . . The watchwords of the nmetcenth century have been: struggle for 
existence, competition, class warfare, commercial antagonism between na- 
tions, military warfare. The struggle for existence has been construed into 
the gospel of hate. The full conclusion to be drawn from a philosophy of 
evolution is fortunately of a more balanced character. Successful organisms 
modify their environment. Those organisms are successful which modify 
their environment so as to assist each other. This law is exemphfied in na- 
ture on a vast scale. For example, the North American Indians accepted 
their envuonment, with the result that a scanty population barely succeeded 
in mamtauung themselves over the whole continent. The European races 
when they arrived in the same continent pursued an opposite policy. They 
at once cooperated in modifying their environment. The result is that a 
populauon more than twenty tunes that of the Indian population now occu- 
pies the same territory, and the continent is not yet fuU. Again, there are 
associations of different species which mutually cooperate. This diSerentia- 
uon of speaes is exhibited in the simplest physical entities, such as the asso- 
ciation between electrons and positive nuclei, and in the whole realm of ani- 
mate nature. The trees in a Brazilian forest depend upon the association of 
various speaes o^ organisms, each of which is mutually dependent on the* 
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Other species. A single tree by itself is dependent upon all the adverse 
chances of shifting circumstances. The wind stunts it: the variations in tem- 
perature check Its foliage: the rains denude its soil: its leaves are blown away 
and are lost for the purpose of fertilization. You may obtain individual 
specimens of fine trees either in exceptional circumstances or where human 
cultivation has intervened. But in nature the normal way in which trees 
flourish is by their association in a forest. Each tree may lose something of 
Its individual perfection of growth, but they mutually assist each other in 
[H'eserving the conditions for survival. The soil is preserved and shaded; 
and the microbes necessary for its fertility are neither scorched, nor frozen, 
nor washed away. A forest is the triumph of the orgamzation of mutually 
dependent species. Further a species of microbes which kills the forest, also 
exterminates itself. Again the two .sexes exhibit the same advantage of dif- 
ferentiation. In the history of the world, the prize has not gone to those 
species which specialized in methods of violence or even in defensive armor. 
In fact, nature began with produemg animals encased in hard shells for 
defence against the ills of life. It also experimented m size. But smaller ani- 
mals, without external armor, warm-blooded, sensitive, and alert, have 
cleared these monsters off the face of the earth. Also, the lions and tigers 
are not the successful species. There is something in the ready use of force 
which defeats its own ob)ect. Its main defect is that it bars cooperation. 
Every organism requires an environment of friends, partly to shield it from 
violent changes and partly to supply it with its wants. The Gospel of Force 
IS incompatible with a social life. By force, I mean antagonism in its most 
general sense. 

Almost equally dangerous is the Gospel of Uniformity. The differences 
between the nations and races of mankind are required to preserve the con- 
ditions under which higher development is possible. One main factor m the 
upward trend of animal life has been the power of wandering. Perhaps this 
IS why the armour-plated monsters fared badly. They could not wander. 
Animals wander mto new conditions. They have to adapt themselves or die. 
Mankmd has wandered from the trees to the plains, from the plains to the 
sea-coast, from climate to climate, from continent to continent, and from 
habit of life to habit of life. When man ceases to wander, he will cease to 
ascend in the scale of being. Physical wandering is still important, but 
greater still is the power of man’s spiritual adventures— adventures of 
thought, adventures of passionate feeling, adventures of esthetic experience. 
A diversification among human communities is essential for the provision 
of the incentive and material for the Odyssey of the human spirit. Other 
nations, of different habits, are not enemies: they are godsends. Men require 
of their' neighbours somethmg sufficiently akin to be understood, something 
sufficiently different to provoke attention, and something great enough to 
command admiration. We must not expect, however, all the virtues. We 
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should even be satisfied if there is something odd enough to be interesting. . 

Modern science has imposed on humanity the necessity for wandering. 

Its progressive thought and its progresive technology make the transition 
through time, from generation to generation, a true migration into un- 
charted seas of adventute. The very benefit of wandering is that it is dan- 
gerous and needs skill to avert evils. We must expect, therefore, that the 
future will disclose dangers. It is the busmess of the future to be dan- 
gerous; and It IS among the merits of science that it equips the future for 
Its duties. . . . 

The moral of the tale [of the influence of science in the modern world] 
is the power of reason, its decisive influence on the life of humanity. The 
great conquerors, from Alexander to Caesar, and from Caesar to Napoleon, 
influenced profoundly the lives of subsequent generations. But the total 
effect of this influence shrinks to insignificance if compared to the entire 
transformation of human habits and human mentality produced by the long 
line of men of thought from Thales to the present day, men individually 
powerless, but ultimately the rulers of the world. 


Editors of *Tortune” 

The Norden bombsight contains six tiny steel balls in its tiltmg-control 
beanng. If any of these balls vary in smoothness more than one mil- 
lionth of an inch, the bombardier, flying at joo miles an hour some 
four or five miles above the earth, will miss his target. The miracle that 
insures that he shall not miss, that the steel balls shall not vary beyond 
an infinitesimal degree {called a tolerance), is the system of quality 
ccmtrol described in the following case history by staff members of 
Fortune. 


TO ONE-MILLIONTH OF AN INCH 

THE management of SKF Industries, Inc., which 
turns out 100,000 bearings a day in some 8,000 sizes, is more like an engi- 
neering society than a group of typical executives. In part this preponder- 
ance of engineers — civil, mechanical, process, time-study, thermodynamical — 
reflects the sold-by-prcscription character of the bearing business. In part it 
reflects the influence exerted by the founder of the original SKF (Svenska 
Kullager Fabriken, or Swedish ball-bearing factory), who was a distin- 
guished Goteborg engineer, Sven Wingquist, and very proud of his calling. 
After 1907, when he perfected the bearing upon which he built a worldwide 
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organization with fourteen factories in seven countries and 200 sales offices, 
Sven Wingquist invariably put a premium on engmeering talent. But 
neither the nature of bearing production nor the weight of tradition alone 
accounts fqr the fact that the American SKF, w^di its four plants in the 
Philadelphia area, spends forty out of every hundred man-hours on quality 
control. 

Before the war, the ratio was high but considerably less. But the onset 
of the defense program in 1940 changed SKF’s ideas about the meaning of 
quality control, especially as it had to do with precision. The ^o.ooo-of-an- 
inch tolerances, so pamstakmgly achieved, had become too gross. Bearings 
for PT-boat torpedoes and anti-aircraft-gun range hnders, as well as for air- 
craft engines and flymg instruments and bombsights, were exacting a new 
exactitude. 

Over the past three years SKF has developed a new form of ultra- 
precision manufacture, supported by a quality-control program where 
lacquer on the fingernails of a woman inspector, or powder on her nose, 
or a one-degree change in temperature is guarded against with a kind of 
breath-holding care, lest it rum weeks of work. 

While the old-fashioned “plain” bearing that slides like a hub over its 
axle often gets hot and burns out from this friction, the ball and roller 
(tapered, spherical, cylindrical) bearmgs of the sort made by SKF arc the 
nearest thing to frictionless motion known to man. They roll rather than 
rub— the ball along a curvature, or pomt, contact, and the roller over a sur- 
face, or line, contact. And whether four feet in diameter, weighing 3,800 
pounds, and anchoring the central shaft of an armor-plate mill, or half an 
inch in diameter, wcighmg less than .05 of an ounce, and acting as pivot 
for a microscope lens, ball and roller bearings have always the same fun- 
damental function: to support a gear or shaft or wheel or other moving part 
in such a way as to give it freedom to rotate but not to wobble. 

To turn out bearings light enough in motion, smooth enough in sur- 
face, hard enough in texture to perform their supporting role, SKF’s quality 
control starts with the raw material, a cold-drawn alloy steel generally con- 
taining I per cent carbon, 1.5 per cent chrome, and .3 per cent manganese. 
Upon its structure depend the bearing’s toughness and longevity, and to 
improve both is the hfework of Dr. Haakon Styri, a noted Norwegian 
chemist, physicist, metallurgist, who has made his home in this country for 
a quarter of a century as SKF’s chief of research. From 1930 on, he kept at 
U. S. steel mills, urging them to cut down on slag inclusions (sulfides, 
aluminates, silicates) that sapped the strength and shortened the life of the 
bearing. But his recommendations met with only partial success until 1940 
when war cut off Sweden as primary source for the more potent bearing 
steel he demanded. At, that point, several U. S. steel companies got down 
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to busiliess with Dr. Styri and other scientists and developed a bearing steel 
superior to any. 

Although every steel shipment is inspected by the vendor, SKF looks it 
over again when it arrives in bars, tubings, and coils at plant No. 2 along 
Tulip Street in Philadelphia. Consider the cold-drawn wire for making, say, 
the %2-of-an-inch balls that go into the bearing that acts as tilting control 
for the Norden bombsight. As soon as this wire reaches the receiving de- 
partment, ends are snipped ofi and sent to the laboratory, where Dr. Styri’s 
assistants test them with Rockwell gauges for hardness and put them under 
microscopes that magmfy 1,000 times to show up structural flaws. If the steel 
isn’t homogeneous, if it has perhaps a certain pock, it would have the same 
effect on the ball as a valvular lesion on the human heart, and it is discarded. 

But when the steel is approved, the creation of the ball begins. A coil 
of wire is fed into the' automatic headmg machine that shears off a %2-of' 
an-inch slug, passing it into cuplike dies that mold it into a globe, squeez- 
ing out an equatorial belt called a “flash,” and spewing the first rough ball 
mto a bucket. This flash is unavoidable. No mechanism can compress a piece 
of cold alloy steel into complete roundness without breakmg it. Hence the 
ball goes into the hopper of a special “flashing” device, where two cutting 
disks shave off the equatorial belt and the mbs at its poles. Smoother now, 
it is swirled around a slot between the single grinder’s two wheels, which 
scrape off an over-all layer of steel, and do it evenly, for the ball is always 
changing its axis as it slips along, and every part of its surface gets a going 
over. Similarly, the multiple-groove grinder takes off eight more layers, as 
if peeling skins from an onion. Lest stray particles of steel cling to the ball’s 
surface, it is placed inside a great metal cask, looking like a beer tun, and 
tumbled in a gray mixture of abrasives and water up to forty hours. 

Since the ball must be heat-treated to attain its proper hardness, m this 
case an ability to sustain a pressure of 300,000 pounds per square inch, it is 
thrust into a furnace where, starting at ordinary room temperature, the ball 
travels along eight feet of heat gradations up to 1,500° Fahrenheit; it is then 
spilled into a bath of water where it is quenched to a coolness of 60°. But 
this is so severe a shock that, to relieve the stresses, the ball is then scooped 
into a bucket, which is placed in a circulatory air furnace where the tem- 
perature is kept for forty-five minutes at 240° Fahrenheit. Again the ball 
is cooled but this time only in factory air, tumbled, and put into a precision 
grmder where for thirty-nine hours it is held by a grooved grinding disk 
against a fine-grained grinding wheel that brings it toward its specified size 
of %3 of an inch and a smoothness correct within ^,000,000 of an inch. 

Lapping, the final stage in manufaaure. Imparts a bright shming sur- 
face to the ball, and brings its smoothness down to M, 000, 000 of an inch, 
its size to within ^00,000 of an inch, and its roundness to Moo.ooo of an 
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inch, by holding it for twenty hours between two grooved plates of cast 
iron, the upper one stationary while the lower one rotates against it. 

At the end of each operation, a process inspector who moves about 
among the bank of machines in his section takes a sample from the lot and 
goes over it with his battery of portable gauges for stains and flats, for size 
and roundness. He is guided by the Universal Double Sampling Plan, a 
supplement to the Shewhart statisucal method, introduced into SKF about 
a year ago by Charles S. Gotwals, supervisor of Inspection and Quahty 
Control. 

Despite the aid of statistics, and the ingenuity of machines, and meas- 
uring devices almost infallible, quality control still depends upon compe- 
tent inspection; and Gotwals believes that, above all, an inspector should 
have a Calvinist conscience. He (or she) should also be endowed with finger 
dexterity, a fine touch, and excellent eyesight. A fuss-budget temperament 
is, naturally, beyond price. At the same time, he must be able to watch out 
for flaws with unflagging attentiveness, day after day, without blowing his 
top. To allay the strain of this concentration, Gotwals shifts inspectors from 
one item to another as often as every two hours. He prefers the roving in- 
speaor particularly to be quiet, if not taciturn, in disposition lest he suc- 
cumb to the “hoof-and-mouth disease,” the impulse to start a conversation 
with everyone he meets on his rounds. The result may be inattention on his 
part, carelessness on that of the operator. He is never encouraged to broaden 
tolerances a fraction ]ust over or under the line; in some cases this would 
do no damage, but the action could foster disregard for standards. 

Unlike production workers and such indirect labor as maintenance men, 
inspectors no longer participate in the SKF wage incentive. It was found 
that the lure of the premium impaired their judgment — ^unconsciously for 
the most part, Gotwals and his colleagues beheve. 

At the moment, to check output, SKF needs 1,000 process or roving 
inspectors, and 2,100 part and assembly mspectors, who sit at benches among 
the machines on the factory floor or in separate inspection rooms. They arc 
encouraged to put up a fight on the results of their work; and they do it, 
too, since they know that Inspection and Quality Control is an independent 
department with its own stafl and hne organization, and with Gotwals re- 
porting directly to the factory head. The records and reports of this in- 
spectorate provide — for forty-seven quality-control specialists who “watch the 
watchmen” and nineteen quality-control engmeers — ^the data that furnish the 
basis for the use of the Shewhart system. ' 

SHORT CUTS TO SAMPLING 

That system at SKF consists of two parts: (i) the Shewhart “average” 
and “dispersion” charts, (2) the Universal Double Sampling Plan, statis- 
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tical tables that show a short cut to samphng, developed by Shewhart’s Bell 
Laboratories colleagues, Harold F. Dodge and Harry G. Romig. The 
Dodge-Romig tables derive from the capricious laws of probability, first 
discovered m games of chance and later endowed with respectability by a 
long line of mathematicians. In fact, this probability thesis has bttn in- 
voked to validate everythmg from the Mendelian theory of heredity to 
public-opinion polls. The “expectancy” calculations, as worked out in ab- 
struse equations by Messrs. Diodge and Romig, yield the same result as if 
they had actually taken, say, 970 white balls and thirty black balls, mixed 
them in a bowl, and drawn out any nundier more than thirty, counting the 
number of each color. This procedure, when repeated, say, 100 times, would 
show the black balls recurring nearly 3 per cent of the time; the more tests 
that are made, the nearer the average will come to the exact percentage of 
black balls. However, in any single draw all thirty black balls may appear, 
or none at all; in terms of quality control this would be the same as thirty 
defects or none. 

By the same token, quahty cannot be assessed from a single sample; in 
short, when a customer inspects a lot of goods (white and black balls) he 
cannot be sure that the lot is acceptable merely because a sample he chooses 
at random is without defects (as if it consisted only of white balls). In its 
disproportionate lack of defects, this sample reflects a probability error. But 
the frequency with which such errors occur can be determined by the mathe- 
matics of probability. 

The risk of error for the customer will vary according to the propor- 
tion of defects (black balls) to the whole (black and white balls together). 
The producer is up against a similar problem since a lot is accepted upon 
the basis of a sample that is expected to have no more than a certain per- 
centage of defects. But it might happen that a single sample from a par- 
ticular lot would contain a preponderance of defects (much more than the 
3 per ".ent of black balls) . The lot would therefore be rejected — even though 
the over-all production it represented were running at a satisfactory quality 
level. However, over the long pull, the effect of this caprice is corrected. 
While the customer will get more defects in some lots, he will get less m 
others; so that his total purchase will not contain more than the guaranteed 
hmit of defects. The producer, on the other hand, can always rcinspcct his 
rejected lots 100 per cent, sortmg good from bad, to rectify the dispropor- 
tion of defects, or black balls to white. 

The Dodge-Romig tables, as used at SKF and elsewhere, guide the 
process inspector in choosmg a sample size that will (1) provide a stipu- 
lated degree of protection, such as not permitting more than 2 per cent of 
defectives in the outgomg quahty, and (2) do this with the smallest pos- 
sible personnel. The tables have been so well worked out for the inspector 
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diat he has qo more to do with the mathematical calculations behind them 
than a radar operator with the theory of electronics. 

The process inspector who is checking Norden ^a-of-an-inch balls 
finds for example, with a lot of i^oo after lapping, ]ust before they 

are to leave his section. He knows that the cost, engmeermg, and quality- 
control departments have guaranteed to the customer that the average 
quality will contain no more than .1 per cent defects; this is called the 
Average Outgoing Quahty Limit (AOQL). From his daily experience he 
sees that the process average, or average of defects, has been running at .03 
per cent. He refers to his Dodge-Romig tables, which, under these condi- 
tions, prescribe a total sample of 670 balls to be divided into two groups, 
the'first of 430 and the second of 240. If no defects are found when he goes 
over the 430 group, the entire lot of lyfoo is acceptable. But if one ball out 
of the 430 has a defect, he has to inspect the second group of 240. If out of 
the total sample of 670 only one defect is discovered, he can let the lot go; 
but if he finds two, it is unacceptable. He reports this to the production 
foreman, and search for the root of the trouble, whether in the steel, or 
machine, or the operator, is promptly begun. (The tighter the AOQL, the 
larger the sample size must be. If, in the above case, the AOQL had been 
2 per cent instead of .i per cent, a sampling of only seventy balls, thirty- 
three in the first group and thirty-seven in the second, would have bera 
indicated.) 

Once O.K.’d by the process inspector, the 1,400 balls are coated m a 
film of light oil and packed m a tray swimming with heavy oil to prevent 
them from nickmg each other. Carried hke crown jewels by porters walking 
as in a funeral cortege, the tray is dehvered to the too per cent ball-inspection 
room; for m an ultra-precision product of this kind, where extra precau- 
tions against chance-inspired defects are needed, the statistical-sampling 
method — despite its general dependability — is not dependable enough. Only 
by testing every item 100 per cent can the quality standard be mamtained. 

Spotless as a surgery, the ball-inspection room is air conditioned to keep 
out dust motes and specks, and its temperature kept constant lest balls ex- 
pand or contract. Under fluorescent lamps, 140 women without make-up 
are seated before long tables, intent over microscopes, seekmg to probe out 
hidden pores, scratches, or discolorations in every ball. The women wear 
gloves, for a bead of perspiration from a hand would corrode the ball, mak- 
ing It useless. As good are sorted from bad, quality-control men move from 
bench to bench, transcnbmg the record of inspections from hour to hour. 
Every one of the 100,000 %2-of-an-inch balls that go into the Norden bomb- 
sight every month is thus 100 per cent inspected; and then inspected again 
before it can depart from the SKF stockroom. 
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it’s in the gkoove 

Crucial as the %2-of'an-inch ball, but infinitely more difficult to make, 
are the inner and outer rings between which the ball moves and has its 
being. While thirteen operations are required to shape the inner ring, for 
example, twenty-three separate inspections are needed before it can be 
assendiled into the bearing. No other item has caused SKF quite so much 
trouble. 

Early in 1942 Dr. Styri of SKF research reported that advances in ball- 
bearing steel, which he has done much to promote, made it possible to 
finish the inner ring’s groove, or track, to a smoothness of ^,000,000 of 
an inch. This was something that Norden very much wanted; for this inner 
ring, together with the balls, carries the major burden in the bearing that 
acts as the bombsight’s tiltmg controL It had already been more sensitized 
than tumblers in a safe. But Norden wanted it to start turning if breathed 
on at a distance of thirty inches, because the new height in bombing, 30,000 
feet, requires more accurate functioning of the sight than ever before. 

Despite Dr. Styri’s assurance that the new steels would allow this sen- ■ 
sitivity, the engineering department was m a dubious mood when it pre- 
pared specifications for size and tolerance. From these it made up blue- 
prints, passing them along to Karl Kesselring, in charge of Norden bear- 
ings as well as other SKF high-precision work. The new specifications on 
the inner rmg were both a challenge and a routine to him. In the preceding 
eleven years he had held various jobs with SKF but they always added up 
to the same thing, the attempt to obtain better bearing performance by 
means of higher exactitude; and in this respect the inner ring held a spe- 
cial hazard. 

The ring’s surface was to have a hitherto unimaginable smoothness. 
For nine out of the thirteen stages in its manufacture, Kesselring and his 
aides had to design special-purpose machines, notably for lapping and 
grinding, and build seven of them in SKF’s own tool shops, for the 
machine-tool fraternity was either too busy or too skeptical to take on such 
assignments. Sometimes he was able to buy a general-purpose machine and 
regrind, repolish, refit, and readjust shafts, gears, cogs, and work heads 
sufficiently to meet inner-ring purposes. 

The grinding machine for operation No. lo was made in this way by 
the hundred and is doing very well. Standing neck-high, sheathed by 
scrofulous black cast iron, its apron bristling with dials and gauges, this 
machine’s interior is jammed with intricate control devices; they are like 
demonstrations of a physics lecture on gravitational, centrifugal, and cen- 
tripetal force. Weights and counterweights, cogs, gears, and pulleys for 
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wheels and spindles keep moving clockwise and countcr<lockwise, with a 
stately rhythm. 

But before this grinder can be used, a setup man, who at SKF must be 
both an instructor and a very skilled all-round mechanic, familiar with 
blueprints, adjusts the machine with the care of a violinist tuning for the 
Bach Chaconne. He makes sure that the grinding wheel is balanced on the 
spindle, that the mandrel, or work holder, is aligned. He then runs off fifty 
samples, and with his own master set of measuring instruments checks for 
diameter dimensions, for grooving, for wobble, for surface tears or scratches, 
setting down the details in his logbook. Only when his samples comply 
with quality-control allowances, in this case one defective ring out of every 
fifty, can the operator take over. As a rule the work goes serenely from this 
point forward, but quite often it doesn’t. 

Perhaps the operator is a new employee and fails to notice, after the 
first half hour, that the stationary gauges on which she tests the rings are 
warning that too many of them are not being ground to the correct finish. 
But she doesn’t remain in ignorance for long. The process inspector, who 
reviews the grinder’s output about every forty-five minutes, has scrutinized 
a dozen of her rings under his pocket magnifying glass, and some don’t 
look right. He tells the operator to stop while he checks further. He takes 
a batch of twenty-five rings to his own workbench and puts them under a 
fifteen-power microscope. Five of them seem to show scars and chatter 
(steel pimples). But to be completely certain he places them, like records 
under a phonograph needle, below the profilometer’s fine diamond point, 
which rides over their surfaces and transmits electrically to a dial pointer 
the oscillations that show ridges on the rings. 

Upon this evidence, the inspector instructs the setup man to readjust 
the machine, and the latter fusses with sizing and other devices, but when 
he makes his samples they too reveal the same proportion of Haws. He noti- 
fies the foreman, who has been selected less for his administrative than for 
his mechanical flair and experience, and he in turn tries his hand at setting 
the grinder at its appropriate standard. But it still remains off the beam. 
The chief of the maintenance crew is summoned and he and the foreman 
perhaps diagnose the trouble as arising from two slides that are worn. The 
machine is carted off to the repair department for resynchronizing. 

Meanwhile, neither the process mspector nor the foreman knows how 
many defectives have slipped through their cordon sanitatre. The entire lot 
IS declared to be “out of control,” and every ring must be mspected 100 per 
cent before going on to the next stage in the process. Defectives are salvaged 
by reoperation, or scrapped. Rings that are approved arc moved along, 
step by step, and, when the last operation is completed, are taken to the 
final inspection room, where the tables are crowded with an enormous array 
of measuring and contour devices, to assist the inspectors to check for every- 
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thing from nicks to murky appearance. There is the profile gauge, which, 
held to the light, will show up the slightest variation in shape. There is the 
visual comparator, which throws on the screen a 62^^ to i enlargement 
showing trueness of contour, and there are the master rings, with which 
the item is compared ]ust before final assembly into the bearing. 

By fusing statistical sampling with 100 per cent inspection, SKF has 
achieved a high level of quality control in certain departments, keeping re- 
jections down to an average of 3 per cent But in departments where quality 
control is not yet installed or is only partial, rejections sometimes run as 
high as from 7 to 20 per cent The difference in costs for inspection and 
other labor, as well as for waste, is very appreciable. Upon this basis of com- 
parison, Kesselring and Gotwals have bi^me converted to the Shewhart 
system. Yet they regard it more as a valuable means of inspection, which 
IS only a part of quality control, than as a drastic reform that has changed 
. the entire conception of quality control from the static to the dynamic. But 
no one can doubt that wartime pressures have fostered a sharper recogni- 
tion of quality control’s value and importance and the high potentialities 
It affords in the post-war period for using finer materials at lower cost. 


Editors of "Time” 

Time litres to call itself "curt, clear, complete." To these virtues it joins 
certain mannerisms, amusing to some readers, irritating to others' in- 
veited sentences, omitted connectives, audacious epithets, invented words 
and compounds, alliteration, all of which undoubtedly make for liveli- 
ness and emphasis and already place their impress on American style. 
The following biographicd-scientific article represents the skilled col- 
laboration of various editors, researcheis, and other staff members of 
Time. 


TWENTIETH CENTURY SEER 

MEDICAL news last week vied with news of 
the days before invasion. Under the aspect of eternity, the medical news 
might even be more important than the military. WPB announced that the 
wonder drug penicillin, for three years practically a monopoly of the Army 
and Navy, was now being manufactured in such quantity that it can be 
issued to civilians. Some 1,000 hospitals will be allowed to buy generous 
monthly quotas for distribution to patients and other hospitals as they see fit. 

For impatient sufferers (many of them dying), the good news came none 
too soon. Penicillin (sometimes rhymes with villain, sometimes with whistle 
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io) is tl)c best treatment for all suphylococcic infections, aU hemolytic strep* 
tococcic infections, clostridia infections, pneumococcic infections (of the lin* 
ing of skull, spmal cord, lung and heart surfaces), pneumococcic pneumonia 
that sulfa drugs will not cure, all gonococcic infc^ons (including all gon- 
orrhea that sulfa drugs will not cure). Diseases against which penicillin is 
effective but not fully tested: syphilis, actinomycosis, bacterial endocarditis. 

THE SaENTIFIC VISION 

The man who made possible this incalculable alleviation of human suffer- 
ing is Dr. Alexander Fleming, discoverer of the antibacterial effect of the 
mold from which pemcillin is made. He is a short (5 ft. 7 in.), gentle, re- 
tiring Scot with somewhat dreamy blue eyes, fierce white hair and a mulling 
mmd, which, when it moves, moves with the thrust of a cobra. Until time’s 
solvent has dissolved the human slag, it will be hard to say who the great 
men of the 20th Century are. But Dr. Alexander Fleming is almost cer- 
tainly one of them. 

For he belongs in the tradition of the scientific seers, which includes 
Galileo watching the swing of a lamp in the Cathedral of Pisa and deducing 
from it the law of the pendulum, and Isaac Newton watching the fall of 
an apple and deducing from it the law of gravity. For thousands of years 
men looked at the cryptogamic mold called Pcntcilltum notatum, but Dr. 
Fleming was the first to see its cryptic meaning. His discernment, restoring 
to science the creative vision which it has sometimes been held to lack, also 
restored health to millions of men living and unborn. 

The story of his discovery is legendary. Back in 1928 Alexander Fleming, 
M.B., B.S., F.R.C.S.,^ taught bacteriology at St. Mary’s Hospital Medical 
School, University of London. In his small, old-fashioned laboratory, he 
grew staphylococci in petri plates (fiat glass culture dishes). One day he 
found that mold had spoiled one of his cultures. Staphylococcus grew on 
only half of the plate. A blue-green mold spotted, but did not cover, the 
other half. 

He noticed that the mold had cleared a wide, bacteria-free area between 
Itself and the staphylococci — ^perhaps had killed them. He did not destroy 
the moldy culture. 

It was a great moment in the drama of medicine: the moment when Dr. 
Faustus opens Nostradamus’ secret book, comprehends in a flash the sign 
of the macrocosm, and is able at last to conjure up the Earth Spirit. But that 
was not the way Dr. Fleming reported his epochal perception. Said he: “I 
was sufficiently interested in the antibacterial substance produced by the 
mold to pursue the subject.” 

^ Bachelor of Medicine, Bachelor of Surgery. Fellow of the Royal College of Surgeons. Last 
year he added F.R.S. (Fellow of the Royal Society), a great honor 
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THE aciENTlFIC IKETHOD 

Dr. Flemiag stuck a loop of platioum wire mto the mold colony, dipped 
the wire into some mold-growing liquid m a test tube. In less than a week, 
there was a felt-like grov^ at the mouth of the tube and a half-inch of 
cloudy liquid below it. To Dr. Fleming’s amazement, the liquid in which 
the culture grew, even when diluted 800 times, prevented staphylococci 
from growing at all: “It was therefore some two or three times as strong 
in that respect as pure carbolic acid.” 

Soon Dr. Flemmg had ascertained that: (1) the strange hquid did not 
harm fresh leucocytes (white blood corpuscles) ; (2) injections of the liquid 
did not hurt mice; (3) some bacteria {e.g^ whooping cough bacillus) hved 
m the liquid as cozily as in a baby’s throat. Modest Dr. Fleming saved the 
moldy plate as a souvenir, still has it. 

Next year what Dr. Flemmg knew about the mold’s bacteria-baiting 
by-product appeared in the British Journal of Experimental Pathology. He 
had found out that the mold was some kmd of Pentcillium (from the Latin 
for pencil — the shape of the magnified mold). He named its by-product 
penicillin. 

THE MAN 

Alexander Fleming was born (1881) in Darvel, in Ayrshire, the son of 
a farmer. He went to St. Mary’s Hospital Medical School, largely because it 
won the Rugger cup and had had a championship swimming team the 
year before. (Dr. Fleming still loves to swim. His other hobby is rifle shoot- 
ing.) When he graduated in 1908, he took honors m physiology, pharma- 
cology, medicine, pathology, forensic medicine and hygiene, received the 
University Gold Medal. 

He went to work immediately in St. Mary’s pathology laboratory under 
Sir Almroth Wright, now 83, pioneer in vaccine therapy and grand old man 
of British medieme. Sir Almroth whetted young Fleming’s inteiest in the 
mysterious destruction of bacteria by white blood corpuscles and the prob- 
lem of antiseptics. As a captain in the medical corps m France during 
World War I, Dr. Fleming noticed that the anuseptics then in use (chiefly 
Carrel-Dakm’s solution) hurt the white blood corpuscles even more than 
they hurt bacteria. In some cases the antiseptics promoted infection by de- 
stroying the body’s own defenses. 

After the war. Dr. Fleming went back to the peaceful laboratory and 
teachmg routme which he still follows. He held classes, ate his lunch in St. 
Mary’s gloomy refectory, where diners are served soup, “cut off the joint and 
two veg,” rice pudding, prunes, and tea for one shillmg sevenpence. Some- 
times at the end of the day he went across from the hospital to The Foun- 
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tains, a potted-palm pub in Praed Street, for a glass of beer before going 
home to spend the evening withliis wife and son (now a medical student 
in St. Mary’s). Now and again he would write a scientific paper. 

One idea ran through all his work: he would look for some naturally 
occurring bactena-fighter (new term: antibiotic substance) that would not 
harm animal tissue. The &st antibiotic Dr. Fleming found was lysozyme. 
It occurs in tears and egg white, can dissolve some bacteria, most of them 
harmless. That was in 1922 — six years before the day when he first saw and 
grasped the meaning of the sterile ring around the penicilhum mold. 

Having made his great discovery. Dr. Flemmg went on to other work. 
He was engaged in many other experiments — no scientist knows just which 
of his bottles contains the Nobel Prize. In the history of penicilhn there en- 
sued eleven years almost as sterile as the area around the penicilhum. 

The hiatus might not have been so long if during that period Germany’s 
Gerhard Domagk had not discovered sulfa drugs, which began to save lives 
so dramatically that the experts dropped everything else to test them out. 
In 1933, Dr. Fleming himself lent a hand with M & B 693, also known as 
sulfapyridine. The sulfas almost seemed to be the dream drugs he had 
look^ for. They stopped deadly streptococci, even cured pneumonia. But 
the more sulfa drugs were used, the clearer it became that they (i) some- 
times delayed healing by irritating wound walls, (2) did not work well in 
serum or pus. When used internally, they can cause severe, Sometimes fatal, 
toxic reactions. 


THE PRACnCAI. APPLICATION 

By 1938, when World War II loomed, a good internal and external anti- 
septic was still to seek. But at Oxford’s Sir William Dunn School of Path- 
ology (53 miles from Dr. Fleming’s laboratory) the man who was to make 
Dr. Fleming’s discovery save human hves was already at work on the 
problem. He was Dr. Howard Walter Florey, 45, an Australia 4 )orn pro- 
fessor of pathology. He organized a research team to study the practical 
extraction of capricious penicillin The team included experts in chemistry, 
bacteriology, pathology and medicine. Among them; Mrs. Florey, who is 
also a doctor, and Dr. Ernst Boris Cham, a brilliant half-French, half- 
Russian enzyme chemist who shares with Dr. Florey the honors for develop- 
ing penicilhn. 

Under Dr. Florey’s dynamic supervision, the blue-green penicillium mold 
began to grow again. The researchers discovered that the best growing tem- 
perature IS about 75° F., that the mold needs plenty of air. At first, Dr. 
Florey’s researchers got only about a gram of reddish-brown powder (the 
sodium salt of peniciUm — ^penicillin itself is an unstable acid) from 100 liters 
of the mold liquid. But at last, after heroic chemical cookery, they accumu- 
lated enough penicillin to test the drug on living creatures. 
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OF MICE AND MEN 

Then eight mice were inoculated with a deadly strain of streptococci. 
Says Dr. Florey; “We sat up through the night injecting penicillin every 
three hours into the treated group [four mice]. I must confess that it was 
one of the more exciting moments when we found in the morning that all 
the untreated mice were dead and all the penicillm-treated ones alive.” 

During that historic night, Dr. Fleming’s vision turned into a medical 
reality. 

From mice to men was a long, hazardous step. With practically the whole 
Sir William Dunn School at work, it took many months before there was 
enough penicillin to treat a man. Penicillin’s first human guinea pig was a 
policeman dying of staphylococcus septicemia (blood infection). After five 
days on penicillin, he “felt much improved.” He felt that way for ten days. 
Then the bacteria began to multiply again. As there was no more penicillin, 
he died. Case No. 2 was lost in the same way. 'The next cases were luckier. 
At the end of that first scries of ten cases. Dr Florey and his researchers had 
proved that: 

Penicillin is effective against bacteria when injected into muscle or blood 
stream. 

Penicillin by mouth is useless, because it is destroyed by acid stomach 
juices. 

Penicillin works well in the presence of blood serum and pus, is there- 
fore an ideal wound “antiseptic.” 

Penicillin disappears from the blood in an hour or so and about half of 
it is excreted in the urine. Says Dr. Florey: “Like pouring water down a 
basin with the plug out.” 

They also proved that, unlike the sulfa drugs, which cause bacteria to 
starve to death, penicillin prevents them from dividing and multiplying — 
they swell up, but for some as yet undiscovered reason, no longer divide. 
Penicillin does not kill bacteria — ^it makes them easy for the body defenses 
to kill. Sometimes bacteria become “pemcillin-fast,” »>., able to survive in 
the presence of penicillin. (In the presence of sulfa drugs they may also 
become sulfa-fast.) 

Dr. Florey and his researchers also discovered that the purer they made 
penicilhn, the paler it was and the less toxic. Since then, no patient has ever 
had to stop taking penicillin because of toxic reaction. 

At first, U. S. manu fa cturers grew the mold in fiasks. A few U. S. hos- 
pitals made penicillin by “kitchen culture.” But through the whole winter of 
1942, only enough penicillin was made in the U. S. to treat about 50 patients. 

By June 1943, enough was commg through for the National Research 
Council’s Committee on Chemotherapeutic and Other Agents, headed by 



MANPOWBK 


24B 

Dr. Chester J. Keefer of Boston, to begin doling penicillin out to 22 groups 
of doctors all over the U. S., who used it on a handful of civilian guinea 
pigs. 

A catastrophe helped put penicillin into large-scale production. Dr. 
Keefer used penicillin for Boston’s Coconut Grove fire victims. U. S. doctors 
were impressed by the results, demanded penicillin in large quantities. Priority 
troubles melted away. Last fall, with the help of specially loaned Army 
expediters, a dozen big drug and chemical manufacturers were running up 
$20,000,000 worth of penicillin buildings. Some manufacturers never hai^ 
any pilot plants at all, performed the unheard-of feat of going into mass 
production right from the laboratory. Big chemical companies which had 
never fussed with fungus before waited patiently for the blue-green mold. 
Some distillers, familiar with fermentation, began growing mold in idle 
vats and financing experimental work m colleges. Mushroom growers 
around West Grove, Pa., spawned penicillium where mushrooms used to 
breed. 

Doctors and amateurs also began to grow the mold on their own. The 
usual method was to let penicillium gtow on gauze, then use the gauze for 
a bandage. 

THE MIRACLE 

Last year penicillin patients were still rare enough to be front-page news. 
First such case was two-year-old Patricia Malone of Jackson Heights, 
Queens. The New York Journal- American, which begged enough penicillin 
from Dr. Keefer to save her life from staphylococcic septicemia, last week 
won the Pulitzer Prize for the story. After that, the whole nation watched 
one “hopeless” case after another get well. 

There were the three doctors in the California mountains last winter who 
saved a seven-year-old girl when gas gangrene had forced repeated amputa- 
tions of her left arm up to the shoulder: “As a last resort, penicillin was 
given after all hope had been abandoned for a recovery, which came like a 
miracle.” There was a doctor in Sioux Falls, S. D., who was astonished to 
save a man moribund with osteomyelitis and septicemia after sulfadiazine 
had failed: “This being the first case in which I have employed penicillin 
therapy, I feel that the results obtained, to say the least, were miraculous.” 

liters now know in general which diseases penicillin helps, have 
worked out a tentative schedule of dosage. Present consensus is that .40,000 
to 120,000 units daily, given gradually by vein or intramuscular injection 
for about a week, should cure the average case with a systemic infection. 
Treatment for gonorrhea is usually much shorter; treatment for subacute 
bacterial endocarditis, much longer. For application to woimds, about 
50,000 units in salt solution is used, varying with the size of the wound. 

Penicillm seems to cure most of the bacterial diseases that the sulfa drugs 
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cure and cures them more quickly, effectively and less dangerously. It also 
seems to be a quick cure of early syphilis— {he first safe and effective drug to 
kill the spirochete. Sulfa drugs are not effective against syphilis. But pcni- 
cilhn will not entirely supplant sul^ drugs. The sulfa drugs are still neces- 
sary for: (i) intestinal infections (penicillin is destroyed in the digestive 
tract); (2) bactllus colt infections of the urinary tract (penicilhn does not 
attack b. coli)\ (3) as prophylactics in epidemics of certain diseases like 
memngitis, pneumonia, gonorrhea (pemcillin is excreted too fast to be used 
for this purpose). 

Penicillin is already big business, yet Dr. Fleming (who discovered it) 
and Dr, Florey (who made it tick) have got nothing out of it but praise — 
doctors generally do not patent drugs. Penicillin will save more hves than 
war spends, but there has been no military citation. Most tangible recogni- 
tion so far was the Award of Merit of the American Pharmaceutical Manu- 
facturers’ Association given to Drs. Flemmg and Florey last December. Sev- 
eral months ago, a proposal to give Dr. Fleming a grant from the public 
funds was brought up m Parliament, but nothing came of it. 

To Dr. Fleming, whose pioneer mind has reverted to watching and wait- 
ing, penicillin is not an end, but a beginning. He foresees that when the 
chemical structure of penicillin is known, chemists will make many new 
potent drugs out of it. And his eyes are already fixed on fungoidal ini^ities. 
For there are at least 100,000 molds and fungi, any one of which may one 
day supplant Peniallium notatum, or yield a drug with which to cure the 
many plagues penicillin leaves untouched. “It would be strange indeed,” 
says Dr. Fleming, who is hard at work on other antibiotics, “if the first one 
described remained the best.” 



Anna Louise Strong 

Anna Loutse Strong {i88y ) was bom tn Nebraska of a family 

which came to the United States tn 16^0. After undergraduate worl^ at 
Bryn Mawr and Oberltn and a doctoiate at University of Chicago, she 
entered child welfare worl^ as an expert attached to the Children's Bu- 
reau. Since igai, when she went to Poland to write publicity for the 
Qual^er Relief, she has been a foreign correspondent of ability and in- 
sight. For fourteen years she interpreted Soviet Russia to American 
readers. She has seen revolution in Spam, China, and Mexico, and has 
told the story of her life in I Change Worlds and One Fifth of Man- 
kind. After twenty years she returned to the United States to study it 
With the objective eyes of a visitor. My Native Land is the account of 
an automobile journey across the country. Writing from a franljly lib- 
eral point of view Miss Strong describes the success of the Tennessee 
Valley Authority with undisguised satisfaction. 


TVA IS POWER 

THE basin of the Tennessee River crosses seven 
state boundaries in a four-hundred-mile sweep from east to west. Down the 
westward slopes of the mountains of Virginia and North Carolina the 
waters flow to meet in a single river in the hills of Eastern Tennessee. The 
river curves southward to drain a corner of Georgia, crosses the northern 
part of Alabama, touches the edge of Mississippi, and then drives north 
across Tennessee again and through Kentucky to join the Ohio River and 
merge with it in the greater Mississippi Half of the 26,500,000 acres in the 
basin are in timber or farm woodlots; the other half is in pasture and culti- 
vated fields. Fifty-two inches of annual rainfall keep the soil forever watered. 
Crops range from grass and gram to cotton. Coal, potash, copper, and other 
minerals make possible a well-balanced civilization, including both industry 
and farming among these beautiful hills. 

Nearly one hundred and fifty years ago Thomas Jefferson first recog- 
nized the importance of the water route from the Tennessee hills to the Gulf 
of Mexico. Both in the treaty which he made with Spam as Secretary of 
State under Washington and again in the Louisiana Purchase made when 
he was President, he sought to bring the entire basin of the Mississippi 
under American sovereignty. His great plan for internal improvements in- 
cluded an improved waterway down the Tennessee. It was d^eated by Fed- 
eralist opposition and later by the War of 1812, but still later his friend James 
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Monroe revived the idea and demanded — ^as President in 1825 — a canal 
around Muscle Shoals as one of the three most necessary improvements for 
the development of America. 

These far-seeing projects languished for a ccntOry. During that century 
everything that could be done to rum a valley was done in the Tennessee 
Basin. Northern capitalism and Southern feudalism wrecked it together, 
first in combat and then in combmation. Great battles ravaged it in the 
War between the States. After the war, big business of the Atlantic seaboard 
looted It, draining it of raw materials and preventing its industrial develop- 
ment by discriminatory freight rates which had the effect of a 40 per cent 
tariff along the northern boundary of Kentucky. Lumber companies swept 
through the timberlands and left them devastated. Coal companies looted 
the surface coal for quick profits and destroyed access to the deeper veins. 
Landlords, who had first despoiled the better lands by slave plantations, 
ruined them still further by sharecropping, which gives the soil tiller no 
interest in preserving the soil. Smaller free farmers, unable to compete 
against peon labor, fled to a poverty-stricken independence on the poor soils 
in the hills. 

The blessing of copious rainfall became a curse under such conditions. 
Six thousand tons of ram fall every year upon each acre. Once it seeped 
slowly through luxuriant foliage and heavy undergrowth into matted 
humus. Now it strikes with blows on the barren or the ovcrtilled soil. It 
cuts the topsoil into gullies and carries it down the slopes. From the bleed- 
ing hills the mingled soil and water rush into floods in the valleys. The 
direct flood destruction causes an annual loss of $1,780,000 in the Tennessee 
Valley alone. This loss is only the beginning. Rushing onward, the Ten- 
nessee floods pile up in the greater floods of the Mississippi, adding to their 
destructiveness an estimated $20,000,000 a year. Adding also the Tennessee 
Basin’s' share of precious topsoil to the acre a minute which the, Father of 
Waters carries from American farms to the Gulf. Two million of the thir- 
teen million acres of farmland in the Valley are permanently ruined and 
eight million are in less serious stages of erosion. In the Ducktown copper- 
mining area is a hideous man-made desert which cannot even be crossed on 
horseback because the unchecked water has torn it into many vertical gul- 
lies ten to twenty feet deep. This is merely one extreme example of the 
ravaging of the whole Tennessee Valley. 

Most of the people in the Valley try to live by bending over the ground 
and scratching it. Despite some beautiful estates like Homer Hancock’s in 
the Blue Grass region, the per capita wealth in the Valley is only half that of 
the United States as a whole. Farm families commonly have cash incomes 
of $100 a year. In one mountam county m 1933 the average cash income 
was $45 for the year — not the week or the month — and $10 of it came from 
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relief. In another, half the farming families had no work animals, neither 
mule nor ox, and two out of five had neither a cow nor a pig. Two million 
people left the Valley to seek jobs in the Northern industrial centers during 
the boom years of the 1^20's. After the crash of 1929 a miUion of them had 
to come back. But there was nothing to corns to. There was not even a 
system of state relief such as the stronger Northern states support. There 
was only county relief from counties so bankrupt that they expected white 
folk to live on $3 to $5 a month, and Negroes on $1.50. They don’t live long 
on that. Tennessee has the highest tuberculosis rate in the nation. 

Such was the Valley and the human beings who received the Tennessee 
Valley Authority by act of Congress, May 1933. “Authority” was a new 
word— not “department” or “administration.” It implied new powers. 'TVA 
was authorized to “maintain properties ... in the interests of national de- 
fense, and for agricultural and industrial development, and to improve 
navigation on the Tennessee, and to control destructive flood waters m the 
Tennessee and Mississippi River Basins.” Thus a whole senes of tasks, 
usually scattered through government departments, was concentrated in a 
single body. This body was not a government department, supported by 
taxation, but a corporation which was expected to pay for itself by develop- 
ing the resources of a great valley. 

With TVA the whole theory of the New Deal began to come to con- 
sciousness— the view that the federal government can no longer be merely 
a police power and clearing-house for information between the states but 
must intervene actively in economic life. The words “regional planning of 
land and water resources” appeared for the first time in America. Yet Wall 
Street did not seriously attadt the TVA at the beginning. You remember 
those tumultuous days of early 1933 when the banks were crashing all 
around and the whole of Wall Street finance capital was discredited, and 
Roosevelt called the bank holiday. The assistance he gave to the banks and 
the trust-encouraging policies of NRA made his intention to save the capi- 
talists so clear from the beginning that the big private utilities naturally 
thought that TVA would be used for their benefit. 

For ten years Wilson Dam, the first of the TVA properties, had already 
been used to benefit the private power compames. This dam was begun by 
President Wilson at Muscle Shoals to supply power for making the nitrates 
needed in war When Harding came in, the war emergency was over; all 
work on the dam stopped until a lot of private corporations that wanted to 
own it allowed Congress to complete it m 1924. After this the big corpora- 
tions fought for It among themselves; Ford was among the chief claimants. 
At one time there were a hundred and fifty-two bills before Congress, each 
givmg the dam to somebody for a song. &nator Norris of Nebraska, that 
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veteran fighter for public ownership, managed to keep the dam as govern-*' 
ment property, but all its power was sold wholesale to the Alabama Power 
Company -for 2 mills per kilowatt hour. The company retailed it right on 
the spot for 10 cents a kilowatt hour, just fifty times what it cost them. This 
was what the private utihty companies expected to result from the whole 
TVA development. 

The TVA program included ten dams on the Tennessee River and its 
tributaries. These would make the nver navigable from the Ohio to Knox- 
ville, a distance of more than 600 miles, and would connea the Tennessee 
Valley with 5700 miles of inland waterways in the Mississippi Valley, thus 
reducing freight rates and encouraging industrial development. Floods 
would be prevented not only by the dam but by a system of soil-conservation 
work on farms and in the hills, for which the labor of local farmers and 
CCC boys would be employed. Not only would all floods be stopped in the 
Tennessee Valley, but high water on the great Mississippi would be lowered 
by two or three feet, a margin best appreciated by those who have laid sand- 
bags against the fury of the floods. The dams would also supply power 
which would eventually reach 1,500,000 to 2,000,000 kilowatts, in an inter- 
connected system extending along the river for almost 700 miles. The cost 
of the whole program was estimated at just over half a billion dollars, of 
which 52 per cent was allocated to power, 20 per cent to flood control, and 
28 per cent to navigation. The sale of power, however, was expected in 
thirty years to return the whole investment, making the eventual cost for 
navigation and flood control zero. 

When the TVA came into the Valley in 1933, it found people who had 
worked at lumbering and who were now sitting among the stumps of their 
country. It found thousands of stranded coal miners who never expected to 
have a chance to work in mines again. It found poverty-stricken farmers and 
sharecroppers on ruined lands. They were far worse off than the unem- 
ployed m Northern states, for, even if “prosperity” came back, there was no 
industry to reopen here. TVA bought up nearly half a million acres at an 
average cost of $51.82 an acre, and began removing 5002 families from the 
water’s coming path. It began the projecting and building of dams. It ar- 
ranged with the United States Forest Service and the CCC boys to build 
tens of thousands of tiny dams in httle gullies far up in the hills, to plant 
seedling trees by the millions, and to supply ferulizers to farmers so that 
grass might again return to ruined slopes. 

So far so good. But TVA did not stop with these generally applauded 
aaivitics. It possessed a power plant at Wilson Dam already. It began sell- 
ing power direct to municipally owned power companies and farmers’ co- 
operatives at an average price of 7 mills per kibwatt hour, including trans- 
mission. It also fixed the retail price which these organizations might 
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charge the ultimate consumer, beginmng with 3 cents for minimum use 
and dropping to 4 mills for maximum use. 

Then the storm broke. Families in the town of Tupelo, Mississippi, who 
had been paying $2.30 a month for hghts in their cottage saw the bill drop 
to 75 cents under TV A. The big department store saw its bill for electricity 
go down from $65.14 to $23.69 in a single month. Everyone at once began 
using more electricity and buying electrical appliances. So the cost went 
down some more because of the larger quantity used. In a year’s time the 
mayor of Tupelo announced that power was coming into the city at 
mills per kilowatt hour instead of the 17 mills of the previous year. The same 
thmg was happening m other towns and in farmers’ co-operatives. A tre- 
mendous undeveloped market of people longing for light had been opened 
by TV A. 

At once it became clear that ownership of electric power gave authority 
over the Valley’s whole life. The town of Florence, Alabama, situated at 
Wilson Dam, wanted to buy all its output and by hogging the power be- 
come the big manufacturing center, with rocketing real estate prices. “No,” 
said TV A, “we are not building that kind of civilization. We are scattering 
electricity around.” Half a dozen cities wanted to buy cheap electricity while 
maintaining the former retail price to consumers; the profits, they said, 
would pay all costs of city government and eliminate taxes entirely. “No,” 
said TV A, “we aren’t allowing any concealed sales tax on electricity as a 
basis for your city government. It wouldn’t develop your city, anyway.” All 
the time TVA was making decisions like these; it had power to determine 
the future movements of industry and populations, an authority greater 
than government, antecedent to government. This is the power that private 
utility companies have had since the knowledge of electricity began. 

No wonder the private utility companies broke loose with fury in an 
attack on TVA which shook the whole United States. Court suits against 
the use of TVA funds for municipal plants were launched in sixty-one 
towns. Other suits challenged the legality of farmers’ co-operatives. One suit 
halted the building of a municipal plant by the big city of Knoxville; 
another prevented the sale of TVA power to fourteen Alabama towns that 
had voted for it. One suit even charged the United States government with 
“conspiracy,” presumably against the rights of private business. Two suits, 
which were carried as far as the Supreme Court, attacked the right of the 
federal government to build dams or sell power at all, though it had done 
so to private power companies unchallenged through three Republican ad- 
ministrations. In 1938, TVA estimated that forty-one suits had cost the 
Authority nearly six million dollars in legal expenses; they had cost the 
Tennessee Valley consumers seven milhon more through delay in securing 
cheap power. The aim of the suits was of course to delay the sale of TVA 
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power, to make it expensive, to discourage those cities which had voted for 
TVA power and couldn’t get it, and thus to make TVA so disappointing 
that public sentiment might turn against it. 

The cost of these attacks will be forever paid for by the people of the 
Tennessee Valley, through the mcreased initial cost of TVA. 

A nation-wide barrage of propaganda, of skillfully combined half-truths 
and lies, was launched against the ’IV A. Utility companies are experienced 
propagandists; the National Electric Light Association, their former pub- 
licity agency, spent a stupendous amount for propaganda. The manager 
said to members who questioned the heavy expenditure: “Don’t worry about 
expense; the public pays it.” Exposure by the Federal Trade Commission 
abolished that particular propaganda agency, but not the type of propa- 

Tennessee hill farmers who had never used electricity were solemnly 
told that TVA power was of an inferior grade that wouldn’t get over the 
hills. Proof was found in the light construction of poles and wires, a new 
invention whereby the Rural Electrification laboratories in Washington had 
cut transmission costs in half “Our heavy lines,” said the companies, “give 
‘ethyl’ kilowatts” The propaganda was supplemented by direct bribes of 
free electric refrigerators for directors of farmers’ co-operatives. Spite-lines 
were built to give private electricity to clusters of farms which TVA needed 
to strengthen a far-flung network to more distant farms. In one place the 
company rushed its poles into the holes of a TVA survey. Company pole- 
setters were so insistent that one farmer’s wife in Catoosa County, Georgia, 
held them off her farm with a gun. 

The variety of propaganda was amazing. In Southern Alabama, which 
gets no TVA power, the shrinkage of school funds was blamed on “'TVA’s 
non-payment of taxes” in the northern counties of the state. A bill was 
actually brought into the State Legislature to fine municipalities for every 
kilowatt of TVA power they used. But investigation showed that the de- 
clme in tax-receipts was in the southern counties, while the TVA counties 
were almost the only places in the United States where, owing to the boom 
in industry, tax-receipts had not decreased. The same kind of propaganda, 
however, continued on a nation-wide scale. The Saturday Evening Post 
announced' “Every time somebody switches on a light in Tupelo, each of 
us in Kansas City or Spokane has a httle added to his taxes.” Which is 
utter nonsense, for 'TVA was paid for by bonds which will be retired with 
interest, without adding a cent of taxes at any stage. 

A favorite attack — it has kept on from the beginning — ^is that TVA 
“pays no taxes as private companies do,” and hence burdens local taxpayers 
and lessens the mcome of local governments. When proof is adduced that 
TVA does pay taxes, the charge then shifts to the claim that it pays much 
less than the private companies paid. Few are the citizens who will trouble 
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to work through the ctatUtics until they learn that TVA possesses only die 
dams and big transmission lines, while the retail distributing systems — the 
most profitable part of the business — are owned by the municipalities and 
farmers’ co-operatives. These also pay taxes, but their taxes are not hsted as 
taxes of TVA. Nor do the propagandists mention the savings to the city 
budgets — ^not to mention the private consumers — on the bills for water* 
pumping and street lights. 

TVA returned go^ for evil. It was an amazing paradox. All through 
those years of lawsuits and spite-lines and lying propaganda, TVA was help- 
ing the private utilities themselves increase their profits t Their power con- 
sumption did not decline when TVA arrived; it rose. In 1935 it passed that 
of the boom year 1929, and reached an all-time high in 1937 and again in 
1938. The Tennessee Electric Power Company, chief TVA antagonist, sol- 
emnly stated in 1933 that a 20 per cent cut in its rates would spell rum. The 
following year it cut rates 46 per cent to compete with Wilson Dam; at 
once Its domestic sales doubled, and its sales of electric appliances tripled in 
a single year. It won the prize for “outstanding business growth’’ from the 
National Utilities Convention — the private companies of the whole United 
States meeting m Atlantic City. This was the result of the New Deal pohey 
of foremg the capitalists to make profits, against their own tendency to 
stagnate. 

It was a staggering revelation— -for those who could understand it— of 
the deadening bureaucracy of these big private corporations and their in- 
capacity to advance. Leon Jouralmon, Commissioner of Railroads and 
Public Utilities in Nashville, told me: “The power industry is notorious for 
high duectors’ salaries, overcapitalized plants, padded operating costs, and 
unconscionable profits. It is impossible to tell what their cost of production 
really is. . . . Attempts to regulate them are hamstrung by state legislatures 
and held up by courts till utility regulation is a byword for farcical futility.” 
TVA broke through this farcical futility by forcing expansion of the market 
through cheap prices. It developed a market which the private companies 
were too lazy, too fat with monopoly profits, to develop. TVA helped them 
make money; yet they cursed it and tried to strangle it, for depriving them 
of their soft thrones of exclusive power. 

After nearly six years of TVA operation, on January 20, 1939, the 
United States Supreme Court finally legalized the existence of TVA. At 
once the Commonwealth and Southern, parent corporation of a whole group 
of private companies in the Valley, decided to sell out to TVA. Despite their 
recent increase of profits, they knew they were finished in the Valley. 



Katherine Anne Porter 


"My one aim ts to tell a straight story and to give true testimony." In 
these words, Kathenne Anne Porter (18^4- ) states the purpose 

which, steadfastly pursued, has corned her to the first ran\ of American 
waters Her artistry ts the result of self-imposed discipline and suggests, 
in Its sheer excellence, the wot\ of Flaubert. She has published surpris- 
ingly little — ^Flowering Judas, Pale Horse, Pale Rider, The Leaning 
Tower — she will not be hurried or easily satisfied. The subtlety of 
her method is apparent in "A Day’s Worh^,” ostensibly a story of sordid 
lives but never disregardful of the fierce affections of the lowest. 


A DAY’S WORK 

THE dull scrambling like a giant rat in the wall 
meant the dumb-waiter was on its way up, the janitress below haulmg on 
the cable. Mrs. Halloran paused, thumped her iron on the board, and said, 
“There it is. Late. You could have put on your shoes and gone around the 
corner and brought the things an hour ago. I can’t do everything.” 

Mr. Halloran pulled himself out of the chair, clutching the arms and 
heaving to his feet slowly, looking around as if he hoped to find crutches 
standing near. “Wearing out your socks, too,” added Mrs. Halloran. “You 
ought either go barefoot outright or wear your shoes over your socks as God 
intended,” she said. “Sock feet. What’s the good of it, I’d like to know? 
Neither one thing nor the other.” 

She unrolled a salmon-colored chiffon nightgown with cream-colored 
lace and broad ribbons on it, gave it a light flirt in the air, and spread it on 
the board. “God’s mercy, look at that indecent thing,” she said She thumped 
the iron again and pushed it back and forth over the rumpled cloth. “You 
might just set the things in the cupboard,” she said, “and not leave them 
around on the floor. You might just.” 

Mr. Halloran took a sack of potatoes from the dumb-waiter and started 
for the cupboard in the corner next the icebox. “You might as well take a 
load,” said Mrs. Halloran. “There’s no need on earth making a half-dozen 
trips back and forth. I’d think the poorest sort of man could well carry more 
than five pounds of potatoes at one time. But maybe not.” 

Her voice tapped on Mr.’ Halloran’s ears like wood on wood. “Mind 
your business, will you'’” he asked, not speaking to her directly. He carried 
on the argument with himself. “Oh, I couldn’t do that. Mister Honey,” he 
answered in a dull falsetto. “Don’t ever ask me to think of such a thing, 
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even. It wouldn’t be right,” he said, standing still with his knees bent, glar- 
ing bitterly over the potato sack at the scrawny strange woman he had never 
hked, that one standing there ironuig clothes with a dirty look on her whole 
face like a suffering saint. “I may not be much good any more,” he told her 
in his own voice, “but I still have got wits enough to take groceries off a 
dumb-waiter, mind you.” 

“That’s a miracle,” said Mrs, Halloran. “I’m thankful for that much.” 

“There’s the telephone,’ said Mr. Halloran, sitting in the armchair 
again and taking his pipe out of his shirt pocket. 

“I heard it as well,” said Mrs. Halloran, sliding the iron up and down 
over the salmon<olored chiffon. 

“It’s for you. I’ve no further business in this world,” said Mr. Halloran. 
His little greenish eyes glittered; he exposed his two sharp dogteeth in a 
grin. 

“You could answer it. It could be the wrong number again or for some- 
body downstairs,” said Mrs. Halloran, her flat voice going flatter, even. 

“Let It go in any case,” decided Mr. Halloran, “for my own part, that 
is.” He struck a match on the arm of his chair, touched off, his pipe, and 
drew in his first puff while the telephone went on with its nagging. 

“It might be Maggie again,” said Mrs. Halloran. 

“Let her ring, then,” said Mr. Halloran, settling back and crossing his 

legs. 

“God help a man who won’t answer the telephone when his own 
daughter calls up for a word,” commented Mrs. Halloran to the ceiling. 
“And she in deep trouble, too, with her husband treating her like a dog 
about the money, and sitting out late nights in saloons with that crowd 
from the Little Tammany Association. He’s getting into poliucs now with 
the McCorkcry gang. No good will come of it, and I told her as much.” 

“She’s no troubles at all, her man’s a sharp fellow who will get ahead 
if she’ll let him alone,” said Mr. Halloran. “She’s nothing to complain of, 
I could tell her. But what’s a father Mr. Halloran cocked his head toward 
the window that opened on the brick-paved areaway and crowed like a 
rooster, “What’s a father these days and who would heed his advice?” 

"You needn’t tell the neighbors, there’s disgrace enough already,” said 
Mrs. Halloran She set the iron back on the gas ring and stepped out to the 
telephone on the first stair landing. Mr. Halloran leaned forward, his thin, 
red-haired hands hanging loosely between his knees, his warm pipe send- 
ing up Its good decent smell right into his nose. The woman hated the pipe 
and the smell; she was a woman born to make any man miserable. Before 
the depression, while he still had a good )ob and prospects of a raise, before 
he went on relief, before she took in fancy washing and ironing, in the Good 
Days Before, God’s pity, Ae didn’t exactly keep her mouth shut, there wasn’t 
a word known to man she couldn’t find an answer for, but she knew which 
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side her bread was buttered on, and put up with it. Now she was, you might 
say, buttering her own bread and she never forgot it for a minute. And it’s 
her own fault we’re not riding round today in a limousine with ash trays 
and a speaking tube and a cut-glass vase for flowers in it. It’s what a man 
gets for marrying one of these holy women. Gerald McCorkery had told him 
as much, in the beginning. 

“There’s a girl will spend her time holdmg you down,” Gerald had 
told him. “You’re puttmg your head in a noose will strangle the life out of 
you. Heed the advice of one who wishes you well,” said Gerald McCorkery. 
This was after he had barely set eyes on Lacey Mahaffy one Sunday morn- 
ing in Coney Island. It was like McCorkery to sec that in a flash, born ]udge 
of human nature that he was. He could look a man over, size him up, and 
there was an end to it. And if the man didn’t pass muster, McCorkery could 
ease him out in a way that man would never know how it happened. It 
was the secret of McCorkcry’s success m the world. 

“This IS Rosie, herself,” said Gerald that Sunday in Coney Island. 
“Meet the future Mrs, Gerald J. McCorkery.” Lacey Mahaffy’s narrow face 
had gone sour as whey under her big straw hat. She barely nodded to Rosie, 
who gave Mr. Halloran a look that fairly undressed him right there. Mr. 
Halloran had thought, too, that McCorkery was picking a strange one; she 
was good-looking all right, but she had the smell of a regular little Four- 
teenth Street hustler if Halloran knew anything about women. “Come on,” 
said McCorkery, his arm around Rosie’s waist, “let’s all go on the roller 
coaster.” But Lacey would not. She said, “No, thank you. We didn’t plan 
to stay, and we must go now.” On the way home Mr. Halloran said, “Lacey, 
you judge too harshly. Maybe that’s a nice girl at heart; hasn’t had your 
opportunities.” Lacey had turned upon him a face ugly as an angry cat’s, 
and said, “She’s a loose, low woman, and ’twas an insult to introduce her 
to me.” It was a good while before the pretty fresh face that Mr. Halloran 
had fallen in love with returned to her. 

Next day in Billy’s Place, after three drinks each, McCorkery said. 
“Watch your step, Halloran; think of your future. There’s a straight good 
girl I don’t doubt, but she’s no sort of mixer. A man getting mto politic: 
needs a wife who can meet all kinds. A man needs a woman knows hov 
to loosen her corsets and sit easy.” 

Mrs. Halloran’s voice was going on in the hall, a steady dry rattle lik< 
old newspapers blowing on a park bench. “I told you before it’s no good 
coming to me with your troubles now, I warned you m time but you 
wouldn’t listen. ... I told you just how it would be, I tried my best, . , . 
No, you couldn’t listen, you always knew better than your mother. ... So 
now all you’ve got to do is stand by your married vows and make the 
best of It. . . . Now hsten to me, if you want himself to do right you have 
to do right first. The woman has to do right first, and then if the man w6ii’t 
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do right in turn it’s no fault of hers. You do right whether he does wrong 
or no, just because he does wrong is no excuse for you.” 

“Ah, will you hear that?” Mr. Halloran asked the areaway in an awed 
voice. “There’s a holy terror of a saint for you.” 

“. . . the woman has to do right first. I’m telling you,” said Mrs. Hal- 
loran into the telephone, “and then if he’s a devil in spite of it, why she has 
to do right without any help from him.” Her voice rose so the neighbors 
could get an earful if they wanted. “I know you from old, you’re just like 
your father. You must be domg something wrong yourself or you wouldn’t 
be in this fix. You’re doing wrong this mmute, calling over the telephone 
when you ought to be getting your work done. I’ve got an iron on, working 
over the dirty nightgowns of a kind of woman I wouldn’t soil my foot on 
if I’d had a man to take care of me. So now you do up your housework and 
dress yourself and take a walk in the fresh air. . . .” 

“A little fresh air never hurt anybody,” commented Mr. Halloran loudly 
through the open window. “It’s the gas gets a man down.” 

“Now listen to me, Maggie, that’s not the way to talk over the public 
wires. Now you stop that crying and go and do your duty and don’t be 
worrying me any more. And stop saying you’re going to leave your hus- 
band, because where will you go, for one thing ? Do you want to walk the 
streets or set up a laundry in your kitchen? You can’t come back here, you’ll 
stay with your husband where you belong. Don’t be a fool, Maggie. You’ve 
got your living, and that’s more than many a woman better than you has 
got. Yes, your father’s all right. No, he’s just sitting here, the same. God 
knows what’s to become of us. But you know how he is, little he cares. . . . 
Now remember this, Maggie, if anything goes wrong with your married 
life It’s your own fault and you needn’t come here for sympathy. ... I can’t 
waste any more time on it. Good-by.” 

Mr. Halloran, his ears standing up for fear of missing a word, thought 
how Gerald J. McCorkery had gone straight on up the ladder with Rosie; 
and for every step the McCorkerys took upward, he, Michael Halloran, had 
taken a step downward with Lacey Mahaffy. They had started as green- 
horns with the same chances at the same time and the same friends, but 
McCorkery had seized all his opponimities as they came, getting in steadily 
with the Big Shots in ward politics, one good thing leading to another. Rosie 
had known how to back him up and push him onward. The McCorkerys 
for years had invited him and Lacey to come over to the house and be 
sociable with the crowd, but Lacey would not. 

“You can’t run with that fast set and drmk and stay out nights and hold 
your job,” said Lacey, “and you should know better than to ask your wife 
to associate with that woman.” Mr. Halloran had got into the habit of drop- 
ping around by hinoself, now and again, for McCorkery still liked him, was 
still willing to give him a foothold in the right places, still asked him for 
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favors at election time. There was always a good lively crowd at the Me* 
Corkerys, wherever they were; for they moved ever so often to a better 
place, with more furniture. Rosie helped hand around the drinks, taking a 
few herself with a gay word for everybody. The player piano or the victrola 
would be going full blast, with everybody dancmg, all looking like ready 
money and a bright future. He would get home late these evenings, back 
to the same little cold-water walk-up flat, because Lacey would not spend 
a dollar for show. It must all go into savings against old age, she said. He 
would be full of good food and drink, and find Lacey, in a bungalow apron, 
warming up the fried potatoes once more, cross and bitterly silent, hanging 
her head and frowning at the smell of liquor on his breath. “You might at 
least eat the potatoes when I’ve fried them and waited all this time,” she 
would say. "Ah, eat them yourself, they’re none of mine,” he would snarl 
in his disappointment with her, and with the life she was leading him. 

He had believed with all his heart for years that he would one day be 
manager of one of the G. and I. cham grocery stores he worked for, and 
when that hope gave out there was still his pension when they retired him. 
But two years before it was due they fired him, on account of the depres- 
sion, they said. Overnight he was on the sidewalk, with no place to go with 
the news but home. “Jesus,” said Mr. Halloran, still remembering that day 
after nearly seven years of idleness. 

The depression hadn’t touched McCorkery. He went on and on up the 
ladder, giving beefsteaks and "beanfests and beer parties for the boys in 
Billy’s Place, standing in with the right men and never missing a trick. At 
last the Gerald J. McCorkery Club chartered a whole boat for a big excur- 
sion up the river. It was a great day, with Lacey sitting at home sulking. 
After election Rosie had her picture in the papers, smiling at McCorkery; 
not fat exactly, just a fine figure of a woman with flowers pinned on her 
spotted fur coat, her teeth as good as ever. Oh, God, there was a girl for 
any man’s money. Mr. Halloran saw out of his eye-corner the bony stooped 
back of Lacey MahafEy, standing on one foot to rest the other hke a tired 
old horse, leaning on her hands waiting for the iron to heat. 

“That was Maggie, with her woes,” she said. 

“I hope you gave her some good advice,” said Mr. Halloran. “I hope 
you told her to take up her hat and walk out on him.” 

Mrs. Halloran suspended the iron over a pair of pink satin panties. “I 
told her to do right and leave wrong-doing to the men,” she said, in her 
voice like a phonograph record running down. “I told her to bear with the 
trouble God sends as her mother did before her.” 

Mr. Halloran gave a loud groan and knocked out his pipe on the chair 
arm. “You would ruin the world, woman, if you could, with your wicked 
soul, treating a new-marrieJ girl as if she had no home and no parents to 
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come to. But she’s no daughter o£ mine if she sits there peeling potatoes, 
letting a man run over her. No dau^ter of mine and I’ll tell her so if she — ” 

“You know well she’s your daughter, so hold your tongue,” said Mrs. 
Halloran, “and if she heeded you she’d be walking the streets this minute. 
I brought her up an honest girl, and an honest woman she’s gomg to be or 
I’ll take her over my knee as I did when she was little. So there you are, 
Halloran.” 

Mr. Halloran leaned far back in his chair and felt along the shelf above 
his head until his hngers touched a half-dollar he had noticed there. His 
hand closed over it, he got up instantly and looked about for his hat. 

“Keep your daughter, Lacey Mahaffy,” he said, “she’s none of mine 
but the fruits of your long sinning with the Holy Ghost. And now I’m off 
for a little round and a couple of beers to keep my mind from dissolving 
entirely.” 

“You can’t have that dollar you just now sneaked off the shelf,” said 
Mrs. Halloran. “So you think I’m bhnd besides? Put it back where you 
found it. That’s for our daily bread.” 

“I’m sick of bread daily,” said Mr. Halloran, “I need beer. It was not 
a dollar, but a half-dollar as you know' well.” 

“Whatever it was,” said Mrs. Halloran, “it stands instead of a dollar 
to me. So just drop it.” 

“You’ve got tomorrow’s potatoes sewed up in your pocket this minute, 
and God knows what sums in that black box wherever you hide it, besides 
the life savings,” said Mr. Halloran “I earned this half-dollar on relief, and 
It’s going to be spent properly. And I’ll not be back for supper, so you’ll save 
on that, too. So long, Lacey Mahaffy, I’m off.” 

“If you never come back, it will be all the same,” said Mrs. Halloran, 
not looking up. 

“If I came back with a pocket full of money, you’d be glad to see me,” 
said Mr. Halloran 

“It would want to be a great sum,” said Mrs. Halloran. 

Mr. Halloran shut the door behind him with a fine slam. 

He strolled out into the clear fall weather, a late afternoon sun warm- 
ing his neck and brightening the old red-brick, high-stooped houses of Perry 
Street. He would go after all these years to Billy’s Place, he might find some 
luck there. He took his time, though, speaking to the neighbors as he went. 
“Good afternoon, Mr. Halloran.” “Good afternoon to you. Missis Caffery.” 
. . . “It’s fine weather for the time of year, Mr. Gogarty.” “It is indeed, Mr. 
Halloran.” Mr. Halloran thrived on these civilities, he loved to flourish his 
hat and give a hearty good day like a man who has nothmg on his mind. 
Ah, there was the young man from the G. and I. store around the corner. 
He knew what kind of job Mr. Halloran once held there. “Good day, Mr. 
Halloran.” “Good day to you, Mr. Mclncrny, how’s business holding up 
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with you?” “Good for the times, Mr. Halloran, that’s the best I can say.” 
“Things are not getting any better, Mr. Mclnerny.” “It’s the truth we arc 
all hanging on by the teeth now, Mr. Halloran.” 

Soothed by this acknowledgment of man’s common misfortune Mr. 
Halloran greeted the young cop at the corner. The cop, with his quick eye- 
sight, was snatching a read from a newspaper on the stand across the side- 
walk. “How do you do. Young O’Fallon,” asked Mr. Halloran, “is your 
business lively these days?” 

“Quiet as the tomb itself on this block,” said Young O’Fallon. “But 
that’s a sad thing about Connolly, now.” His eyes motioned toward the 
newspaper. 

“Is he dead?” asked Mr. Halloran. “I haven’t been out until now, I 
didn’t see the papers.” 

“Ah, not yet,” said Young O’Fallon, “but the G-men are after him, it 
looks they’ll get him surely this time.” 

“Connolly in bad with the G-men? Holy Jesus,” said Mr. Halloran, 
“who will they go after next? The meddlers.” 

“It’s that numbers racket,” said the cop. “What’s the harm. I’d like to 
know? A man must get his money from somewhere when he’s in politics. 
They oughta give him a chance.” 

“Connolly’s a great fellow, God bless him, I hope he gives them the 
slip,” said Mr. Halloran, “I hope he goes right through their hands like a 
greased pig.” 

“He’s smart,” said the cop, “That Connolly’s a smooth one. He’ll come 
out of It.” 

Ah, will he though? Mr. Halloran asked himself. Who is safe if Con- 
nolly goes under? Wait till I give Lacey Mahaffy the news about Connolly, 
I’ll like seeing her face the first time in twenty years. Lacey kept saymg, 
“A man is a downright fool must be a crook to get rich. Plenty of the best 
people get rich and do no harm by it. Look at the Connollys now, good 
practical Catholics with nine children and more to come if God sends them, 
and Mass every day, and they’re rolling in wealth richer than your Mc- 
Corkerys with all their wickedness.” So there you are, Lacey Mahaffy, wrong 
again, and welcome to your pious Connollys. Still and all it was Connolly 
who had given Gerald McCorkcry his start in the world; McCorkery had 
been publicity man and then campaign manager for Connolly, in the days 
when Connolly had Tammany in the palm of his hand and the sky was the 
limit. And McCorkery had begun at the beginning, God knows. He was 
running a little basement place first, rent almost nothing, where the boys 
of the Connolly Club and the Little Tammany Association, Just the mere 
fringe of the district, you might say, could drop in for quiet evenings for 
a game and a drink along with the talk. Nothing low, nothing but what 
was customary, with the house taking a cut on the winnings and a fine profit 
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on the liquor, and holding the crowd together. Many was the big plan 
hatched there came out well for everybody. For everybody but myself, and 
why was that? And when McCorkery says to me, “You can take over now 
and run the place for the McCorkery Club,” ah, there was my chance and 
Lacey Mahaffy wouldn’t hear of it, and with Maggie coming on just then 
it wouldn’t do to excite her. 

Mr. Halloran went on, following his feet that knew the way to Billy’s 
Place, head down, not speaking to passers-by any more, but talking it out 
with himself again, again. What a track to go over seemg clearly one by one 
the crossroads where he might have taken a different turn that would have 
changed all his fortunes; but no, he had gone the other way and now it 
was too late. She wouldn’t say a thing but “It’s not right and you know it, 
Halloran,” so what could a man do in alP Ah, you could have gone on 
with your rightful affairs like any other man, Halloran, it’s not the woman’s 
place to decide such things; she’d have come round once she saw the money, 
or a good whack on the backsides would have put her in her place. Never 
had mortal woman needed a good walloping worse than Lacey Mahaffy, 
but he could never find it in his heart to give it to her for her own good. 
That was just another of your many mistakes, Halloran. But there was 
always the life-long job with the G. and I. and peace in the house more or 
less. Many a man envied me in those days I remember, and I was restmg 
easy on the savings and knowing with that and the pension I could finish 
out my life with some little business of my own. “What came of that?” Mr. 
Halloran inquired in a low voice, looking around him. Nobody answered. 
You know well what came of it, Halloran. You were fired out like a de- 
hvery boy, two years before your time was out. Why did you sit there 
watching the trick being played on others before you, knowing well it could 
happen to you and never quite bclievmg what you saw with your own eyes ^ 
G. and I. gave me my start, when I was green in this country, and they were 
my own kind or I thought so. Well, it’s done now. Yes, it’s done now, but 
there was all the years you could have cashed in on the numbers game with 
the best of them, helping collect the protection money and taking your cut. 
You could have had a fortune by now in Lacey’s name, safe in ^e bank. 
It was gtxxl quiet profit and none the wiser. But they’re wiser now, Halloran, 
don’t forget; still it’s a lump of grief and disappointment to swallow all the 
same. The game’s up with Connolly, maybe; Lacey Mahaffy had said, 
“Numbers is just another way of ste^ng from the poor, and you weren’t 
born to be a thief like that McCorkery.” Ah, God, no, Halloran, you were 
born to rot on relief and maybe that’s honest enough for her. That Lacey — 
A fortune in her name would have been no good to me whatever. She’s 
got all the savings ued up, such as they are, she’ll pinch and she’ll starve, 
she’ll wash dirty clothes &st, she won’t give up a penny to live on. She has 
stood in my way, McCorkery, like a skeleton rattling its bones, and you were 
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ri^t about her, die has been my ruin. "Ah, it’s not too late yet, Hall<»Rn,*’ 
said McCorkery, appearing plain as day inside Mr. Halloran’s head with the 
same old face and way with huii. “Never say die, Halloran. Elections are 
coming on again, it’s a busy time for all, there’s work to be done and you’re 
the very man I’m looking for. Why didn’t you come to me sooner, you 
know I never forget an old friend. You don’t deserve your ill fortune, Hal- 
loran,’’ McCorkery told him; “I said so to others and I say it now to your 
face, never did man deserve more of tho world than you, Halloran, but the 
truth is, there’s not always enough good luck to go round; but it’s your turn 
now, and I’ve got a job for you up to your abilities at last. For a man hke 
you, there’s nothing to it at all, you can toss it off with one hand tied, Hal- 
loran, and good money in it. Organization work, just among your own 
neighbors, where you’re known and respected for a man of your word and 
an old friend of Gerald McCorkery. Now look, Halloran,’’ said Gerald Mc- 
Corkcry, tipping him the wink, “do I need to say more? It’s voters in large 
numbers we’re after, Halloran, and you’re to bring them in, alive or dead. 
Keep your eye on the situation at all times and get in touch with me when 
necessary. And name your figure in the way of money. And come up to the 
house sometimes, Halloran, why don’t you ? Rosie has asked me a hundred 
times, ‘Whatever went with Halloran, the life of the party?’ That’s the way 
you stand with Rosie, Halloran. We’re in a two-story flat now with green 
velvet curtains and carpets you can smk to your shoetops in, and there’s no 
reason at all why you shouldn’t have the same kind of place if you want it. 
With your gifts, you were never meant to be a poor man.’’ 

Ah, but Lacey Mahafly wouldn’t have it, maybe. “Then get yourself 
another sort of woman, Halloran, you’re a good man still, And yourself a 
woman like Rosie to snuggle down with at night.” Yes, but McCorkery, you 
forget that Lacey Mahaffy had legs and hair and eyes and a complexion fit 
for a chorus girl. But would she do anything with them? Never. Would 
you believe there was a woman wouldn’t take off all her clothes at once even 
to bathe herself? What a hateful thing she was with her evil mmd thinking 
everything was a sin, and never giving a man a chance to show himself a 
man in any way. But she’s faded away now, her mean soul shows out all 
over her, she’s ugly as sin itself now, McCorkery. “It’s what I told you 
would happen,” said McCorkery, “but now with the job and the money you 
can go your ways and let Lacey Mahaffy go hers.” I’ll do it, McCorkery. 
“And forget about Connolly. Just remember I’m my own man and always 
was. Connolly’s finished, but I’m not. Stronger than ever, Halloran, with 
Connolly out of the way. I saw this coming long ever ago, Halloran, I got 
clear of it. They don’t catch McCorkery with his pants down, Halloran. 
And 1 almost forgot . . . Here’s something for the running expenses to 
start. Take this for the present, and there’s more to come. . . .” 

Mr. Halloran stopped short, a familiar smell floated under his nose; the 
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warm beer-and-beefsteak smell of Billy’s Place, sawdust and onions, like any 
other bar maybe, but with something of its own besides. The talk within 
him stopped also as if a hand had been laid on his mind. He drew his hst 
out of his pocket almost expectmg to find green money in it. The half-dollar 
was m his palm. “I’ll stay while it lasts and hope Mc^rkery will come in.” 

The moment he stepped inside his eye lighted on McCorkery standing 
at the bar pouring his own drink from the bottle before him. Billy was mop- 
ping the bar before him idly, and his eye, swimming toward Halloran, 
looked like an oyster in its own juice. McCorkery saw him too. “Well, blow 
me down,” he said, in a voice that had almost lost its old County Mayo ring, 
“if It am’t my old sidekick from the G. and I. Step right up, Halloran,” he 
said, his poker-face as good as ever, no man ever saw Gerald McCorkery 
surprised at anything. “Step up and name your choice.” 

Mr. Halloran glowed suddenly with the warmth around the heart he 
always had at the sight of McCorkery, he couldn’t put a name on it, but 
there was something about the man. Ah, it was Gerald all right, the same, 
who never forgot a friend and never seemed to care whether a man was rich 
or poor, with his face of granite and his eyes like blue agates m his head, 
a rock of a man surely. There he was, saying “Step right up,” as if they 
had parted only yesterday; portly and solid in his expensive-looking clothes, 
as always; his hat a darker gray than his suit, with a devil-may<are roll to 
the brim, but nothing sporting, mind you. All first-rate, well made, and the 
right thing for him, more power to him. Mr. Halloran said, “Ah, Mc- 
Corkery, you’re the one man on this round earth I hoped to see today, but 
I says to myself, maybe he doesn’t come round to Billy’s Place so much 
nowadays.” 

“And why not?” asked McCorkery “I’ve been coming around to Billy’s 
Place for twenty-five years now, it’s still headquarters for the old g'uard of 
the McCorkery Club, Halloran.” He took in Mr. Halloran from head to 
foot in a flash of a glance and turned toward the bottle 

“I was going to have a beer,” said Mr. Halloran, “but the smell of that 
whiskey changes my mind for me.” McCorkery poured a second glass, they 
lifted the drinks with an identical crook of the elbow, a flick of the wrist at 
each other. 

“Here’s to crime,” said McCorkery, and “Here’s looking at you,” said 
Mr. Halloran, merrily. Ah, to hell with it, he was back where he belonged, 
in good company. He put his foot on the rail and snapped down his 
whiskey, and no sooner was his glass on the bar than McCorkery was filling 
It again. “Just time for a few quick ones,” he said, “before the boys get here.” 
Mr. Halloran downed that one, too, before he noticed that McCorkery 
hadn't filled his own glass. “I’m ahead of you,” said McCorkery, “I'll skip 
this one.” 

There was a short pause, a silence fell around them that seemed to ooze 
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like a fog from somewhere deep in McCorkery, it was suddenly as if he had 
not really been there at all, or hadn’t uttered a word. Then he said outright; 
"Well, Halloran, let’s have it. What’s on your mind?” And he poured two 
more drinks. That was McCorkery all over, reading your thoughts and 
coming straight to the point. 

Mr. Halloran closed his hand round his glass and peered into the little 
{X)ol of whiskey. “Maybe we could sit down,” he said, feeling weak-kneed 
all at once. McCorkery took the bottle and moved over to the nearest table. 
He sat facing the door, his look straymg there now and then, but he had 
a set, listenmg face as if he was ready to hear anything. 

“You know what I’ve had at home all these years,” began Mr. Halloran, 
solemnly, and paused. 

“Oh, God, yes,” said McCorkery with simple good-fellowship. “How is 
herself these days?” 

“Worse than ever,” said Mr Halloran, “but that’s not it.” 

“What IS It, then, Halloran?” asked McCorkery, pouring drinks. “You 
know well you can speak out your mind to me. Is it a loan?” 

“No,” said Mr. Halloran. “It’s a job ” 

“Now that’s a different matter,” said McCorkery. “What kind of a job?” 

Mr. Halloran, his head sunk between his shoulders, saw McCorkery 
wave a hand and nod at half a dozen men who came in and ranged them- 
selves along the bar. “Some of the boys,” said McCorkery. “Go on.” His face 
was tougher, and quieter, as if the drink gave him a Hrm hold on himself. 
Mr. Halloran said what he had planned to say, had said already on the way 
down, and it still sounded reasonable and right to him. McCorkery waited 
until he had finished, and got up, putting a hand on Mr. Halloran's 
shoulder. “Stay where you are, and help yourself,” he said, giving the bottle 
a little push, “and anything else you want, Halloran, order it on me. I’ll 
be back in a few minutes, and you know I’ll help you out if I can.” 

Halloran understood everything but it was through a soft warm fog, 
and he hardly noticed when McCorkery passed him again with the men, 
all in that creepy quiet way like footpads on a dark street. They went into 
the back room, the door opened on a bright light and closed again, and Mr. 
Halloran reached for the bottle to help himself wait until McCorkery should 
come again bringing the good word. He felt comfortable and easy as if be 
hadn’t a bone or muscle in him, but his elbow slipped off the table once 
or twice and he upset his drink on his sleeve. Ah, McCorkery, is it the whole 
family you’re taking on with the jobs? For my Maggie’s husband is in now 
with the Little Tammany Association. “There’s a bright lad will go far and 
I’ve got my eye on him, Halloran,” said the friendly voice of McCorkery 
in his mind, and the brown face, softer than he remembered it, came up 
clearly behind his closed eyes. 

“Ah, well. It’s like myself beginnmg all over again in him,” said Mr. 
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Halloran, aloud, “besides my own job that I might have had all this time if 
I’d just come to see you sooner.” 

“True for you,” said McCorkery in a merry County Mayo voice, inside 
Mr. Halloran’s head, “and now let’s drink to the gay future for old times’ 
sake and be damned to Lacey Mahaffy.” Mr. Halloran reached for the bottle 
but It skipped sideways, rolled out of reach like a creature, and exploded at 
his feet. When he stood up the chau* fell backward from under him. He 
leaned on the table and it folded up under his hands like cardboard. 

“Wait now, take it easy,” said McCorkery, and there he was, real 
enough, holding Mr. Halloran braced on the one side, motionmg with his 
hand to the boys in the back room, who came out quietly and took hold of 
Mr. Halloran, some of them, on the other side. Their faces were all Irish, 
but not an Irishman Mr. Halloran knew m the lot, and he did not like any 
face he saw. “Let me be,” he said with dignity, “I came here to see Gerald 
J. McCorkery, a friend of mine from old times, and let not a thug among 
you lay a finger upon me.” 

“Come on. Big Shot," said one of the younger men, in a voice like a 
file grating, “come on now, it’s time to go.” 

“That's a fine low lot you’ve picked to run with, McCorkery,” said Mr. 
Halloran, bracing his heels against the slow weight they put upon him 
toward the door, “I wouldn’t trust one of them far as I could throw him by 
the tail.” 

“All right, all right, Halloran,” said McCorkery. “Come on with me. 
Lay off him, Finnegan.” He was leaning over Mr. Halloran and pressing 
something into his right hand. It was money, a neat little roll of it, good 
smooth thick money, no other feel like it in the world, you couldn’t mistake 
It. Ah, he’d have an argument to show Lacey Mahaffy would knock her off 
her feet. Honest money with a job to back it up. “You’ll stand by your given 
word, McCorkery, as ever?” he asked, peering into the rock-colored face 
above him, his feet weaving a dance under him, his heart ready to break 
with gratitude. 

“Ah, sure, sure,” said McCorkery in a loud hearty voice with a kind of 
curse m it. “Crisakes, get on with him, do.” Mr. Halloran found himself 
eased into a taxicab at the curb, with McCorkery speaking to the driver and 
giving him money. “So long. Big Shot,” said one of the thug faces, and the 
taxicab door thumped to. Mr. Halloran bobbed about on the scat for a 
while, trying to think. He leaned forward and spoke to the driver. “Take 
me to my friend Gerald J. McCorkcry’s house,” he said, “I’ve got important 
business. Don’t pay any attention to what he said. Take me to his house.” 

“Yeah?” said the driver, without turning his head. “Well, here’s where 
you get out, see? Right here.” He reached l^ck and opened the door. And 
sure enough, Mr. Halloran was standing on the sidewalk in front of the flat 
in Perry Street, alone except for the rows o£ garbage cans, the taxicab boot- 
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ing its way around the corner, and a cop coming toward him, plainly to be 
seen under the street light. 

“You should cast your vote for McCorkery, the poor man’s friend,” Mr. 
Halloran told the cop, “McGirkery’s the man who will get us all off the 
spot. Stands by his old friends like a maniac. Got a wife named Rosie. Vote 
for McCorkery,” said Mr. Halloran, working hard at his job, “and you’ll 
be Chief of the Force when Halloran says the word.” 

“To hell with McCorkery, that stooge,” said the cop, his mouth square 
and sour with the things he said and the thmgs he saw and did every night 
on that beat. “There you are drunk again, Halloran, shame to you, with 
Lacey Mahaffy working her heart out over the washboard to buy your beer.” 

“It wasn’t beer and she didn’t buy it, mmd you,” said Mr. Halloran, 
“and what do you know about Lacey Mahaffy?” 

“I knew her from old when I used to run errands for St. Veronica’s 
Altar Society,” said the cop, “and she was a great one, even then. Nothing 
good enough.” 

“It’s the same today,” said Mr. Halloran, almost sober for a moment. 

“Well, go on up now and stay up till you’re fit to be seen,” said the 
cop, censoriously. 

“You’re Johnny Maginnis,” said Mr. Halloran, “I know you well.” 

“You should know me by now,” said the cop. 

Mr. Halloran worked his way upstairs partly on his hands and knees, 
but once at his own door he stood up, gave a great blow on the panel with 
his fist, turned the knob and surged in like a wave after the door itself, 
holding out the money toward Mrs. Halloran, who had finished ironing and 
was at her mendmg. 

She got up very slowly, her bony hand over her mouth, her eyes start- 
ing out at what she saw. “Ah, did you steal it?” she asked. “Did you kill 
somebody for that?” the words grated up from her throat in a dark whisper. 
Mr. Halloran glared back at her in fear. 

“Suffering Saints, Lacey Mahaffy,” he shouted until the whole houseful 
could hear him, “haven’t ye any mmd at all that you can’t see your husband 
has had a turn of fortune and a job and times are changed from tonight? 
Stealing, is it? That’s for your great friends the Connollys with their re- 
ligion. Connolly steals, but Halloran is an honest man with a job in the 
McCorkery Club, and money in pocket.” 

“McCorkery, is it?” said Mrs. Halloran, loudly too. “Ah, so there’s the 
whole family, young and old, wicked and innocent, taking their bread from 
McCorkery, at last. Well, it’s no bread of mine. I’ll earn my own as I have, 
you can keep your dirty money to yourself, Halloran, mind you I mean it.” 

"Great God, woman," moaned Mr. Halloran, and he tottered from the 
door to the table, to the ironing board, and stood there, ready to weep with 
rage, “haven’t you a soul even that you won’t come along with your iws- 
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band when he’s riding to riches and glory on the Tiger’s back itself, with 
everything for the taking and no questions asked?” 

“Yes, I have a soul,” cried Mrs. Halloran, clenchuig her fists, her hair 
flying. “Surely I have a soul and I’ll save it yet in spite of you. . . •” 

She was standing there before him in a kind of faded gingham wind- 
mg sheet, with her dead hands upraised, her dead eyes blind but fixed upon 
him, her voice coming up hollow from the deep tomb, her throat thick with 
grave damp. The ghost of Lacey Mahaffy was threatening him, it came 
nearer, growing taller as it came, the face changing to a demon’s face with 
a fixed glassy grin. “It’s all that drmk on an empty stomach,” said the 
ghost, in a hoarse growl. Mr. Halloran fetched a yellow horror right out 
of his very boots, and seized the flatiron from the board. “Ah, God damn 
you, Lacey Mahaffy, you devil, keep away, keep away,” he howled, but she 
advanced on air, grmning and growlmg. He raised the flatiron and hurled 
It without aiming, and the specter, whoever it was, whatever it was, sank 
and was gone. He did not look, but broke out of the room and was back 
on the sidewalk before he knew he had meant to go there. Maginnis came 
up at once. “Hey there now, Halloran,” he said, “I mean business this time. 
You get back upstairs or I’ll run you in. Come along now. I’ll help you get 
there this time, and that’s the last of it. On relief the way you are, and drink- 
ing your head off.” 

Mr. Halloran suddenly felt calm, collected; he would take Maginnis up 
and show him ]ust what had happened. “I'm not on relief any more, and 
if you want any trouble, just call on my friend, McCorkery. He’ll tell you 
who I am.” 

“McCorkery can’t tell me anything about you I don’t know already,” 
said Maginnis. “Stand up there now.” For Halloran wanted to go up again 
on his hands and knees. 

“Let a man be,” said Mr. Halloran, trying to sit on the cop’s feet “I 
killed Lacey Mahaffy at last, you’ll be pleased to hear,” he said, looking up 
into the cop’s face. “It was high time and past. But I did not steal the 
money.” 

“Well, ain’t that just too bad,” said the cop, hauling him up under the 
arms. “Chees, why’n’t you make a good job while you had the chance? 
Stand up now. Ah, hell with it, stand up or I’ll sock you one.” 

Mr. Halloran said, “Well, you don’t believe it so wait and see.” 

At that moment they both glanced upward and saw Mrs. Halloran 
coming downstairs. She was holding to the rail, and even in the speckled 
hall-light they could see a great lumpy clout of fiesh standing out on her 
forehead, all colors. She stopped, and seemed not at all surprised. 

“So there you are. Officer Maginnis,” she said. “Bring him up.” 

“That’s a fine welt you’ve got over your eye this time, Mrs. Halloran,” 
commented Officer Magmnis, politely. 
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“I fell and kit my head on the ironing board,” said Mrs. Halloran. “It 
comes of overwork and worry,. day and night. A dead faint, Officer Ma- 
ginnis. Watch your big feet there, you thriving, natural fool,” she added to 
Mr. Halloran. “He’s got a ]ob now, you mighm’t believe it. Officer Maginnis, 
but It’s true. Bring him on up, and thank you.” 

She went ahead of them, opened the door, and led the way to the bed- 
room through the kitchen, turned back the covers, and Officer Maginnis 
dumped Mr. Halloran among the quilts and pillows. Mr. Halloran rolled 
over with a deep groan and shut his eyes. 

“Many thanks to you. Officer Maginnis,” said Mrs. Halloran. 

“Don’t mention it, Mrs. Halloran,” said Officer Maginnis. 

When the door was shut and locked, Mrs. Halloran went and dipped 
a large bath towel under the kitchen tap. She wrung it out and tied several 
good hard knots in one end and tried it out with a whack on the edge of 
the table. She walked in and stood over the bed and brought the knotted 
towel down in Mr. Halloran’s face with all her might He stirred and mut- 
tered, ill at ease. “That’s for the flatiron, Halloran,” she told him, in a 
cautious voice as if she were talking to herself, and whack, down came the 
towel again. “That’s for the half-dollar,” she said, and whack, “that’s for 
your drunkenness — ” Her arm swung around regularly, ending with a heavy 
thud on the face that was beginning to squirm, gasp, lift itself from the 
pillow and fall back again, in a puzzled kind of torment. “For your sock 
feet,” Mrs. Halloran told him, whack, “and your laziness, and this is for 
missing Mass and” — here she swung half a dozen times — “that is for your 
daughter and your part in her. . . 

She stood back breathless, the lump on her forehead burning in its 
furious colors. When Mr. Halloran attempted to rise, shielding his head 
with his arms, she gave him a push and he fell back again. “Stay there and 
don’t give me a word,” said Mrs. Halloran. He pulled the pillow over his 
face and subsided again, this time for good. 

Mrs. Halloran moved about very deliberately. She tied the wet towel 
around her head, the knotted end hanging over her shoulder. Her hand 
ran into her apron pocket and came out again with the money. There was 
a five-dollar bill with three one-dollar bills rolled in it, and the half-dollar 
she had thought spent long since. “A poor start, but somethmg,” she said, 
and opened the cupboard door with a long key. Reaching in, she pulled a 
loosely fitted board out of the wall, and removed a black-painted metal box. 
She unlocked this, took out one five-cent piece from a welter of notes and 
coins. She then placed the new money in the box, locked it, put it away, 
replaced the board, shut the cupboard door and locked that. She went out 
to the telephone, dropped the nickel in the slot, asked for a number, and 
waited. 

“Is that you, Maggie? Well, arc things any better with you now? I’m 
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glad to hear it. It’s late to be calling, but there’s news about your father. 
No, no, nothing of that kind, he’s ^t a job. I said a )ob. Yes, at last, after 
all my urging him onward. . . . I’ve got him bedded down to sleep it oS 
so he’ll be ready for work tomorrow. ... Yes, it’s political work, toward 
the election time, with Gerald McCorkery. But that’s no harm, getting votes 
and all, he’ll be in the open air and it doesn’t mean I’ll have to associate 
with low people, now or ever. It’s clean enough work, with good pay; if 
it’s not just what I prayed for, still it beats nothing, Maggie. After all my 
trying . . . it’s hke a miracle. You see what can be done with patience and 
doing your duty, Maggie. Now mind you do as well by your own husband.” 


Joseph Mitchell 

Joseph Mitchell (rgoS- ) was born on a cotton and tobacco farm in 
North Carolina. After graduating from the University of North Caro- 
lina he came to New Yorl(^ City; there, as a newspaper reporter, he 
gamed the curious and intimate knowledge of the metropolis which has 
fitted him for a staff position with The New Yorker. He has published 
two collections of his writings. My Ears Are Bent and McSorley’s Won- 
derful Saloon. The essay which follows is what The New Yorker calls 
a "profile,” a form of biography based on extensive interviewing and 
witty character analysis. If, at first thought. Professor Sea Gull suggests 
less the wording citizen than the lily of the field, one must at least credit 
him with enormous, if misguided, industry and the strenuous promotion 
of the more hilarious life. 


PROFESSOR SEA GULL" 

JOE GOULD IS a jaunty and emaciated little 
man who has been a notable in the cafeterias, diners, barrooms, and dumps 
of Greenwich Village for a quarter of a century. He sometimes brags rather 
wryly that he is the last of the bohemians. “All the others fell by the way- 
side,” he says. “Some are in the grave, some are in the loony bin, and some 
are in the advertising business.” Gould’s life is by no means carefree; he 
is constantly tormented by what he calls “the three H’s”— homelessness, 
hunger, and hangovers. He sleeps on benches m subway stations, on the 
floor in the studios of friends, and in quarter-a-night flophouses. Once in a 
while he trudges up to one of Father Divine’s Extension Heavens in lower 
Harlem and gets a night’s lodging for fifteen cents. He is five feet four and 
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he hardly ever weighs more than ninety-five pounds. Not long ago he told 
a friend that he hadn’t eaten a square meal since June, 1936, when he 
bummed up to Cambridge and attended a banquet during a reunion of the 
Harvard class of 1911, of which he is a member. “I’m the foremost authority 
in the U. S. on the subject of domg without,’’ he says. He tells people that 
he hves on “air, self-esteem, cigarette butts, cowboy coffee, fried-egg sand- 
wiches, and ketchup.” Cowboy coffee is black coffee without sugar. After 
finishmg a sandwich, Gould customarily empties a bottle or two of ketchup 
on his plate and eats it with a spoon. The countermen m the Jefferson Diner, 
on Village Square, which is one of his hangouts, gather up the ketchup bot- 
tles and hide them the moment he puts his head in the door. “I don’t par- 
ticularly hke the confounded stuff,” he says, “but I make it a practice to eat 
all I can get. It’s the only grub I know of that’s free of charge.” 

Gould IS a Yankee. His branch of the Goulds has been in New England 
smee 1635, and he is related to the Lowell, Lawrence, Storer, and Vroom 
families. “There’s nothing accidental about me,” he once said. “I’ll tell you 
what It took to make me what I am today. It took old Yankee blood, an 
overwhelming aversion to possessions, four years of Harvard, and twenty- 
five years of beating the living hell out of my insides with bad hooch and 
bad food. I’m out of joint with the rest of the human race because I don’t 
want to own anything. If Mr. Chrysler tried to make me a present of the 
Chrysler Building, I’d damn near break my neck fleeing from him. I 
wouldn’t own it; it’d own me. Back home in Massachusetts I’d be called 
an old Yankee crank. Here I’m called a bohemian. It’s six of one, half a 
dozen of the other.” Gould has a twangy voice and a Harvard accent. Bar- 
tenders and countermen in the Village refer to him as The Professor, Pro- 
fessor Bloomingdale, Professor Sea Gull, or The Mongoose. He dresses in 
the castoff clothes of his friends. His overcoat, suit, shirt, and even his shoes 
arc all invariably two or three sizes too large, but he wears them with a for- 
lorn, Chaplinhke rakishness. “Just look at me,” he says. “The only thing 
that fits IS the necktie.” On bitter winter days he puts a layer of newspapers 
between his shirt and undershirt. “I’m snobbish,” he says. “I only use the 
Times.” He is fond of unusual headgear — a toboggan, a beret, or a yacht- 
ing cap. One evenmg last summer he appeared at a party in a seersucker 
suit, a polo shirt, a scarlet cummerbund, sandals, and a yachting cap, all 
hand-me-downs. He uses a long ivory cigarette-holder, and a good deal of 
the time he smokes butts picked up off the sidewalks. 

Bohcmianism has aged Gould considerably beyond his years. He has got 
in the habit lately of asking people he has just met to guess his age. Their 
guesses range between sixty-five and seventy-five; he is fifty-three. He is 
never hurt by this; he looks upon it as proof of his superiority. “I get more 
living done in one year,” he says, “than ordinary humans do in ten.” He is 
squint-eyed and toothless, his spectacles slip down to the end of his nose a 
moment after he nuts them on. and his lower law swivels from side to side 
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when he talks; sometimes, because of these things, he distinctly resembles 
Mahatma Gandhi. He is aware of this. Once, in Romany Marie’s, a base- 
ment bohemian gathering place in the Village, he draped a tablecloth over 
his shoulders and sat cross-legged on the floor for half an hour or so, gab- 
bling all the while in a weird, made-up language. People who came in were 
taken aback when they caught sight of him; one woman said she had 00 
idea Mr. Gandhi was visiting the United States. 

Gould IS bald on top, but the hair at the back of his head is long and 
frizzly, and he has a bushy, cinnamon<olored beard, which he says he trims 
every other Easter. He doesn’t wear his spectacles on the street and without 
them he has the wild, unfocussed stare of an old scholar who has strained 
his eyes on small print. Even in the Village many people turn and look at 
him. He is stooped and he moves rapidly, grumbling to himself, with his 
head thrust forward and held to one side. Under his left arm he usually 
totes a bulging, greasy, brown pasteboard portfolio, and he swings his right 
arm aggressively. As he hurries along, he seems to be warding off an im- 
aginary enemy. Don Freeman, the artist, a friend of his, once made a sketch 
of him walking. Freeman called the sketch “Joe Gould versus the Elements.” 
Gould IS as restless and footloose as an alley cat, and he takes long hikes 
about the city, now and then disappearing from the Village for weeks at a 
time and mystifying his friends, they have never been able to figure out 
where he goes. When he returns, always looking pleased with himself, he 
makes a few cryptic remarks, giggles, and then shuts up. “I went on a bird 
walk along the waterfront with an old countess,” he said after his most recent 
absence. “The countess and I spent three weeks studying sea gulls.” 

Gould IS almost never seen without his portfolio. He sits on it while 
he eats and he sleeps with it under his head. It usually contains a mass 
of manuscripts and notes, a dictionary, a bottle of ink, his extra shirts 
and socks, a cake of soap, a hairbrush, a paper bag of bread crumbs, and 
a paper bag of hard, round, dime-store candy of the type called sour 
balls. “I fight fatigue with sour balls,” he says. The crumbs are for 
pigeons; hke many other eccentrics, Gould is a pigeon feeder. He is de- 
voted to a flock which makes its headquarters atop and around the statue 
of Garibaldi in Washington Square. These pigeons know him. When he 
comes up and takes a seat on the plinth of the statue, they flutter down and 
perch on his head and shoulders, waiung for him to bring out his bag of 
crumbs. He has given names to some of them. “Come here. Boss Tweed,” 
he says. “A lady in Stewart’s didn’t finish her whole-wheat toast this morn- 
ing and when she went out, bingo, I snatched it off her plate especially for 
you. Hello, Big Bosom. Hello, Popgut. Hello, Lady Astor. Hello, St. John 
the Baptist. Hello, Polly Adler. Hello, Fiorello, you old goat, how’re you 
today?” ‘ • ■ 

Although Gould strives to give the impression that he is a philosophical 
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loafer, he has done an immense amount of work during his career as a 
bohemian. Every day, even when he is groggy as the result of hunger, he 
spends at least a couple of hours laboring on a formless, rather mysterious 
book which he calls “An Oral History of Our Time.” He began this book 
twenty-six years ago, and it is nowhere near finished. His preoccupation 
witKit seems to be principally responsible for the way he lives; a steady job 
of any kind, he says, would interfere with his thinking. Depending on the 
weather, he writes in parks, in doorways, in flophouse lobbies, in cafeterias, 
on benches on “L” platforms, in subway trains, and in public libraries. When 
he IS in the proper mood, he writes Unol he is exhausted, and he gets into 
the mood at peculiar times. He says that one night he sat for seven hours in 
a booth in a Third Avenue bar and grill, listening to a beery old Hungarian 
woman, once a madam and once a dealer in cocaine and now a soup cook 
in a hospital, tell the story of her life. Three days later, around four o’clock 
in the morning, on a cot in the Hotel Defender, at 300 Bowery, he was 
awakened by the foghorns of tugs on the East River and was unable to go 
back to sleep because he felt that he was in the exact mood to put the old 
soup cook’s biography in his history. He has an abnormal memory; if he is 
sufficiently impressed by a conversation, he can keep it m his head, even if 
it IS lengthy and senseless, for many days, much of it word for word. He 
had a bad cold, but he got up, dressed under a red exit light, and, tiptoeing 
so as not to disturb the men sleeping on cots all around him, went down- 
stairs to the lobby. 

He wrote in the lobby from 4:15 a.m. until noon. Then he left the De- 
fender, drank some coffee in a Bowery diner, and walked up to the Public 
Library. He plugged away at a table in the genealogy room, which is one 
of his rainy-day hangouts and which he says he prefers to the main reading 
room because it is gloomier, until it closed at 6 p.m. Then he moved into the 
mam reading room and stayed there, seldom taking his eyes off his work, 
until the Library locked up for the night at 10 p.m. He ate a couple of egg 
sandwiches and a quantity of ketchup in a Times Square cafeteria. Then, 
not having two bits for a flophouse and being too engrossed to go to the 
Village and seek shelter, he hurried into the West Side subway and rode 
the balance of the night, scribbling ceaselessly while the train he was aboard 
made three round trips between the New Lots Avenue station in Brooklyn 
and the Van Cortlandt Park station in the Bronx. He kept his portfolio on 
his lap and used it as a desk. He has the endurance of the possessed. When- 
ever he got too sleepy to concentrate, he shook his head vigorously and then 
brought out his bag of sour balls and popped one in his mouth. People 
stared at him, and once he was interrupted by a drunk who asked him what 
in the name of God he was writing. Gould knows how to get nd of inquisi- 
tive drunks. He pointed at his left ear and said, “What? What’s that? Deaf 
as a post. Can’t hear a word.” The drunk lost all interest in him. “Day was 
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breaking when I left the subway," Gould says. “I was sneezing my head 
ofl, my eyes were sore, my knees were shaky, I was hungry as a bitch wolf, 
and I had exactly eight cents to my name. I didn’t care. My history was 
longer by eleven thousand brand-new words, and at that moment I bet there- 
wasn’t a chairman of the board m all New York as happy as 1 .” 

Gould IS haunted by the fear that he will die before he has the first 
draft of the Oral History finished. It is already eleven times as long as the 
Bible. He estimates that the manuscript contams 9,000,000 words, all in 
longhand. It may well be the lengthiest unpublished work in existence. 
Gould does his writmg m nickel composition books, the kind that children 
use m school, and the Oral History and the notes he has made for it fill 
two hundred and seventy of them, all of which arc tattered and grimy and 
stained with coffee, grease, and beer. Using a fountain pen, he covers both 
sides of each page, leavmg no margins anywhere, and his penmanship is 
poor; hundreds of thousands of words are legible only to him. He has never 
been able to interest a publisher in the Oral History. At one time or another 
he has lugged armfuls of it into fourteen publishing offices. “Half of them 
said it was obscene and outrageous and to get it out of there as quick as 
I could," he says, “and the others said they couldn’t read my handwriting.” 
Experiences of this nature do not dismay Gould; he keeps telling himself 
that It IS posterity he is writing for, anyway. In his breast pocket, sealed in 
a dingy envelope, he always carries a will bequeathing two-thirds of the 
manuscript to the Harvard Library and the other third to the Smithsonian 
Institution. “A couple of generations after I’m dead and gone,” he likes to 
say, “the Ph.D.’s will start lousing through my work. Just imagine their 
surprise. ‘Why, I be damned,’ they’ll say, ‘this fellow was the most brilliant 
historian of the century.’ They’ll give me my due. I don’t claim that all of 
the Oral History is first-class, but some of it will live as long as the English 
language.” Gould used to keep his composition books in a dusty pile on the 
floor of a closet in a friend’s photography studio in the Village. Whenever 
he filled a book, he would come m and toss it on the pile. Several months 
ago, after hearing that the Metropolitan Museum had moved its most valu- 
able paintings to a bombproof storage place somewhere inland, he became 
panicky. He made a huge, oilcloth-covered bale of the Oral History and 
entrusted it for the duration to a woman he knows who owns a duck-and- 
chicken farm near Hunungton, Long Island. The farmhouse has a stone 
cellar. 

Gould puts into the Oral History only things he has seen or heard. At 
least half of it is made up of conversations taken down verbatim or sum- 
marized; hence the title. “What people say is history,” Gould says. “What 
we used to think was history — ^all that chittychat alwut Caesar, Napoleon, 
treaties, inventions, big battles — ^is only formal history and largely false. I’ll 
put down the informal history of the shirt-sleeved multitude—what they had 
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to <ay about their jobs, love affairs, vittles, sprees, scrapes, and sorrows~or 
I’ll perish in the attempt.” The Oral History is a great hodgepodge and 
kitchen midden of hearsay, the fruit, according to Gould’s estimate, of more 
than twenty thousand conversations. In it are the hopelessly incoherent biog- 
raphies of hundreds of bums, accounts of the wanderings of seamen encoun- 
tered in South Street barrooms, grisly descriptions of hospital and clinic 
experiences (“Did you ever have a painful operation or disease?” is one of 
the first questions that Gould, fountam pen and composition book in hand, 
asks a person he has just met), summaries of innumerable Union Square 
and Columbus Circle harangues, testimonies given by converts at Salvation 
Army street meetings, and the addled opinions of scores of park-bench ora- 
cles and gin-mill savants. For a time ^uld haunted the all-night greasy 
spoons in the vianity of Bellevue Hospital, eavesdropping on tired internes, 
nurses, ambulance-drivers, scrubwomen, embalming-school students, and 
morgue workers, and faithfully recording their talk. He scurries up and 
down Fifth Avenue during parades, feverishly taking notes. Gould writes 
with great candor, and the percentage of obscenity in the Oral History is 
high. He has a chapter called “Examples of the So-Called Dirty Story of 
Our Time,” to whi^ he makes almost daily additions. In another chapter 
are many rhymes and observations which he found scribbled on the walls 
of subway washrooms. He believes that such things arc as truly historical as 
the strategy of General Robert E. L«e. Hundreds of thousands of words arc 
devoted to the drunken behavior and the sexual adventures of various Green- 
wich Villagers in the twenties. There arc hundreds of reports of gmny Vil- 
lage parties, including gossip about the guests and faithful reports of their 
arguments on such subjects as reincarnation, birth control, free love, psycho- 
analysis, Christian Science, Swedenborgianism, vegetarianism, alcoholism, 
and different political and art isms. “I have fully covered what might be 
termed the intellectual underworld of my time,” Gould says. There are de- 
tailed descriptions of night life in the Village speakeasies, basement cabarets, 
and eating places which he frequented at one time or another and which 
are all now out of existence, such as the Little Quakeress, the Original 
Julius, Hubert’s Cafeteria, the Troubadour Tavern, Alice McColhster’s, and 
Ell Greifer’s Last Outpost of Bohemia Tea Shoppe. 

He is a night wanderer, and he has put down descriptions of dreadful 
things he has seen on dark New York streets — descriptions, for example, of 
the herds of big gray rats that come out in the hours before dawn in some 
neighborhoods of the lower East Side and Harlem and unconcernedly walk 
the sidewalks. “I sometimes believe that these rats are not rats at all,” he 
says, “but the damned and aching souls of tenement landlmds.” A great 
deal of the Oral History is in diary form. Gould is afflicted with total recall, 
and now and then he painstakingly writes down everything he did for a 
day, a week, or a month. Sometimes he writes a chapter in which he mo- 



278 MANPOWER 

notonously and hideously curses some person or institution. Here and there 
are rambling essays on such subjects as the flophouse flea, spaghetti, the 
zipper as a sign of the decay of civdization, false teeth, insanity, the jury 
system, remorse, cafeteria cooking, and the emasculating effect of the type- 
writer on literature. “William Shakespeare didn’t sit around pecking on a 
dirty, damned, nincty-five-dollar dohicky,” he wrote, “and Joe Gould doesn’t, 
either.’’ In his essay on insanity he wrote, “I suffer from a mild form of 
insanity. I have delusions of grandeur. I believe myself to be Joe Gould.” 

The Oral History is almost as discursive as Tnstram Shandy. In one 
chapter, “The Good Men Are Dying Like Flies,” Gould begins a biography 
of a diner proprietor and horse-race gambler named Side-Bet Benny Alt- 
schuler, who stuck a rusty icepick in his hand and died of lockjaw; and skips 
after a few paragraphs to a story a seaman told him about seeing a group 
of tipsy lepers on a beach in Port-of-Spam, Trinidad; and goes from that to 
an anecdote about a meeting held in Boston in 1915 to protest against the 
showing of “The Birth of a Nation,” at which he kicked a policeman; and 
goes from that to a description of a trip he once made through the Central 
Islip insane asylum, in the course of which a woman pointed at him and 
screamed, “There he is! Thief* Thiefl There’s the man that picked my 
geraniums and stole my mamma’s mule and buggy”; and goes from that to 
an account an old stumblebum gave of glimpsing and feeling the blue-black 
flames of hell one night while sitting m a doorway on Great Jones Street 
and of seeing two mermaids playing in the East River just north of Fulton 
Fish Market later the same night; and goes from that to an explanation 
made by a priest of old St. Patrick’s Cathedral on Mott Street of why Italian 
women are addicted to the wearing of black; and then returns at last to 
Side-Bet Benny, the lockjawed diner proprietor. 

Only a few of the hundreds of people who know Gould have read any 
of the Oral History, and most of them take it for granted that it is gib- 
berish. Those who make the attempt usually bog down after a couple of 
chapters and give up. Gould says he can count on his hands and feet those 
who have read enough of it to be qualified to form an opinion. One is 
Horace Gregory, the poet and critic. “I look upon Gould as a sort of Samuel 
Pepys of the Bowery,” Gregory says. “I once waded through twenty-odd 
composition books, and most of what I saw had the quality of a competent 
high-school theme, but some of it was written with the clear and wonderful 
veracity of a child, and here and there were flashes of hardbittep Yankee 
wit. If someone took the trouble to go through it and separate the good 
from the rubbish, as editors did with Thomas Wolfe’s millions of words, 
it might be discovered that Gould actually has written a masterpiece. I can’t 
imagine anyone with patience enough to tackle the job. It would require 
months and months, maybe years.” Another is E. E. Cummings, the poet. 
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who is a close friend of Gould’s. Cummings once wrote a poem about 
Gould, No. 261 in his “Collected Poems,” which contains the following 
description of the history: 

... a myth is as good as a smile but litde joe gould’s quote oral 
history unquote might (publishers note) be entided a wraith’s 
. progress or mainly awash while chiefly submerged or an amoral 
morality sort-of-aliveing by innumerable kind-of-death$ 

Throughout the nineteen-twenties Gould haunted the office of The Dial, 
now dead, the most highbrow magazine of the time. Finally, in its April, 
1929, issue. The Dial printed one of his shorter essays, “Civilization.” In it 
he rambled along, referring to skyscrapers and steamships as “needless bric- 
a-brac,” and remarking that “the auto -is unnecessary. If all the perverted 
ingenuity which was put into making buzz-wagons had only gone into im- 
proving the breed of horses humanity would be better off.” This essay had 
a curious effect on American literature. A copy of this issue of The Dial 
turned up three or four months later in a second-hand bookstore in Fresno, 
California, and was bought for a dime by William Saroyan, who then was 
twenty and floundering around, desperate to become a writer. He read 
Gould’s essay and was deeply impressed and influenced by it. “It freed me 
from bothering about form,” he says. Twelve years later, in the winter of 
1941, in Don Freeman’s studio on Columbus Circle, Saroyan saw some draw- 
ings Freeman had made of Gould for Don Freeman’s Newsstand, a quar- 
terly publication of pictures of odd New York scenes and personalities put 
out by the Associated American Artists. Saroyan became excited. He told 
Freeman about his indebtedness to Gould. “Who the hell is he, anyway.?” 
Saroyan asked. ‘Tve been trying to find out for years. Reading those few 
pages in The Dial was like going m the wrong direction and running into 
the right guy and then never seeing him again.” Freeman told him about 
the Oral History. Saroyan sat down and wrote a commentary to accompany 
the drawings of Gould in Newsstand. "To this day," he wrote, in part, "I 
have not read anything else by Joe Gould, And yet to me he remains one 
of the few genuine and original American writers. He was easy and un- 
cluttered, and almost all other American writing was uneasy and cluttered. 
It was not at home anywhere; it was trying too hard; it was miserable; it 
was a little sickly; it was literary; and it couldn’t say anything simply. All 
other American writing was trying to get into one form or another, and no 
writer except Joe Gould seemed to understand that if the worst came to the 
worst you didn’t need any form at all. All you had to do was say it.” Not 
long after this issue of Newsstand came out, someone stopped Gould on 
Eighth Street and showed him Saroyan’s endorsement of his work. Gould 
shrugged his shoulders. He had been on a spree and had lost his false teeth, 
and at the moment he was uninterested in hterary matters. After thinking 
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k over, however, he decided to call on Saroyan and adc him £0* help in get* 
ting some teeth. He found out somehow that Saroyan was living at the 
Hampshire House, on Central Park South. The doorman therCi billowed 
Gould mto the lobby and asked him what he wanted. Gould told him. “Do 
you know Mr. Saroyan?” the doorman asked. “Why, no,” Gould said, “but 
that’s all right. He’s a disciple of mme." “What do you mean, disciple?.” 
asked the doorman. “I mean,” said Gould, “that he’s a literary disciple of 
■ mine. I want to ask him to buy me some store teeth.” “Come this way,” 
said the doorman, gripping Gould’s arm and ushering him to the street. 
Later Freeman arranged a meetmg, and the pair spent several evenings to- 
gether in bars. “Saroyan kept saying he wanted to hear all about the Oral 
History,” Gould says, “but I never got a chance to tell him. He did all the 
talking. I couldn’t get a word in edgewise.” 

Gould, ever smce his childhood, has been perplexed by his own person- 
ality. There are scores of autobiographical essays in the Oral History, and 
he says that all of them are attempts to explain himself to himself. In one, 
“Why I Am Unable To Adjust Myself To Civilization, Such As It Is, or 
Do, Don’t, Do, Don’t, A Hell Of A Note,” he came to the conclusion that 
his shyness was responsible for everything. “I am introvert and extrovert 
all rolled in one,” he wrote, “a warring mixture of the recluse and the Sixth 
Avenue auctioneer. One foot says do, the other says don’t. One foot says 
shut your mouth, the other says bellow like a bull. I am painfully shy, but 
try not to let people know it. They would take advantage of me.” Gould 
keeps his shyness well hidden. It is evident only when he is cold sober. In 
that state he is silent, suspicious, and constrained, but a couple of beers or 
a single jigger of gin will untie his tongue and put a leer on his face. He is 
extraordinarily responsive to alcohol. “On a hot night,” he says, “I can walk 
up and down in front of a gin mill for ten minutes, breathing real deep, 
and get a jag on.” 

Even though Gould requires only a few drinks, getting them is some- 
times quite a task. Most evenings he prowls around the saloons and dives 
on the west side of the Village, on the lookout for curiosity-seeking tourists 
from whom he can cadge beers, sandwiches, and small sums of money. Such 
people are scarce nowadays. If he is unable to find anyone approachable in 
the tumultuous saloons around Sheridan Square, he goes over to Sixth 
Avenue and works north, hitting the Jericho Tavern, the Village Square Bar 
& Grill, the Belmar, Goody’s, and the Rochambeau. He has a routine. He 
doesn’t enter a place unless it is crowded. After he is in, he bustles over to 
the telephone booth and pretends to look up a number. While doing this, 
he scrutmizes the customers. If he sees a prospect, he goes over and says, 
“Let me introduce myself. The name is Joseph Ferdinand Gould, graduate 
of Harvard, magna cum difficultate, class of 1911, and chairman of the 
board of Weal and Woe, Incorporated. In exchange for -a drink. I’ll recite 
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a poem, deliver a lecture, argue a point, or take off my shoes and imitate a 
sea gull. I prefer gin, but beer will do.” Gould is by no means a bum. He 
feels that the entertainment he provides is well worth whatever he is able to 
cadge. He doesn’t fawn, and he is never grateful. If he is turned down po- 
litely, he shrugs his shoulders and leaves the place. However, if the prospect 
passes a remark like “Get out of here, you bum,” Gould turns on him, no 
matter how big he is, and gives him a frightening tongue-lashing. He is 
skilled in the use of the obscene epithet; he can curse for ten minutes, grow- 
ing more shrill and scurrilous by the minute, without repeating himself. 
When aroused, he is fearless. He will drop his portfolio, put up his fists, and 
offer to fight men who could kill him with one halfhearted blow. If he 
doesn’t find an audience on the trip up Sixth, he turns west on Eleventh and 
heads for the Village Vanguard, m a cellar on Seventh Avenue South. The 
Vanguard was once a sleazy rendezvous for arty people, but currently it is 
a thriving night club. Gould and the proprietor, a man named Max Gordon, 
have known each other for many years and are on fairly good terms much 
of the time. Gould always hits the Vanguard last. He is sure of it, and he 
keeps It in reserve. Smce it became prosperous, the place annoys him. He 
goes down the stairs and says, “Hello, Max, you dirty capitalist. I want a 
bite to eat and a beer. If I don’t get it. I’ll walk right out on the dance floor 
and throw a fit.” “Go argue with the cook,” Gordon tells him. Gould goes 
into the kitchen, eats whatcvei the cook gives him, drinks a couple of beers, 
fills a bag with bread crumbs, and departs. 

Despite his shyness, Gould has a great fondness for parties. He is ac- 
quainted with hundreds of artists, writers, sculptors, and actors in the Vil- 
lage, and whenever he learns that one of them is giving a party, he goes, 
friend or enemy, invited or not. Usually he keeps to himself for a while, 
uneasily smoking one cigarette after another and stiff as a board with tense- 
ness. Sooner or later, however, impelled by a drink or two and by the des- 
peration of the ill at case, he begins to throw his weight around. He picks 
out the prettiest woman in the room, goes over, bows, and kisses her hand. 
He tells discreditable stones about himself. He becomes exuberant; sud- 
denly, for no reason at all, he cackles with pleasure and jumps up and clicks 
his heels together. Presently he shouts, “All m favor of a one-man floor 
show, please say ‘Aye’ I” If he gets the slightest encouragement, he strips to 
the waist and does a hand-clapping, foot-stamping dance which he says he 
learned on a Chippewa reservation in North Dakota and which he calls the 
Joseph Ferdinand Gould Stomp. While dancing, he chants an old Salvation 
Army song, “There Are Flics on Me, There Are Flies on You, but There 
Are No Flies on Jesus.” Then he imitates a sea gull. He pulls off his shoes 
and socks and takes awkward, headlong skips about the room, flapping his 
arms and letting out a piercing caw with every skip. As a child he had sev- 
eral pet gulls, and he still spends many Sundays on the end of a fishing pier 
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at Sheepshead Bay observing gulls; he claims he has such a thorough under* 
standing of their cawing that he can translate poetry into it. “I have trans- 
lated a number of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow’s poems into sea gull,” he 
says. 

Inevitably, at every party Gould goes to, he gets up on a table and de- 
livers some lectures. His lectures are brief, but he gives them lengthy titles, 
such as “Drunk as a Skunk, or How I Measured the Heads of Fifteen Hun- 
dred Indians in Zero Weather” and “The Dread Tomato Habit, or Watch 
Out! Watch Out! Down with Dr. Gallup!” For a reason he has never been 
able to make quite clear, statistics of any kind infuriate him. In the latter 
lecture, using statistics he mamtains he has found in newspaper financial 
actions, he proves that the eating of tomatoes by railroad engineers was 
responsible for fifty-three pei; cent of the tram wrecks in the United States 
during the last seven years. When Gould arrives at a party, people who have 
never seen him before usually take one look, snicker, and edge away. Before 
the evening is over, however, a few of them almost always develop a kind 
of puzzled respect for him; they get him in a corner, ask him questions, and 
try to determine what is wrong with him. Gould enjoys this. “When you 
came over and kissed my hand,” a young woman told him once, “I said to 
myself, ‘What a nice old gentleman.’ A minute later I looked around and 
you were bouncing up and down with your shirt off, imitating a wild 
Indian. I was shocked. Why do you have to be such an exhibitionist?” 
“Madam,” Gould said, “it is the duty of the bohemian to make a spectacle 
of himself. If my informality leads you to believe that I’m a rum-dumb, or 
that I belong in Bellevue, hold fast to that belief, hold fast, hold fast, and 
show your ignorance.” 

Gould IS not particularly communicative about what he calls his pre- 
Oral History life. “I am the most recent black sheep in a family that can 
trace its ancestry right spang to William the Conqueror,” he says. He is a 
native of Norwood, Massachusetts, a southwestern suburb of Boston. He 
comes from a family of physicians His grandfather, Joseph Ferdinand 
Gould, for whom he was named, taught in the Harvard Medical School and 
had a practice in South Boston. His father, Clark Storer Gould, was a cap- 
tain in the Army Medical Corps and died of blood pioisoning in a camp in 
Ohio during the last war. The family was well-to-do until Gould was in his 
late teens, when his father invested unwisely in the stock of an Alaska land 
company. Gould says he went to Harvard only because it was a family cus- 
tom. “I did not want to go,” he wrote m one of his autobiographical essays. 
“It had been my plan to stay home and sit in a rocking chair on the back 
porch and brood.” He says that he was an undistinguished student. Some 
of his classmates were Conrad Aiken, the poet; Howard Lmdsay, the play- 
wright and actor; Gluyas Williams, the cartoonist; and Richard F. Whitney, 
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former president of the New York Stock Exchange. His best friends were 
three foreign students — a Chinese, a Siamese, and an Albanian. 

Gould’s mother had always t^ken it for granted that he would become 
a physician, but after getting his A.B. he told her he was through with 
formal education. She asked him what he intended to do. “I intend to stroll 
and ponder,” he said. He passed most of the next three years strolling and 
pondering on the ranch of an uncle m Canada. In 1913, in an Albanian 
restaurant in Boston named the Scanderbeg, whose coffee he liked, he be- 
came acquainted with Theofan S. Noh, an archimandrite of the Albanian 
Orthodox Church, who interested him in Balkan politics. In February, f9i4, 
Gould starded his family by announcing that he planned to devote the rest 
of his life to collecting funds to free Albania. He founded an organization 
in Boston called the Friends of Albanian Independence, enrolled a score or 
so of dues-paying members, and began telegraphing and calling on bewil- 
dered newspaper editors in Boston and Manhattan, trying to persuade them 
to print long treatises on Albanian affairs written by Noli. After about eight 
months of this, Gould was sitting in the Scanderbeg one night, drinking 
coffee and listening to a group of Albanian factory workers argue m their 
native tongue about Balkan politics, when he suddenly came to the conclu- 
sion that he was about to have a nervous breakdown. “I began to twitch 
uncontrollably and see double,” he says. From that night on his interest in 
Albania slackened. 

After another period of strolling and pondering, Gould took up eu- 
genics. He has forgotten exactly how this came about. In any case, he spent 
the summer of 1915 as a student in cugenical held work at the Eugenics 
Record Office at Cold Spring Harbor. This organization, endowed by the 
Carnegie Institution, was engaged at that time in making studies of fami- 
lies of hereditary defectives, paupers, and town nuisances in several highly 
inbred communities. Such people were too prosaic for Gould; he decided 
to specialize in Indians. That winter he went out to North Dakota and 
measured the heads of a thousand Chippewas on the Turtle Mountain Res- 
ervation and of five hundred Mandans on the Fort Berthold Reservation. 
Nowadays, when Gould is asked why he took these measurements, he 
changes the subject, saying, “The whole matter is a deep, scientific secret.” 
He was happy in North Dakota. “It was the most rewarding period of my 
life,” he says. “I’m a good horseman, if I do say so myself, and I like to 
dance and whoop, and the Indians seemed to enjoy having me around. I was 
afraid they’d think I was batty when I asked for permission to measure 
their noggins, but they didn’t mind. It seemed to amuse them. Indians are 
the only true aristocrats I’ve ever known; nothing m God’s world ever sur- 
prises them. They ought to run the country, and we ought to be put on the 
reservations.” After seven months of reservation life, Gould ran out of 
money. He returned to Massachusetts and tried vainly to get funds for 
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another head-measuring expedition. “At this juncture in my life,” he says, 
“I decided to engage in literary work.” He came to Manhattan and got a 
job as assistant Police Headquarters reporter for the Evening Mail. One 
morning in the summer of 1917, after he had been a reporter for about a 
year, he was basking m the sun on the back steps of Headquarters, trying 
to overcome a grappa hangover, when the idea for the Oral History blos- 
somed in his mind. He promptly quit his job and began writing. “Smce 
that fateful morning,” he once said, m a moment of exaltation, “the Oral 
History has been my rope and my scaffold, my bed and my board, my wife 
and my floozy, my wound and the salt on it, my whiskey and my aspirin, 
and my rock and my salvation. It is the only thmg that matters a damn to 
me. All else is dross.” 

Gould says that he rarely has more than a dollar at any one time, and 
that he doesn’t particularly care. “As a rule,” he says, “I despise money.” 
However, there is a widely held behef in the Village that he is rich and that 
he receives an income from inherited property in New England. “Only an 
old millionaire could afford to go around as shabby as you,” a bartender told 
him recently. “You’re one of those fellows that die in doorways and when 
the cops search them their pockets are just busting with bankbooks. If you 
wanted to, I bet you could step over to the West Side Savings Bank right 
this minute and draw out twenty thousand dollars.” After the death of his 
mother in 1939, Gould did come into some money. Close friends of his say 
that It was less than a thousand dollars and that he spent it in less than a 
month, wildly buying drinks all over the Village for people he had never 
seen before. “He seemed miserable with money in his pockets,” Gordon, the 
proprietor of the Vanguard, says. “When it was all gone, it seemed to take 
a load off his mind.” While Gould was spending his inheritance, he did one 
thing that satisfied him deeply. He bought a big, shiny radio and took it 
out on Sixth Avenue and kicked it to pieces. He has a low opinion of radio. 
“Five minutes of the idiot’s babble that comes out of those machines,” he 
says, “would turn the stomach of a goat.” 

During the twenties and the early thirties Gould occasionally inter- 
rupted his work on the Oral History to pose for classes at the Art Students’ 
League and to do book-reviewing for newspapers and magazmes. He says 
there were periods when he lived comfortably on the money he earned this 
way. Burton Rascoe, literary editor of the old Tribune, gave him a lot of 
work. In a notation in “A Bookman’s Daybook,” Rascoe told of an experi- 
ence with Gould. “I once gave him a small book about the American In- 
dians to review,” Rascoe wrote, “and he brought me back enough manu- 
script to fill three complete editions of the Sunday Tribune. I especially 
honor him, because, unlike most reviewers, he has never dogged me with 
inquiries as to why I never ran it. He had his say, which was considerable, 
about the book, the author, and the subject, and there, for him, the matter 
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ended.” Gould says that he quit book-reviewing because he felt that it was 
beneath his dignity to compete with machines. “The Sunday Times and the 
Sunday Herald Tribune have machines that review books,” he says. “You 
put a book in one of those machines and jerk down a couple of levers and 
a review drops out.” In recent years Gould has got along on less than five 
dollars in actual money a week. He has a number of friends — ^Malcolm 
Cowley, the writer and editor; Aaron Siskind, the documentary photog- 
rapher; Cummings, the poet; and Gordon, the night-club proprietor, arc a 
few — who give him small sums of money regularly. No matter what they 
think of the Oral History, all these people greatly respect Gould’s dogged- 
ness. . . . 

Gould’s opinion of contemporary writing other than the Oral History 
is low. Occasionally, at the Public Library, he takes out a recently published 
history and sits down with it at his favorite table in the genealogy room. 
Almost immediately he begins to grunt and groan and curse the author. 
“The hell you say,” he is apt to exclaim, smacking the book with his palm 
and startling the other people at the table. “Who told you? It simply isn’t 
true! Garbage, garbage, ten tons of garbage! And they saw down beautiful 
trees to make paper to print this stuff on! The awful waste! Oh! Oh! I just 
can’t endure it!” 

Gould’s outspokenness has made him a lone wolf in the Village; he has 
never been allowed to join any of the art, poetry, or ism organizations. He 
has been trying for ten years to join the Raven Poetry Circle, which puts on 
the poetry exhibition in Washington Square each summer and is the most 
powerful organization of its kind in the Village, but he has been blackballed 
every time. However, the Ravens usually let him attend their readings. 
Francis Lambert McCrudden, a retired Telephone Company employee who 
is the head Raven, claims that Gould is not serious about poetry. “We serve 
wine at our readings, and that is the only reason Mr. Gould attends,” he 
once said. “He sometimes insists on reading foolish poems of his own, and 
It gets on your nerves. At our religious-poetry night he demanded permis- 
sion to recite a poem entitled ‘My Religion.’ I told him to go ahead, and 
this IS what he recited; 

In winter I’m a Buddhist, 

And in summer I’m a nudist. 

And at our nature-poetry night he begged to recite a poem entitled ‘The 
Sea Gull.’ I gave him permission, and he jumped out of his chair and began 
to wave his arms and leap about and scream, ‘Scree-eckl Scrce-eek!’ It was 
upsetting. We arc serious poets and we don’t appreciate that sort of be- 
havior.” Last summer Gould picketed the Raven exhibition, which was held 
on the fence of a tennis court on Washington Square South. In one hand 
he carried his portfolio and in the other he held a placard on which he had 
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printed: “jOSEPH FEKDINANli gould^ hot shot poet from poetville, a refugee 
FROM the ravens. POETS OF THE WORLD, IGNITeI YOU HAVE NOTHING TO LOSE 
BUT YOUR brains!” Now and then, as he strutted back and forth, he would 
take a leap and then a skip and say to passers-by, “Would you like to hear 
what Joe Gould thinks of the world and all that’s in it? Scree-eek! 
Scree-eek!” 


Conrad Aiken 

Conrad At\en (i88g- ) u/as born tn Savannah, attended school in 

New England, and graduated from Harvard. His life has been spent tn 
extensive travels, and hts residence has alternated between the ancient 
Sussex port of Rye and Cape Cod. Hts Selected Poems received the 
Pulitzer Prize. For At\en, poetry is a^in to music. Hts poems use the 
repetition of phrase and motif, the long flow of sound, the variation of 
tempo and mood that suggest the symphony. Notable tn the history of 
our century is the complexity of its soaal problems. But hand tn hand 
with social wrong goes the sttuggle for social right. In "The Road" a 
poem gnmly different from his typical mood, Atl^en tells the story of 
man’s long purpose to build a bettei world and, tn spite of the pitiful 
slowness of the tas\, foresees its fulfillment. 


THE ROAD 

Three then came forward out of darkness, one 
An old man bearded, his old eyes red with weeping, 
A peasant, with hard hands. “Come now,” he said, 
“And see the road, for which our people die. 

Twelve miles of road we’ve made, a little only, 
Westward wmding. Of human blood and stone 
We build; and m a thousand years will come 
Beyond the hills to sea.” 

I went with them, 

Takmg a lantern, which upon their faces 
Showed years and grief; and in a time we came 
To the wild road which wound among wild hills 
Westward; and so along this road we stooped. 
Silent, thinking of all the dead men, there 
Compounded with sad clay. Slowly we moved: 

For they were old and weak, had given all 
Their life, to build this twelve poor miles of road. 
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Muddy, under the ram. And in my hand 
Turning the lantern, here or there, I saw 
Deep holes of water where the raindrop splashed. 

And rainiilled footprints m the grass, and heap 
Of broken stone, and rusted spdes and picks. 

And helves of axes. And the old man spoke. 

Holding my wrist; “Three hundred years it took 
To build these miles of road: three hundred years; 

And human hves unnumbered. But the day 
Will come when it is done.” Then spoke another, 

One not so old, but old, whose face was wrinkled: 

“And when it comes, our people will all sing 
For joy, passing from east to west, or west 
To east, returning, with the light behind them; 

All meeting in the road and smging there.” 

And the third said: “The road will be their life; 

A heritage of blood. Grief will be in it. 

And beauty out of grief. And I can see 
How all the women’s faces will be bright. 

In that time, laughing, they will remember us. 

Blow out your lantern now, for day is coming.” 

My lantern blown out, m a httle while 
We climbed in long light up a hill, where climbed 
The dwindling road, and ended in a field. 

Peasants were working in the field, bowed do\*^n 
With unrewarded work, and grief, and years 
Of pain. And as we passed them, one man fell 
Into a furrow that was bright with water 
And gave a cry that was half cry half song — 

“The road ... the road . . . the road . . .” And all then fell 
Upon their knees and sang. 

We four passed on 

Over the hill, to westward. Then I felt 

How tears ran down my face, tears without number; 

And knew that all my life henceforth was weepmg. 
Weeping, thinking of human grief, and human 
Endeavor fruitless in a world of pain. 

And when I held my hands up they were old; 

I knew my face would not be young again. 



IV. PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS 


WHERE is happiness ^ The Middle Ages believed 
that it was laid up in heaven, a promise of mystical fulfillment. The Renais- 
sance thought It was the stuff of this world — its palaces, courts, monuments, 
its loves. Its arts, its princes. The Puritans, in holy horror of worldly excesses, 
denounced the values of the Renaissance; and we today are still the uncom- 
fortable heirs of their prqudices. 

But surely the pursuit of happiness, debatable as the sole end of living, 
IS a legitimate part of the good life. For Jefferson’s phrase comprehends all 
those activities of mind and hand which we call the arts. And by the arts 
life is informed with reason and beauty. Even in an age of force, perhaps 
especially then, the arts need no apology. 

War IS inevitably force, and force is the province of the physical sciences 
In time of crisis, technology is supreme. But we must not forget that the 
German universities, after World War I, promoted the rise of totalitarianism 
by their passionate confidence in technology. Technological training is a 
means, not an end. In warfare it serves the immediate end of military vic- 
tory. But what is that, in turn, but a means to a larger end, the recovering 
of humane values ^ 

Not to enjoy the good things of this earth, then, is bhnd ingratitude. 
Life can be more than day-by-day washing, dressing, eating, sleeping. To 
the adventurous spirit with sensibilities fully aware, living becomes an art 
which comprehends all arts. If we would be truly alive, we must seek out 
and cultivate every legitimate experience that our lives afford. 

This does not mean that we must be shipwrecked in the Arctic: merely 
doing nothing, if assiduously pursued, has its quiet rewards. A millennial 
Manhattan, where the fireEghters refuse to hurry to a Ere but pause to dis- 
pute the number of wild geese passing overhead, will not be without its 
compensations. The world’s largest city has never properly appreaated the 
advantages of idleness. 

Or there is the pleasure of reducing life, Thoreau-wise, to its simplest 
terms. Thereby we End time to cultivate our sensitiveness to Nature through 
all -five senses. The real “Nature-lover” does not go about talking of the 
beauties of Nature. He is satisfied to have experienced them, to have entered 
into the life of sea and mountain, of beast, bird, and flower. He knows it is 
useless to try to communicate his sensations in words. 
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Out o£ this heightened scnsUiility comes a livelier responsiveness to the 
fine arts— literature, music, painting, sculpture. Pew are qualified to appre- 
ciate all fields equally. But all can find in the arts at one point or another 
some puU of the beautiful. Here or there, in this etching or that sonnet, this 
ballet or that symphony, an emotion is stirred, the work of art has spoken 
to you and you alone. Just there you touch hands with the artist. In his art 
you recognize some thought or feehng, some fancy, some experience, which 
is intimately your own. So the artist lends you his finer powers of perception 
that you may savor more deeply your own life. 

Unless we bring to the arts an alert imagmation, our pursuit of happi- 
ness is vam. Listening to music, lookmg at a picture, reading a poem is a 
partnership with the artist in which we pick up the threads of his sugges- 
tion and follow them wherever our associations lead us. Particularly in lis- 
tening to music, for here we share not only the inspiration of the composer 
but the re-creation of his score by the performer. There is no more exhilarat- 
ing pleasure than sharing, as auditor, the performance of a great piece of 
music by a great orchestra. And thanks to the wonders of radio and recorded 
music. It IS a pleasure which can be approximated at will, until the melodies 
of the masters play themselves in our memories. 

Literature is the sum of the fine arts, for it puts into the concreteness of 
language what music and painting convey by suggestion. Literature is the 
friendliest of the arts. To handle a brush or play a fiddle is an acquired 
skill; but we have all been on speaking terms with language since babyhood. 
We all know how to read, and some of us know how to write. But every- 
one who has struggled to lay words one after another knows that writing 
IS an exacting process. Not words alone but the ideas which they stand for 
must fall into place. The medium of poetry, writes Archibald MacLeish, “is 
speech; most common, human, touched and worn of all materials that men 
have used for art. Its end is man.” 

Travel is the pleasantest way of learning, for every traveler can choose 
his own proportions of information and adventure. Both he is sure to get, 
whether his journey is literal or literary. War may close the well-beaten 
paths, but vicariously we can still journey from Greenland to Liberia, from 
the Andes to Palestine. Whatever the chances of fortune, nothing can de- 
prive us of the joy of remembered places; the long light of sunset across the 
Roman Campagna, the first landfall of the green and white cliffs of Eng- 
land, the cheerful bustle of sidewalk cafes in Paris, the Vienna Woods filled 
with spring birdsong. These things arc gone, for a while at least. Those of 
us who were privileged to know them once are the fortunate ones. 

F inall y there is the endless pleasure of play. Here we develop the mus- 
cular reactions: the grosser animal comes into his own. Far from denying 
such rejoicing in the body’s strength, our age encourages games and sports 
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and every manner of exercise. Out of sheer bodily fitness comes the sense 
of triumphmg, during our best years, over the forces that would slow us 
down before we come home from the hunt, the playing field, or the ski- 
slope to sit by the fire and remember. 

What does it all come to, this excursion through the arts of living? 
Does it not show that the things which make us happy are often the simple 
things ? A book, a flower, a picture, a musical phrase, an open road, the feel 
of a baseball bat, the sound of the wind rising — ^these we only half know if 
we think that bemg alive is “to spend and waste time as though you had 
a million years.” The pursuit of happiness is, on the contrary, the intensive 
cultivation of every small satisfaction: “night and day, brother, both sweet 
things; sun, moon, and stars, brother, all sweet things; there’s likewise a 
wind on the heath.” 

In a civilization rocking perilously near the edge of nothingness, we will 
yet cling to the good things and make the most of them, even today. We 
will not go down to defeat while there are sports and songs, pictures and 
poems in the world. These things were given us to reassure us, to renew our 
courage and our laughter, to make conscious to all our senses 

That life, for all the woe, is worth the living 
Even today . 


Robert Frost 

As he ts splitting wood on a spring day. Robert Frost feels himself chtd- 
lenged by two t) amps with a logical claim to the job, and in justifying 
himself he discovers that worthing can become one with love of the 
wor\ It should be evident to any reader of Frost’s poetry that he extends 
this principle to his writing. 


TWO TRAMPS IN MUD-TIME 

Out of the mud two strangers came 
And caught me splitting wood in the yard. 
And one of them put me off my aim 
By hailing cheerily “Hit them hard!” 

I knew pretty well why he dropped behind 
And let the other go on a way. 

I knew pretty well what he had in mind: 
He wanted to take my job for pay. 
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Good blocks of beech it was I split, 

As large around as the chopping-block; 

And every piece I squarely hit 
Fell splinterless as a cloven rock. 

The blows that a life of self-control 
Spares to strike for the common good 
That day, giving a loose to my soul, 

I spent on the unimportant wood. 

The sun was warm but the wind was chill. 

You know how it is with an April day: 

When the sun is out and the wind is still, 

You’re one month on in the middle of May. 

But if you so much as dare to speak, 

A cloud comes over the sunlit arch, 

A wind comes off a frozen peak. 

And you’re two months back m the middle of March. 

A bluebird comes tenderly up to alight 
And fronts the wind to unruffle a plume. 

His song so pitched as not to excite 
A single flower as yet to bloom. 

It IS snowing a flake: and he half knew 
Winter was only playing possum. 

Except m color he isn’t blue. 

But he wouldn’t advise a thing to blossom. 

The water for which we may have to look 
In summertime with a witchmg-wand, 

In every wheelrut’s now a brook, 

In every print of a hoof a pond. 

Be glad of water, but don’t forget 
The lurking frost in the earth beneath 
That will steal forth after the sun is set 
And show on the water its crystal teeth. 

The time when most I loved my task 
These two must make me love it more 
By coming with what they came to ask. 

You’d think I never had felt before 
The weight of an ax head poised aloft. 

The grip on earth of outspread feet. 

The life of muscles rocking soft 
And smooth and moist in vernal heat. 
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Out of the woods two hulking tramps 
(From sleeping God knows where last night 
But not long since in the lumber camps). 
They thought all chopping was theirs of right. 
Men of the woods and lumber-jacks, 

They judged me by their appropriate tool. 
Except as a fellow handled an ax, 

They had no way of knowing a fool. 

Nothing on either side was said. 

They knew they had but to stay their stay 
And all their logic would fill my head: 

As that I had no right to play 
With what was another man’s work for gam. 
My right might be love but theirs was need. 
And where the two exist in twain 
Theirs was the better right — agreed. 

But yield who will to their separation. 

My object in life is to unite 
My avocation and my vocation 
As my two eyes make one in sight. 

Only where love and need are one. 

And the work is play for mortal stakes. 

Is the deed ever really done 
For Heaven and the future’s sakes. 



Lin Yutang 

Un Yutang (1895- ) was bom in China, educated at Shanghai, Har- 

vard, and in German universities. He returned to China as a professor 
of English at Peffing, and was active in the Revolution with brickbats as 
well as pamphlets. In the new China he has been an influentiid writer 
and editor. Since coming to the United States he has established his 
reputation as a writer in English, essays, criticism, a novel. My Country 
and My people is acute interpretation of East to West; The Importance 
of Living he calls “a person^ guide to enjoyment." Between Tears and 
Laughter, written under the provocation of war, discards the urbanity of 
the philosopher for the indignation of the political critic and lashes the 
Western powers for their policy toward China now and m future. 


THE IMPORTANCE OF LOAFING 

CULTURE, as I understand it, is essentially a 
product of leisure. The art of culture is therefore essentially the art of loaf- 
ing. From the Chinese point of view, the man who is wisely idle is the most 
cultured man. For there seems to be a philosophic contradiction between 
being busy and being wise. Those who are wise won’t be busy, and those 
who are too busy can’t be wise. The wisest man is therefore he who loafs 
most gracefully. Here I shall try to explain, not the technique and varieties 
of loafing as practised in China, but rather the philosophy which nourishes 
this divine desire for loafing in China and gives rise to that carefree, idle, 
happy-go-lucky— and often poetic — ^temperament in the Chinese scholars, 
and to a lesser extent, in the Chinese people in general. How did that Chi- 
nese temperament — ^that distrust of achievement and success and that intense 
love of living as such — ^arise ? 

In the first place, the Chinese theory of leisure, as expressed by a com- 
paratively unknown author of the eighteenth century, Shu Paihsiang, who 
happily achieved oblivion, is as follows: time is useful because it is not being 
used. “Leisure in time is like unoccupied floor space in a room.” Every work- 
ing girl who rents a small room where every inch of space is fully utilized 
feels highly uncomfortable because she has no room to move about, and the 
moment she gets a raise in salary, she moves into a bigger room where there 
is a little more unused floor space, besides those strictly useful spaces occu- 
pied by her single bed, her dressing table and her two 4 >urner gas range. It 
is that unoccupied space which makes a room habitable, as it is our leisure 
hours which make lUe endurable. I understand there is a rich woman living 

m 
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on Park Avenue, who bought up a neighboring lot to prevent anybody from 
erecting a skyscraper next to her house. She is paying a big sum of money 
in order to have space fully and perfectly made useless, and it seems to me 
she never spent her money more wisely. 

In this connection, I might mention a personal experience. I could never 
see the beauty of skyscrapers in New York, and it was not until I went to 
Chicago that I reahzed that a skyscraper could be very imposing and very 
beautiful to look at, if it had a good frontage and at least half a mile of un- 
used space around it. Chicago is fortunate in this respect, because it has more 
space than Manhattan. The tali buildings are better spaced, and there is the 
possibility of obtaining an unobstructed view of them from a long distance. 
Figuratively speaking, we, too, are so cramped in our life that we cannot 
enjoy a free perspective of the beauties of our spiritual life. We lack spiritual 
frontage. . . . 

To the Chinese, therefore, with the fine philosophy that “Nothing mat- 
ters to a man who says nothing matters,” Americans offer a strange con- 
trast. Is life really worth all the bother, to the extent of making our soul a 
slave to the body ? The high spirituahty of the philosophy of loafing forbids 
it. The most characteristic advertisement I ever saw was one by an engineer- 
ing firm with the big words: “Nearly Right Is Not Enough.” The desire 
for one hundred per cent efSciency seems almost obscene. The trouble with 
Americans is that when a thing is nearly right, they want to make it still 
better, while for a Chmese, nearly right is good enough. 

The three great American vices seem to be efficiency, punctuahty and 
the desire for achievement and success. They are the things that make the 
Americans so unhappy and so nervous. They steal from them their inalien- 
able right of loafing and cheat them of many a good, idle and beautiful 
afternoon. One must start out with a belief that there are no catastrophes in 
this world, and that besides the noble art of getting things done, there is a 
nobler art of leaving things undone. On the whole, if one answers letters 
promptly, the result is about as good or as bad as if he had never answered 
them at all. After all, nothing happens, and while one may have missed a 
few good appointments, one may have also avoided a few unpleasant ones. 
Most of the letters are not worth answering, if you keep diem in your 
drawer for three months; reading them three months afterwards, one might 
reahze how utterly funle and what a waste of time it would have been to 
answer them all. Writmg letters really can become a vice. It turns our 
writers into fine promotion salesmen and our college professors into good 
efficient business executives. In this sense, I can understand Thoreau’s con- 
tempt for the American who always goes to the post office. 

Our quarrel is not that efficiency gets things done and very well done, 
too. I always rely on American water-taps, rather than on those made in 
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China, because American water-taps do not leak. That is a consolation. 
Against the old contention, however, that we must all be useful, be efficient, 
become officials and have power, the old reply is that there are always 
enough fools left in the world who are willing to be useful, be busy and 
enjoy power, and so somehow the business of life can and will be carried 
on. The only point is who are the wise, the loafers or the hustlers? Our 
quarrel with efficiency is not that it gets things done, but that it is a thief of 
time when it leaves us no leisure to enjoy ourselves and that it frays our 
nerves in trying to get things done perfectly. An American editor worries 
his hair gray to see that no typo^aphical mistakes appear on the pages of 
his magazine. The Chinese editor is wiser than that. He wants to leave his 
readers the supreme satisfaction of discovering a few typographical mistakes 
for themselves. More than that, a Chinese magazme can begin printing 
serial fiction and forget about it halfway. In America it might bring the 
roof down on the editors, but in China tt doesn’t matter, stmply because tt 
doesn’t matter. American engineers m building bridges calculate so finely 
and exactly as to make the two ends come together within one-tenth of an 
inch. But when two Chinese begin to dig a tunnel from both sides of a 
mountain, both come out on the other side. The Chinese’s firm conviction 
is that It doesn't matter so long as a tunnel is dug through, and if we have 
two instead of one, why, we have a double track to boot. Provided you are 
not in a hurry, two tunnels are as good as one, dug somehow, finished some- 
how and if the train can get through somehow. And the Chinese are 
extremely punctual, provided you give them plenty of time to do a thing. 
They always finish a thing on schedule, provided the schedule is long 

The tempo of modern industrial life forbids this kind of glorious and 
magnificent idlmg. But worse than that, it imposes upon us a different con- 
ception of time as measured by the clock, and eventually turns the human 
being into a clock himself. This sort of thing is bound to come to China, 
as is evident for instance in a factory of twenty thousand workers. The 
luxurious prospect of twenty thousand workers coming in at their own 
sweet pleasure at all hours is, of course, somewhat terrifying. Nevertheless, 
this is what makes life so hard and hectic. A man who has to be punctually 
at a certain place at five o’clock has the whole afternoon from one to five 
ruined for him already. Every American adult is arranging his time on the 
pattern of the schoolboy — three o’clock for this, five o’clock for that, six-thirty 
for change of dress; six-fifty for entering the taxi and seven o’clock for 
.emerging into a hotel room. It just makes life not worth living. 

And Americans have now come to such a sad state that they arc booked 
up not only for the following day, or the following week, but even for the 
following month. An appointment three weeks ahead of time is a thing 
unknown in China. And when a Chinese receives an invitation card, hap- 
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pily he never has to say whether he is going to be present or not He can 
put down on the invitauon list “coming” if he accepts, or "thanks” if he 
declines, but in the majority of cases the invited party merely writes the 
word “know,” which is a statement of fact that he knows of the invitation 
and not a statement of intention. An American or a European leavmg 
Shanghai can tell me that he is going to attend a committee meetmg in Paris 
on April 19, at three o’clock and that he will be arrivmg in Vienna on 
May 21 by the seven o’clock train. If an afternoon is to be condemned and 
executed, must we announce its execution so early? Cannot a fellow travel 
and be lord of himself, arrivmg when he hkes and taking departure when 
he likes? 

But above all, the American’s mability to loaf comes directly from his 
desire for doing things and in his placmg action above being. We should 
demand that there he character in our lives as we demand there be char- 
acter in all great art worthy of the name. Unfortunately, character is not a 
thing which can be manufactured overnight. Like the quality of mellow- 
ness in wine, it is acquired by standing still and by the passage of time. The 
desire of American old men and women for action, trying m this way to 
gain their self-respect and the respect of the younger generation, is what 
, makes them look so ridiculous to an Oriental. Too much action in an old 
man is like a broadcast of jazz music from a megaphone on top of an old 
cathedral. Is it not sufficient that the old people are something? Is it neces- 
sary that they must be forever doing something? The loss of the capacity for 
loafing IS bad enough in men of middle age, but the same loss in old age 
is a crime committed against human nature. 

Character is always associated with something old and takes time to 
grow, like the beautiful facial lines of a man in middle age, lines that are 
the steady imprint of the man’s evolvmg character. It is somewhat difficult 
to see character in a type of life where every man is throwing away his last 
year’s car and tradmg it m for the new model. As are the things we make, 
so are we ourselves. ... We love old cathedrals, old fiuniture, old silver, 
old dictionaries and old prints, but we have entirely forgotten about the 
beauty of old men. I think an appreciation of that kind of beauty is essen- 
tial to our life, for beauty, it seems to me, is what is old and mellow and 
weU-smoked. 

Sometimes a prophetic vision comes to me, a beautiful vision of a mil- 
lennium when Manhattan will go slow, and when the American “go-getter” 
will become an Oriental loafer. American gentlemen will float m skirts and 
shppers and amble on the sidewalks of Broadway with their hands in their 
pockets, if not with both hands stuck in their sleeves m the Chinese fashion. 
Policemen will exchange a word of greeting with the slow-devil at the cross- 
ing, and the drivers themselves will stop and accost each other and inquire 
after their grandmothers’ health in the midst of traffic. Someone will be 
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brushing his teeth outside his shopfront, talking the while placidly with his 
neighbors, and once in a while, an absent-minded scholar will sail by with 
a limp volume rolled up and tucked away in his sleeve. Lunch counters will 
be abolished, and people will be lolling and lounging in soft, low armchairs 
in an Automat, while others will have learned the art of killing a whole 
afternoon in some cai£. A glass of orange juice will last half an hour, and 
people will learn to sip wine by slow mouthfuls, punctuated by dehghtful, 
chatty remarks, mstead of swallowing it at a gulp. Registration in a hos- 
pital will be abolished, “emergency wards” will be unknown, and patients 
will exchange their philosophy with their doctors. Fire engines will proceed 
at a snail’s pace, their staif stopping on the way to gaze at and dispute over 
the number of passing wild geese m the sky. It is too bad that there is no 
hope of this kind of millennium on Manhattan ever bemg realized. There 
might be so many more perfect idle afternoons. 


Bertha Damon 

Bertha Damon obviously is New England-born, for no one understands 
better the passion for high thinking and simple living which found its 
best expression in the great days of Emerson and Thoreau. In Grandma 
Griswold she presents a late survivor of a philosophy which disdained 
the surface goods of life for the sa\e of the deeper satisfactions of the 
spirit. If Grandma occasionally erred by excess, it was always on the 
right side, Mrs. Damon’s memories of her austere childhood are found 
in Grandma Called It Carnal. Equally entertaining accounts of her later 
adventures growing flowers, raising Irish cockers, and managing a hus- 
band appear in A Sense of Humus. 


GRANDMA READS THOREAU 

“POOR Mrs. Parker,” Grandma would say, gently 
shaking her corn popper over the yellow flame, while we chddrcn sat by 
hstening to the popping kernels with the receptive expressions of young birds 
who hear wings flutter, “poor Mrs. Parker has had an extremely hard mar- 
ried life.” 

“Has she. Grandma?” I would inquire with hopeful curiosity. 

“Yes, she has. I don’t want to prejudice you against Deacon Parker, 
who is a good enough man in gther ways as men go; but the truth is, 
Bertha”--her voice hushed— “after he was married to Mrs. Parker he was 
always wanting— wanting— Cooked Meals!” 
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“But, Grandma . . 

“Yes, he was. At night he’d come home after poor Mrs. Parker had been 
busy all day and want a Cooked Meal, and then after she’d given him one, 
next morning the first thmg he’d want — he’d want — another. She had a 
dreadfully hard time with him. So disillusioning to a woman to find out 
that’s what a man thinks marriage is.’’ 

Cooked Meals — that phrase signified to Grandma Domestic Enemy 
Number One. She felt that the everlasting trouble connected with them was 
what was keeping her North Stonefield neighbors from the real ends of 
life; it was the cost of providing “Cooked Meals’’ that enslaved the men; 
the toil in preparing them that kept the women forever over the stove; the 
difficulty in digesting them that caused dyspepsia to fret almost every house- 
hold. “Cooked Meals’* in North Stonefield were mdeed large, elaborate — 
three kinds of fancy cake and two kmds of pie at once were only a start — 
and repetitive, for there was little difference in size and kind between break- 
fast, dinner, and supper. There was little time for doing anything except to 
get up a Cooked Meal, clean up after it, and then get up another Cooked 
Meal. So Grandma had early come to the conviction that Job when he wanted 
to “curse God and die’* wasn’t so bad; to bless God and dine seemed, con- 
sidering the consequences, worse. 

“I have traveled a good deal in Concord,” Grandma read in Thoreau, 
“and everywhere, in shops, in offices and in fields the inhabitants have ap- 
peared to me to be doing penance in a thousand remarkable ways. What I 
have heard of Brahmins hanging suspended over flames; or looking at the 
heavens over their shoulders until it became impossible for them to resume 
their natural position . . . ; or dwelhng chained for life at the foot of a tree; 
or measuring with their bodies like caterpillars the vast breadth of empires; 
or standing on one leg on the tops of pillars— even these forms of conscious 
penance are hardly more incredible and astonishing than the scenes which I 
daily witness. The twelve labors of Hercules were trifling in comparison to 
those which my neighbors have undertaken; for they were only twelve and 
had an end.” 

Grandma likewise traveled a good deal in North Stonefield. There she 
saw the remarkable and incredible scenes that Thoreau had witnessed among 
his townsfolk. The men worked long and hard in the shops — ^from seven in 
the morning to six at night, with half an hour out for dinner; and the 
women worked even longer than their menfolks. The lives of almost all 
seemed to be a sort of tight slavery in vidiich there was no leisure, no enjoy- 
ment, no vision. Almost all seemed to work and to get, to take care of and 
to hang onto, and finally to he down in the cemetery, very tired, never 
having lived. 

In Grandma’s youth North Stonefield women had just begun to have 
new standards. Countless recipes for fancy dishes appeared in the new maga- 
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Zincs. Machine production turned out cloth quickly and cheaply; so clothes 
had to be stylish. Machine-made furniture could be had m abundance. Com- 
petition in possessing and displaymg all these things became a burden. 
Women in North Stoneheld at about that ume began to try to seem not as 
their mothers — ^housewives content m cheerful spacious kitchens which were 
at once dining room, living room, nursery, library, all of easy compass and 
easy care — but as ladies. As ladies they tried to “show off” by employing 
many separate rooms. For all these reasons household labor was greater than 
before, for adequate and sufficient “modern improvements” were not yet 
available, and in the nature of things there were no servants. In spite of the 
new freedom from spinning and soap-making, women had less time than 
ever. 

“Perfect housekeeping” became a fetish, a cruel god that demanded and 
received human sacrifices. Whatever gifts of mind or body a North Stone- 
field woman had, if she were not a “perfect housekeeper” she had no claim 
to consideration. That was that. Anybody who was anybody kept her house 
in a state of hard, intolerable neatness. There is a neatness that is warm and 
lovely; it is one of the fine arts. Its origin is love for possessions that are 
intimate, that serve. There is a neatness that is cold; it comes out of bitter 
energy, lack of worthy occupation, and sometimes, not always, the desire 
to lay down laws for one’s family, to make them miserable, and to be a 
martyr oneself. The love-neatness knows its place, knows it is but a means 
to an end, the end being a fine happiness in family life. But the hate-neatness 
IS an end in itself. In almost every North Stonefield house some rooms were 
shut up and never used; some rooms had the sun entirely excluded by shades; 
some of even the most inhabited rooms had newspapers laid cheerlessly 
along the trails frequented by the mcnfolks. 

There seemed to be no limit to the pains which women were willing 
to take in order to conform to that severe standard of “perfect housekeep- 
ing.” “She keeps her kitchen floor so clean yer could eat yer bread ’n’ milk 
off of It”: emulation of that appetizing achievement led to endless damp 
drudgery on hands and knees. Miss Cole’s old white marc of irreproachable 
character had to submit, at least once a month, to an all-over scouring with 
Sapolio and a thorough rinse in good dark bluing water. The reputation of 
being first out on the line Monday morning was zealously coveted. A tri- 
umphant bellying from the clothesline of white sails of sheets, boastful flap- 
ping of the long legs of manly underdrawers before the envious eyes of a 
neighbor woman just rushing out to hang up her wash was the high hope 
in every “perfect housekeeper’s” breast. The rules of this competition were 
strict. To get a good head start by beginning the washing Sunday evening 
was a temptation, but was considered extremely irreligious: more than that, 
in this sport it constituted a foul. Some women were suspected of cheating, 
nevertheless. It was, however, allowed Sunday night after meeting, to put 
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the clothes to soak and to get up at four m the morning and wash by kero- 
sene lamphght. That was held to be fair enough. 

Yet all the ume our village and the country round was full of dawns 
and sunsets and starry nights; of early springs, when in the dusk thawing 
hylas shrilled like sleighbells and the whippoorwill insisted; of springs when 
by every gracious old house lilacs blossomed, and apple trees down the rocky 
hillsides; of summers when in all the millponds water lilies floated under 
flashing dragonflies; of autumns “bright as the sun . . . terrible as an army 
with banners,” loud with katydid bands. But almost no one stopped drudg- 
ing to look; almost no one turned an ear to listen. 

And there were books to be read — ^all the thrilling books that had hap- 
pened since God dictated the Old Testament until, let us say, the last poem 
by Browning; but almost nothing was read except The Farmer's Almanac, 
the cooking and crocheting and fashion magazines, and the doings of the 
villagers and their acquaintances m the Stonefield Guardian. There were 
thoughts to be wrestled with or enjoyed, but for thoughts almost everyone 
was too busy ; men tramping the heavy treadmill of chores and of shop work; 
women working over “ribbons” and Cooked Meals. 

But Grandma, inspired by Henry Thoreau to reduce to an irreducible 
minimum all household furnishings, to renounce conventional Cooked 
Meals and simplify to a Spartan simplicity such victuals as seemed indispen- 
sable to life, Grandma put herself and us— Alice used to say, “Thoreauly” — 
into the leisure class. We were never working all day long to confirm to 
the standards of our neighbors. 

We had almost all the time there was to do what we thought was worth 
doing. The times were frequent when Grandma — ^to use the words Thoreau 
wrote of himself — could not afford to sacriBce the bloom of the present mo- 
ment to any work, whether of the head or hands. She loved a broad margin 
to her life. . . . She grew in those seasons like corn in the night, and they 
were far better than any work of the hands would have been. They were 
not time subtracted from her life, but so much over and above her usual 
allowance. She realized what the Orientals mean by contemplation and the 
forsaking of works. . . . This was sheer indolence to her fellow townsmen, 
no doubt; but if the birds and flowers had tried her by their standard, she 
would not have been found wanting. 

Grandma was a sort of artist; hers was the art of living just the way 
she wanted to live. And no successful artist in any field but has had to 
throw his neighbors’ ways aside and follow his own. It would, seem that the 
first essential m achievmg any sort of distinction is failure to conform. When 
Grandma stopped to think of it, Jesus and his disciples were not what seemed 
to most of their townsfolk desirable citizens; they were none of them doing 
a regular day’s work. Jesus knew well this neol of protecung one’s time 
from invasion. Grandma was always delighted to recall that he rebuked 
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Martha who was anxious and troubled about many things (Grandma sensed 
that a Cooked Meal was in the offing of Martha's mind) and that he praised 
Mary who allowed herself calm leisure for sitting at his feet and hearmg all 
he had to say. Our town was Martha; Grandma was Mary. Our town fol- 
lowed Martha’s example m chiding its Mary. 

“Way back when Mis’ Griswold was a bride,’’ was the town’s bitter 
rumor, “she never used to do her dishes. She used to go roamm’ round the 
lots with her minister husband, pickin’ bouquets o’ weeds, or else readin’ 
Hebrew with him.’’ No one not brought up in North Stoneheld can know 
how reprehensible such conduct seemed. 

But Grandma didn’t care what the neighbors said, partly because she 
enjoyed being different, and mostly because Henry Thoreau had inquired 
why furniture should not be as simple as the Arab’s or the Indian’s instead 
of so elaborate as to clutter and deHle our homes, and had said a good house- 
wife would sweep most of it into the dust hole and not leave her real morn- 
ing’s work undone. “Morning work! By the blushes of Aurora and the 
music of Memnon, what should be man’s work in this world? I had three 
pieces of limestone on my desk, but I was terrified to find that they required 
to be dusted daily, when the furniture of my mind was undusted still, and 
I threw them out of the window in disgust.” 

So Grandma’s house was not that conventional clutter of much furni- 
ture, draperies, tidies, bric-a-brac such os was accumulated by others in that 
Victonan-magpie era of decoration — not Grandma’s! Unlike her neighbors, 
she felt no necessity of possessing Brussels carpets, lace curtains, and a Rogers 
group as patent of good social standing. A few hard old-fashioned chairs, 
a round table heaped with books, a clean rag carpet woven by Aunt Martha 
on the big old loom in the barn from ancestral wardrobes long past other 
salvage, sunlight gilding the faded walls and lying in broad sheets on the 
floor — for Grandma’s was one of the few houses that did not keep shades 
down out of reverence for “property” — an open fire of logs in the winter, 
vases of flowers all summer, candlehght in the evenings — these are what I 
remember to have furnished Grandma’s sitting room. 

Such few needments made Grandma’s housekeeping of Japanese sim- 
plicity. “A lady once offered me a mat,” Grandma would quote the words 
of her master, “but as I had no room to spare within the house, nor any time 
to spare within nor without to shake it, I declined it, preferring to wipe my 
feet on the sod before my door. It is best to avoid the beginnings of evil.” 
Also Grandma had a sense of order that went of itself, that dispersed dis- 
order at Its first signs. 

“As Henry Thoreau says,” Grandma would begin complacently, and 
my heart usually sank a little, and I wondered if wc were going to hear 
another good reason why the Griswold household was not to have anything 
for the next meal but beans. But no — “ ‘The cart before the horse is neither 
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beautiful nor useful,’ ” she would go on; " ‘before we can adorn our houses 
with beautiful objects the walls must be stripped, and our lives must be 
stripped and beautiful housekeeping and beautiful living be laid for a foun- 
dation: Now a taste for the beautiful is best cultivated out of doors, where 
there is no house and no housekeeping.’ ” That meant a long walk, and off 
we would go. Grandma and I, a cold lunch in our pockets, perhaps to enjoy 
the sight of snow melting on the edge of some swamp. 

Sometimes Alice and I thought there were more exciting books in the 
world to read aloud than Thoreau’s Summer or Walden. Sometimes we even 
chanted under our breath — 

By the rude bridge that arched the flood, 

His coat to April’s breeze unfurled, 

Here once the bean-fed Thoreau stood . . . 

But Grandma always stopped us in utter horror at our taking so revered a 
name in vain, so she never had the inestimable privilege of hearing how 
that verse was going to come out I must confess that in my unregenerate 
childhood I could have done with a little less Thoreau, a little more frost- 
ing on the cake and a little less on bare tree boughs. But as I have later come 
to an appreciation of Thoreau’s contribution to my life, through Grandma 
Griswold, I am glad she put so much of him in our mixture as she did. 


Clifton Fadiman 

Chfton Fadiman (1904- ), whose companionable voice and engaging 

personality are jamiliar to every jMower oj "Injormation, Please," is a 
native of New Yorft^ City and a graduate of Columbia. The essay which - 
follows, ongmally part of the tntioducUon to his Reading I’ve Liked, 
provides a sufficient account of his earliei years. Later he became a 
teacher of English, a lecturer at the People’s Institute, a publisher's 
editorial adviser, ^and boof(^ editor of The New Yorker. He edited the 
notable collection of personal philosophies, I Believe, from which Julian 
Huxley’s essay is reprinted later in this volume. His writing has been 
largely confined to boo\ reviewing, to which activity he has contributed 
a sane judgment, an informed intelligence, and an assured taste. 


MY LIFE IS AN OPEN BOOK 

THOSE to whom reading is fated to become im- 
portant generally shake hands with books early. But this is not always true. 
Many distinguished writers were blockheads at their letters until a compara- 
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lively advanced age. I think, however, of an undistinguished one who was 
a busy reader at four. me. My first book was entitled The Overall Boys. 
The Overall Boys was and doubtless still is a rousing tale of two devoted 
brothers, aged five and seven, and their monosyllabic adventures on a farm. 
The style was of transparent lucidity. I found The Overall Boys a perfect 
job then, and, looking back, I haven’t yet been able to detect any flaws in 
It. I remember it in greater detail and certainly with greater pleasure than 
I do the 576-page novel I finished yesterday. At four I was convinced that 
The Overall Boys represented the peak of the art of narrative and sternly 
rejected all attempts to make me continue my reading adventures. This re- 
sistance endured for a lengthy period — ^about a week, I should say. Then I 
broke down, tried another book, and have been doing the same sort of thing 
ever since. But all devout readers will agree that my first hterary judgment 
was correct. Everything after The Overall Boys has been anticlimax. The 
same new world can never be discovered twice. One’s first book, kiss, home 
run, IS always the best. 

Between the ages of four and ten I read but moderately and with abso- 
lute catholiaty. We had in our household the usual meaningless miscellany 
that accumulates if the parents are not specifically literary. Thus I read what- 
ever lay behind the glassed-in shelves of two dreary-looking black-walnut 
bookcases. I devoured the standard “boys’ books” scornfully discarded by my 
elder brother. I bored my way through at least ten volumes of an unreadable 
set of historical novels by some worthy named Muhlbach, I think, and got 
absolutely nothing from them; the same result would be achieved were I 
to read them now. I read an adventure story about the Belgian Congo that 
made an anti-imperialist out of me when I was eight; I have seen no reason 
to change my views since then. Something called Buc\ Jones at Annapolis 
similarly made me permanently skeptical of the warrior virtues. 

I read an odd collection of “daring” books that many families of the 
period kept around the house, often hidden under lock and key: Reginald 
Wright Kaufman’s The House of Bondage, something called The Yoke, 
which was on the same order; Maupassant complete, though this may not 
have been until I had reached the mature estate of twelve or thirteen; and 
similar luridness. These had no effect of any sort on me, as far as I can rec- 
ollect, though I suppose a psychoanalyst could, at a price, make me tell a dif- 
ferent story. 

The child reader is an automatic selecting mechanism. What he is not 
emotionally ready to absorb, his mental system quietly rejects. When in later 
yearsNl became a teacher of literature I could never see the point in censoring 
my young charges’ extracurricular readmg. Very often the mothers (never 
the fathers) of my high-school students would ask me to explain my refusal 
to forbid Mary or John to read James Joyce’s Ulysses. I never offered any 
satisfactory explanation except to say that if John or Mary were ready to 
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understand Ulysses then they were ready to understand Ulysses, which was 
a Good Thing. If they were not ready to understand it, which was apt to 
be the case, then Ulysses would at most waste their time, on which I was 
not prepared to set any exaggerated value. Often an anxious mother would 
inquire whether I didn’t agree that the last chapter (Mrs. Leopold Bloom’s 
uncorseted memories of an exuberant life) was shocking. My reply may have 
been frivolous, but it seems to me it contamed the germ of the truth: that 
she found it shockmg mainly because she had not had the chance to read 
Ulysses when she was seventeen, wherem Mary or John had an advantage 
over her. This generally closed, without settlmg, the controversy. 

As you can see, part of my four-to-ten reading was unorthodox for a 
small child (I forgot to tell you that I also toddled through a volume of 
Ibsen, and found him impenetrable) but the unorthodoxies had no effect 
whatsoever. What I really liked was what any small boy or girl would hke — 
what I was ready for. This included, of course, a moderate amount of what 
is. called trash — the Rover Boys, Horatio Alger, Wild West yarns. Jack 
Harkaway, the whole conventional canon of those days. 

I say trash. Actually such books arc “trash” only by standards which 
should not be applied to children’s reading. They have the incalculable value 
that listening to perfectly inane adult conversation holds for children; they 
inacasc the child’s general awareness. They provide admittedly rough 
paradigms of character, motivation, life experiences. That is why it seems 
to me that the trash of my generation was superior to the trash of today. 
I submit that The Rover Boys tn the Everglades and Franl{_ on a Gunboat 
are preferable to Superman and his kind on two counts; they were cleanly 
and clearly written, and their characters were credible and not entirely un- 
related to the child’s experience. When I was nine I could learn something 
interesting about life from even such highly colored affairs as the Frank 
Merriwcll series, but I know that my son can learn nothing whatsoever of 
genuine interest (that is, which he can check against the expanding universe 
within himself) from the comics. I beheve firmly that the current juvenile 
literature of the impossible is meretricious compared with the honest hack- 
work my own generation enjoyed. I also thmk that the kids are about ready 
to kick over this thriller fare in favor of something saner and more natural. 

During my younger years, mainly between the ages of eight and ten, 
I, like my contemporaries, read a few “good” books, though they were not 
recommended to me as good. Such recommendations are hardly necessary. 
The child, if reasonably intelligent, has almost infallible good taste. Probably 
his good taste reaches its peak at that time. We all felt, when we encoun- 
tered Tom Sawyer or, to hit a lovirer level, Thomas Bailey Aldrich’s Story 
of a Bad Boy or, on a still lower level, that fine New England classic Lem 
(is it still read?) that these books had something not possessed by The Pony 
Rider Boys in the Ozar^s. It wasn’t that they were more exciting; for some- 
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times they weren’t, but that they were more “real." The other books were 
read eagerly and with joy, and then forgotten — indeed, they were read to be 
forgotten, to be “finished.’’ But Tom Sawyer was something you caught 
yourself remembering a week later, and a year later. I know now, of course, 
the reason the child feels these books is that the authors felt them. It is as 
simple as that. That is why the so-called “better" juveniles that flood the 
bookdealers’ shelves every year — the skillfully constructed, highly educa- 
tional, carefully suited-to-age, morally sanitary, psychologically impeccable 
children’s books — don’t really make much of a dent on the child’s conscious- 
ness. They are constructed for “the market.” 1 don’t mean the commercial 
market, but the market that is suppoMid to be the child’s brain, as if that 
brain were a kind of transaction center in which each transaction was ex- 
pressible in definite educational quanta. 

The trouble with these juveniles is that their authors are greatly inter- 
ested in children and not at all interested in themselves. Now, when Mark 
Twain wrote Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn he never stopped to figure 
out whether his “boy psychology” was correct, or whether his story was 
properly adapted to a given age level. He wrote because he was passionately 
interested in himself, and the Mississippi River in himself, and the boy still 
alive in himself. Children ever since have unconsciously felt this intense 
reality, and that’s what they’ve loved. 

They’ve loved Huckleberry Finn even though it is over their heads, or 
written in old-fashioned English or dialect, or concerned with events that 
happened a long time ago. The machme-turned juveniles of our own day 
are “carefully adapted to the child’s understanding,” and that isn’t what the 
child really wants. The child wants to be puzzled — not too much, but just 
enough. He doesn’t want the characters’ motivations to be automatically 
clear to him He wants the satisfacuon of figuring them out. As a matter 
of fact, the child delights as much in ambiguity as he does in clarity. Alice 
in Wonderland is still an overwhelming favorite, not because it’s so funny but 
because it’s so strange; it’s a wonderful, gorgeous puzzle. 

In this connection I always think of a comment my great and good 
friend Hendrik van Loon made to me one day Going over, for editorial 
purposes, one of his manuscripts intended primarily for children, I pointed 
out to him the large number of long, difficult words which, as I thought, 
youngsters would never understand. He merely said, “I put them in on pur- 
pose.” I learned later what he meant • that long words tickle the fancy of 
children, that they like the slight atmosphere of mystery distilled by a really 
bang-up polysyllable. 

I think also that children — ^just ordinary, wholesome children, not book- 
worms — are more sensitive to beautiful writmg than is generally supposed. 
They’ll read reams of careless prose with great enjoyment, but when they 
come across the real thing, they know it. I don’t know how they know it, 
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but they do. My own son is not overfond of books. Rather than forgo an 
airplane flight he would willingly see the Forty-second Street library vanish 
in flames. Two years ago I tried the young barbarian — ^he was about seven — 
on The Wind tn the WtUows, and he could make nothing of it. I tried him 
again some few months ago. He finished it with absorbed calm, clapped the 
brok to, and said with finality, “Now, that’s what I call well written!” He 
has never said this about any other book he’s read, many of which he has 
“enjoyed” more. The fact is that The Wmd in the Willows is the best- 
written book he has read so far, and he somehow knew it, though he had 
never been given any hint to affect his judgment. 

The smooth confections the publishers turn out today are not well 
written in the sense that The Wind tn the WtUows is. They are merely cor- 
rectly written. The authors in most cases have unconsciously curbed any 
impulse toward style, because style would express themselves, whereas they 
are supposed to be writing for the sake of the children. If they would forget 
all about the children and set down freely and lovingly the child in them- 
selves, they might by some glorious accident produce masterpieces. Uttle 
Women was not written for little women or little men or little anybodies; 
it was the expression of a passionate memory. When Louisa May Alcott set her- 
self to produce “juveniles,” the result was often unsatisfactory, except when 
her native genius outwitted her conscious resolutions. 

I am a firm believer in the newer methods of understanding and han- 
dling children. But it is arguable that they have made difficult the creation 
of a twentieth-century Little Women or Alice tn Wonderland. Such books 
are the product not of knowledge, or even of wisdom, but of a kind of dream 
life, a dreaming-back to childhood on the part of the writer. That dream life 
and “child psychology” do not mix. That perhaps is why the modern child 
classics are not to be found in books at all, but in the cartoons of Walt 
Disney, master of an art newer, naiver, less touched by “science” than is the 
art of literature. 

This has been a long and prosy digression, and while I’m at it, I’d like 
to make it a trifle longer. One of the games bibliomaniacs play m their 
weaker moments is the game of Century-Hencery, or literary prophecy. It’s 
a harmless sport, the best part of it bemg that there can never be a loser. 
Here’s how it works. You list the ten books you believe will be most widely 
read and generally admired a hundred or five hundred or a thousand years 
from now. Then you defend your choices. Making the unwarrantable as- 
sumption that in 2441 our civilization will still be recognizably related to 
that of 1941, 1 will now set down the ten works of literary iiiiagination pro- 
duced by the English-spenkmg race that I believe will be most universally 
alive (not merely admired in the schoolroom) five hundred years from now. 
Here they are, in no special order: 
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The Plays of Wilbam Shakespeare 
Moby 1Dtc\ 

Gulliver’s Travels 
Robinson Crusoe 
Alice in Wonderland 
Huc/(leberry Finn 
Little Women 

Some novel of Charles Dickens, probably 
David Copperfield or Ptcl{U>icl{ Papers 
Treasure Island 
The Mother Goose Rhymes 

It is possible that in constructing this list I have been ingenious rather 
than mgenuous. Whether by accident or design it reflects one of my favorite 
theories — that the gods tend to grant immortality to those books which, in 
addition to being great, are loved by children For mark well that only two 
books out of the ten — Shakespeare and Moby DicI^ — cannot, generally speak- 
ing, be ea)oyed by youngsters. Of the remaining eight, seven are usually 
ranked as children’s favorites. My point is simple: as the generations pass, 
children’s tastes change more slowly than do those of grownups. They are 
not affected by the ukases of critics or the whims of literary fashion. Thus 
Shakespeare was not universally admired by the eighteenth century and 
again may not be (though I’d place a small bet against that possibility) by 
the twenty-third. But the rhymes of Mother Goose — to my mind literature, 
even if of a simple order — have suffered no diminution of popularity and, 
being unmoved by the winds of literary doctrine, are not likely to suffer any. 

This IS what happens. All children who read at all are introduced at 
a fairly early age to, let us say, Robinson Crusoe. Most of them like it. Later 
on they meet it again in school. They are told it is literature, and its hold 
on their minds is re-enforced. Still later, in adult life, they may encounter 
It again, when they are ripe to see in it qualities not apparent to them as 
children. Any possible resistance to accepting Robinson Crusoe as a great 
book had been broken down years ago during their childhood. Thus Rob- 
inson Crusoe’s prestige remains undimmed. But a classic of greater artistic 
weight, such as Paradise Lost, does not enjoy the advantage of having been 
liked by readers as children. It is read by a small, select group of adults (col- 
lege students) and so never passes into the consciousness of the generality. 
I do not mean that Milton will not be read five hundred years from now. 
I mean he will not be a casually accepted, generally enjoyed classic as I think 
Little Women or even Treasure Island (the most uncertain item, by the 
way, on my list) is apt to be. But remember, the book must be literature to 
begin with. Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe will live, but A, R. Wyss’ The Swiss 
Family Robinson is already dying. 
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We talk a great deal about the Greek classics. Yet what Greek classic 
has really penetrated among us ^ Not Plato surely, or any of the dramatists, 
but Homer and more particularly the simple, beautiful Greek myths that 
are read with pleasure by each generation of children. Similarly, I think 
Perrault and The Three Musketeers will outlast Proust and Stendhal, and 
Grimm’s fairy tales still be widely read when Goethe is forgotten. If you 
wish to live long in the memory of men, perhaps you should not write for 
them at all. You should write what their children will enjoy. Or, to put it 
in another way and use a phrase that I think belongs to Lewis Mumford, 
a book already has one leg on immortality’s trophy when “the words are for 
children and the meanings are for men.” 

May I make one or two further random comments on this list.^ Note 
that three titles— Afo^>y Dic\, Robinson Crusoe, and Treasure Island— have 
no women characters to speak of, and several of the others depend hardly 
at all on romantic interest. I do not beheve that love, commonly considered 
one of the great staples of literature, tends as a subject to have any supreme 
preservative value. It is Dickens’ sentiment and humor, not his lovers, that 
attract us. It is hardly the most romantic of Shakespeare’s plays that stand 
highest in popular esteem. And Melville, in providing his masterpiece with 
an all-male cast, knew what he was doing. 

Finally, if I were asked to make a wild stab at the one book likely to 
outlast the nine others, I would name Alice in Wonderland. This docs not 
mean it is the “best” book on the list, for obviously it is not. In the end the 
best survives but the best of the best does not necessarily survive longest. 
Mankind will cling to what it admires, but even more fiercely will it elmg 
to what It loves. And whdt we love perhaps above all else (as Dr. Freud 
pointed out in other and more dismaying connections) is ourselves as chil- 
dren. That is why I think it quite conceivable that Lewis Carroll will be 
read at some remote future time when Shakespeare is no more remembered 
than, let us say, Plautus and Terence are today. Twenty centuries from now 
Shakespeare may be entirely owned and operated by scholars. But I do not 
see why people should not still be laughing and exclaiming over Alice in 
Wonderland. Among the few things resistant to the tooth of time, great 
fantasy is one, and great fantasy is always the special possession of children. 

I seem to have abandoned myself some pages back. I had just reached 
the age of ten. Between ten and seventeen I did the major bulk of my read- 
ing. I have never read as many books (I don’t mean manuscripts) per year 
since, nor do I expect to m the future. Those were the splendid years, and 
it is my notion that they are the splendid years of most devoted readers. 
After seventeen (in some cases a year or two later) the books choose you, 
not you the books. You lead within limits. Reading becomes a program. 
You read as part of your college curriculum, or to gain knowledge in a spe- 
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ci&c field, or to be able to bore your neighbor at dinner-table conversation. 
Adult reading is usually purposive. In my own case — shall speak of this 
later on — ^it is more than purposive. I make a livmg by it. 

Even the readmg done during one’s college years lacks the spontaneity, 
the high waywardness of one’s pre-adolescent and adolescent reading. It cir- 
cles around the classroom. It consists of authors recommended by authority 
or who you feel should be “covered.” Or it has to do with books you know 
a good deal about in advance, one of the most effective ways to spod one’s 
reading pleasure. Such reading may be mentally stimulating or socially 
useful. It may benefit you in a dozen ways. But it is not an adventure in 
quite the same sense that reading m your second decade so often is. 

I am not, m this random bibho-autobiography, proposing to list the 
books I have read. Nothing could be duller or less useful, except when he 
who does the hsting owns a mmd whose operations are really of interest 
to mankmd, as was the case, for example, with John Stuart Mill. All I am 
here endeavoring to do is to outline some of the processes whereby an 
average person became an above-the-average reader, which is what I im- 
modestly claim to be. To understand these processes a mere catalogue of 
titles IS of no avad. 

Yet I would like to list a few names, mainly to indicate the kind of 
writer that, as I recall, influenced the more bookish boys and girls of my 
generation. Shaw, Galsworthy, Bennett, Conrad, Merrick, Barrie, Moore, 
Dunsany, Yeats, Synge, Swinnerton, Chesterton, Meredith, Wilde, Hewlett, 
Gissing, ZangwiII, and above all H. G. Wells — these, to confine the list to 
Englishmen only, are a few of the authors I remember devouring from my 
tenth to my eighteenth year, miscomprehending many, overprizing some, 
but getting from all an exultant sense of discovery, a peak-in-Darien thrill 
rarely enjoyed since. 

The secret of second-decade reading, of course, is that you are not really 
finding out what Shaw thinks or Conrad feels, but what you think and you 
feel. Shaw and Conrad and the rest are but handy compasses to guide you 
through the fascinating jungle of your young self. When I read Wells’ 
Tono-Bungay at fourteen or fifteen, I found myself saying in delight, “But 
that’s just the way I feel I” When I now read Thomas Mann’s Joseph story 
I find myself thinking how true it is to the experience of men in general. 
There is a difference in the quality of the emotion. The grown-up emotion 
may be larger and wiser (and probably more pompous), but the boyish one 
is unique just because it is so utterly, innocently self<entered. 

During this adolescent period of my reading life I had a lucky break. 
My brother, five years my senior and a student at Columbia College, was 
at the time taking a conventional survey course that used a sound standard 
anthology knpwn, I think, as Century Readings in English Literature, 
edited by Cunhffe, Pyre, and Young. For some reason, possibly a mild fra- 
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ternal sadism, he made me take the course along with him — ^he at college, 
I at home. The whole thing was over my head — was fourteen — but when 
I had finished my Century Readings, which took a year, I had at least a 
hazy notion of the course and development, from Beowulf to Stevenson, of 
the most magnificent, after the Greek, of all hteratures. I remember writing 
essays, perhaps no more interminable than my subjects, on Hakluyt and 
Spenser. I am still unable to dislodge from my memory — which is not a good 
one — odd lines of verse from submmor poets like Drayton. That is all of 
no account. The important thing is that I got through my head at an early 
age a few simple truths: that the proper reading of a good writer requires 
energy and application; that reading is not mere “diversion”; that it is im- 
possible to admire writing you do not understand; that understanding it 
does not destroy but rather enhances its beauty; that unless a writer's mind 
is superior to, more complicated than, your own, it is a bore to read him. 
(That is why I never recommend a book to a person if it is on his own 
mental level.) 

I learned also that daydreaming and intelligent reading do not go to- 
gether. There is a story told by Dr. Sandor Ferenczi, the psychoanalyst, 
about a Hungarian aristocrat who, while devouring a quick lunch between 
trains, was recognized by a boorish acquaintance. 

“My dear Count! How arc you?” 

"Umph.” 

“And how is the Countess^” 

"Dead.” 

“How shocking! It must be terrible for your daughter.” 

“She’s dead.” 

“But your son — ” 

“Dead! Everybody’s dead when I’m eating!” 

During my all-out period everybody was dead when I was reading. 
Most children and adolescents know this magical secret of concentration, 
though It IS not till they arc older and duller that they realize it was magical. 

I remember that, when I was fourteen, we lived about two miles from 
the nearest library. I had a choice. I could cycle there, borrow my books, and 
cycle back in a very few minutes— but those few mmutes were lost to read- 
ing. Or, if I wished, I could walk to the library, reading the last fifty or 
seventy-five pages of my calculatedly unfinished book cn route, make my 
borrowings, and walk back, reading a new volume on the way. I usually 
preferred the latter procedure. It is no trick at all to read while walking, to 
step off and onto curbs with unconscious skill, to avoid other pedestrians 
while your eyes are riveted to the page. There was a special pleasure in it: 
I had outwitted Father Time. I think Providence meant me to be an ambu- 
lant reader, for I never once even stumbled. But one afternoon when I was 
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cycling home from the library with my wire basket full of books, I was hit 
from behind by a car and sent sprawling. 

This absorption, this “losing yourself” in a book, though clearly quite 
remote from “practical life” (for children “practical life” is simply what 
grownups want them to do), is not daydreaming. The child docs not inter- 
pose a continuous, fuzzy, wavering screen of personal desires and wishful 
visions between himself and the page. On the contrary, he and the page are 
one. The Victorian female, with whom novel reading was a disease, was 
the real daydreamer. For her, reading became a drug, a kind of literary 
marijuana, an instrumentality for the production of needed visions. The 
child’s hearty relation to his book is devoid of this sick quality. 

Well, the course my brother gave me, via that blessed trinity CunlifFe, 
Pyre, and Young, was calculated to make me understand that literature, 
beyond helping one to discover oneself, has a higher, more impersonal func- 
tion. It IS a challenge issued by a higher mind, the author’s, to a lower mind, 
the reader’s. Even if the challenge is not met, much pleasure may still result. 
But if it IS met, or if a sincere attempt to meet it is made, a finer, rarer 
pleasure is experienced. If you read for pure diversion, well and good, but 
if you read for any other purpose, always read above yourself. One of the 
reasons for the general mental fuzziness of most “cultivated” people we 
know is that publishers have become too shrewd. They have learned, the 
cunning little fellows, just how to temper their books to the lamb-like 
mental innocence of their readers. The result is that every week we are 
deluged with books which, the publishers assure us, we can understand. It 
IS quite true. We can understand them, all too easily. It would be much 
better for us if now and then we read a book just a few rungs beyond our 
mental capacities in their most relaxed state. 

My second-decade reading — and I think this is sadly true of most of 
us — was in this sense educationally more valuable than any I have done 
since, with certain notable (and I shall note them later) exceptions. During 
adolescence our feeling of bewilderment and insecurity tends to be greater 
than at any other time. Hence the need to know, to learn, is greater. There- 
fore whatever reading is done is intense. It is utterly assimilated. We pay 
absorbed attention to it, as we would to the instructions of an expert before 
venturing into a trackless forest. 

It seems to me that in my late teens I did more “heavy” reading and 
digested it more thoroughly than at any succeeding period. In this connec- 
tion I recall two antithetical experiments I made extending over an interval 
of SIX months. The first was an experiment in difficult reading. The other 
was an experiment in nonreading. 

One summer I decided to spend my evenings reading only “hard” books. 
I went at it with the humorless obstinacy of a sixteen-year-old — and I was 
more humorless and more obstinate than most. I staggered wildly through 
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Stuff like Ucbcrweg’s History of Philosophy, Winwood Reade’s Martyrdom 
of Man, Saintsbury’s History of English Prosody, Tainc's History of English 
Literature, Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire. It was enough 
for a book to seem important and forbidding— I read it at once. No novels, 
no light literature of any sort, no magazines for three solid months — hot 
months, too. Now, as I look back on this extravagant experunent, it seems 
like the disagreeable behavior of a young png. Yet 1 was not really priggish; 
1 didn’t read for show-off purposes. I read my Ueberweg as a challenge to 
myself, as a test, as a deliberate gesture, if you will, of self-punishment. The 
boy of sixteen by overexercise will punish his body deliberately just to see 
how much it can take. That same boy may punish his mmd in the same 
way. It is a kind of initiation ceremony that he performs upon himself, a 
queer, grotesque test of approaching manhood. Sometimes he will decide 
to go right through The Encyclopaedia Bntanntca. 

The notable part of the experience is that just because that summer’s 
reading came out of a powerful emotional impulse it has stuck with me, as 
more formal reading, particularly that done as part of my school work, has 
not. Also, It left me with a taste for a certain kind of “difhcult” reading, a 
taste which, because I am a book reviewer, I rarely have an opportunity to 
indulge. This does not mean that I read heavy books with ease. On the con- 
trary, I have to go through painful mental struggles to understand them, 
but the struggle still gives me an odd satisfaction, which I know has some- 
thing to do with that lunatic summer I spent perusing nothing but huge 
volumes several miles above my head. 

Today, for example, the books I look forward with most pleasure to 
reading and reviewing are books of popular science, of the Hogben-Julian 
Huxley-Eddmgton type. I am not really competent to judge them, but I like 
to read them, perhaps primarily because for me — ^I am a scientific illiterate — 
they present challenging difficulties. It may be an illusion, but I always feel, 
when I have finished a book of this sort, that I have “got” something out of 
it. I hardly ever get this feeling from a novel or a conventional biography. 

Well, that was Experiment Number One. The second was its polar 
opposite. I decided to spend three months reading nothing at all, not even 
a daily newspaper. (The three months coincided with a long absence from 
school, so the conditions for the experiment were at their optimum.) Now, 
why did I want to do this? It was again a matter of self-testmg. I felt I had 
grown too dependent upon other people’s ideas. The only way I could per- 
ceive to cure myself of this dependence was to abjure other people’s ideas 
completely. The mental hfe of the adolescent, is frequendy -characterized by 
this oscillatory quahty. He can find out what his real nature is only by 
leaping from one extreme to the other. 

And so for three months I read, as nearly as I can recall, virtually noth- 
ing. It was by no means a fruitless experiment, and to those held too tighdy 



CLIFTON FADIMAN 313 

in the grip of the reading habit I heartily reconunend it. The effect is pur- 
gative. The mind disgorges a good deal of waste and clutter, it slows down, 
for a time it seems vacant. Then gradually it fills again, this time not with 
the myriad, secondhand impressions induced by nonstop readmg, but with 
the few clear ideas and desires that reflect more accurately your true self. 
The experience, m addition to being cleansmg, is humblmg; you reahze how 
sparse is the net content of your mmd. 

I have known men and women who read so voraciously and contmu- 
ously that they never have the time or opportunity to discover who they 
really are. Indeed, I suspect it is preasely because they prefer not to make 
that discovery that they cling so limpetlike to books. I suppose this is better 
for them than alcohol or hasheesh, but it is not very different. All of us, I 
am sure, have noticed people who suffer from reader’s fidgets. If there is a 
book, a magazine, any piece of prmt within easy reach, they will at once 
take It up, idly, without real intent to peruse it, but out of a kind of mechan- 
ical compulsion. They will do this wbile they are talking to you, whde you 
are talking to them, while engaged m some other activity. They are victims 
of print. Perhaps some dim premonition that unless I watched out I too 
would become afflicted with reader’s fidgets made me carry through with 
entire success my three months’ literary fast. 

Some years ago I helped to manage a bookstore featuring a circula^mg 
library. The mam body of customers consisted of commuters. Every evening, 
a few minutes after five, the commuters would dash in. 

“Give me a novel!’’ 

“Any special title?” 

“No, any novel will do: it’s for my wife” — as if that somehow made 
everything clear. 

These commuters’ wives — there are tens of thousands of them — were 
not really in any active sense doing any readmg at all. They were taking 
their daily novel m a numbed or somnambulistic state. They were using 
books not for purposes of entertainment, but as an anodyne, a time-killer, a 
life-killer. Many “great readers” are of this class; Truth to tell, they have 
never read a book in their lives. 

Akin to these novel-addicts are the newspaper fiends who read three, 
four, or five papers a day and supplement them with radio news reports. 
There is only one Keeley cure I can recommend for this weakness, and that 
IS for these pieople to save their papers for a week, and go back and read the 
news of seven days before. They will then see, even m the short perspective 
thus provided, how contradictory, foolish, ineptly stated most “spot news” 
is. They vnll perceive that, if taken in overfrequent doses, its mam effect is 
to bewilder or even to frighten, rather than to mform. A ration of one news- 
paper a day ought to be enough for anyone who still prefers to retain a 
little mental balance. 
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Serious reading is an art. An art is something you have to learn. To 
learn an art requires a teacher. There are too few such teachers of reading 
in the United States, and that is one of the reasons why we are stdl only a 
semi-educated people. I, like my fellow Americans, was never taught, in ele- 
mentary and high school, how to read properly. Thus, when I reached col- 
lege, I was but ill-equipped to understand any really original book that was 
handed to me, though I found no particular difficulty in getting through the 
required textbooks, manuals, and other predigested matter. I do not think I 
would ever have learned how to read had it not been for one man and one 
college course. 

The man was John Erskine and the course was, rather absurdly, called 
Honors. Erskine himself was largely responsible for the conception under- 
lying Honors, which in turn was the only begetter of Robert Hutchins’ Chi- 
cago Plan, of the St. John’s College classics curriculum, and in fact of the 
whole return in modern education to the great tradition of Western thought. 
John Erskine is a man of such varied talents that his original contribution 
to American education is often forgotten. 

It is very hard to explain why Erskine was a great teacher. He was 
not a character as Copeland of Harvard was. Although always genial and 
fair, he never attempted to make the students like him. He did not act as 
if he were a perennial contestant in a popularity contest. (I am convinced, 
by the way, that those teachers who year after year are voted Most Popular 
by the undergraduates are rarely educators of great value.) In his literature 
courses Erskine never swooned over beauty or tried to make you “feel” the 
lines or the paragraph. 

There were two things about Erskine that may help to explain the in- 
fluence he wielded over his students, even over those who didn’t care greatly 
about literature. One was his enormous respect (not merely liking) for his 
subject matter. This may seem a commonplace, but it is not. Many teachers — 
no more surprisingly than other frustrated human beings — have a silent, 
gnawing contempt for what they teach Unaware of this contempt, they often 
find It subtly translated into a resentment of their students. The result is 
vitiated teaching, teaching of a purely formal sort. 

Erskme not only loved his subject but reverenced it and respected him- 
self for teaching it. There was thus a good moral relationship between himself 
and his work. It may seem high-flown to say that this moral relationship 
was a vital aid m the production of good teaching. Yet I’m sure this was the 
case. He could teach his students to read because he had a large and lofty 
attitude toward what we were reading. 

At the same time, if Erskine had been able to communicate only this 
attitude, he would not have been the great teacher he was. He went beyond 
this. To put It simply, he challenged us to understand what we were read- 
mg. He called upon us for a kind of mental exercise that is ordinarily de- 
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voted to mastering such “hard” subjects as philosophy and the saences. (Ac- 
tually, there arc no “hard” or “easy” subjects. Donne is as difficult and as 
rewarding as Euclid.) Erskine made us work and the odd thing about it 
was that the more we understood, the more wc liked the particular book 
we were reading. 

The Honors Course was but a systematic extension o£ the Erskine edu- 
cational program. For two years, under the guidance of a group of selected 
instructors, we read and talked about one great book a week, beginning with 
Homer and concluding, as I recollect, with William James. That was all 
there was to the course, and it was by far the most valuable one I took at 
college. 


Pearl Buck 


Peatl Buc\ (iSgi- ), as the child of American missionaries, spent a 
lonely girlhood in China. Thrown upon Chinese associations she ab- 
sorbed the culture of her neighbors. After graduation from Randolph- 
Macon College she letumed to China for ten years as wife of a mis- 
sionary. He) novel The Good Earth won the Pulitzer Prize in 
and established her reputation as an mterpretet of Onental civilization. 
She is the third American to tecetve the Nobel Prize The following 
pages reveal the wide range of Mts. Bucl(s mind No merely literary 
oitiasm, this essay unites letters and philosophy in the tradition of 
Matthew Arnold, 


LITERATURE AND LIFE 

THE contribution of literature to life is so large 
a subject that to say anything definite about it is like trying to hold two large 
separate stars in the universe and show their cosmic relationship What is 
this cosmic relationship ? What, if anything, can literature contribute to the 
individual to enable him to know how to live in his environment? 

The answer to this question depends of course on our definition of lit- 
erature. Is literature what most people read, or what a few people have 
written? Are popular magazine stones literature? Are detective stories, ro- 
mances, Wild West tales, true heart confessions, to be included in literature, 
and IS that what we have to think of when we consider how literature con- 
tributes to life? Or arc we to limit our definition of literature to a few books 
written by a few dead? 

This we do know — most people in America know the mechanics of 
reading. We arc not, of course, the most literate nation on earth. There are 
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several nations where the literacy ratio is a good deal higher than ours, nO' 
tably Japan. But somewhere along the way, even though formal education 
does not persist beyond the grades, we have been exposed, though very 
slightly, to what is considered great hterature. We know, too, that most of 
us do not read very much after all,— or if we read, it is in relatively small 
numbers. There is, of course, the much-talked-of competition with reading — 
radio, motion pictures, and automobiles, all combme to keep people away 
from books and literature. A sort of life seems to be commg in which books 
could be largely eliminated and their loss scarcely noticed. Indeed, it is 
already here for many people. 

All this IS true. And yet it does not, I think, matter so much that the 
mass of the people are never going to read literature. The bits of Shake- 
speare and Browning and Tennyson — or whatever children have in school 
now-a-days — arc not going to affect them one way or the other. No, we have 
to acknowledge that literature is never going to contribute to most lives at 
all. Most people are going to the movies, instead, not to a particular pic- 
ture, but just to the movies. They will turn on the radio, not to a special 
program, but ]ust turn it on. They will read newspaper headlines probably, 
and make a desultory choice out of the lurid array of popular magazines on 
the stand at the street corner or in the drugstore. If a book is talked about 
a great deal, as a few books a year always arc in the United States, they 
may look into it curiously just to see what it is everybody is talking about. 
That IS all. 

I will confess this surprised me at first, since having lived so much of 
my life in a country where ninety per cent of the population was illiterate, 
I had come to value literacy and to think people would read if they knew 
how. I see now, after four years of watching my fellow countrymen, that 
knowing how to read has little to do with reading. People learn to read 
in order to read advertisements, bills, sports announcements, and news — 
although prmted news does not matter so much smcc we are getting so 
many pictorial magazines. Of course in the old days of silent pictures to 
know how to read was necessary, because of the captions, but now we have 
talking pictures — and we will have talking newspapers, they tell us, before 
long — and the radio gives us love and crime and wisecracks. 

But not all of us belong to that radio-tuning, movie-going, unthinking 
crowd. What concerns me is that the mtclligcnt people — the leadmg people, 
the people who have brains and whatever we possess of culture and very 
often of means — they do not read; or if they do, they read too often digests 
of books and essays and stories rather than the works themselves. 

Yet the habitual readers of digests inevitably bse the appreciation of 
style and grace in language, just as we would lose appreciation of food, its 
taste and color and texture, if we should take it in the form of chemical 
pellets. Our physical nourishment might be adequate, but mere physical 
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nourishment from food is not enough. To get the plain meat out of a book 
or story or essay is to live on dull fare, so insidiously dull that we do not 
know what we are missing. So it is not enough to get the bare meaning out 
of a piece of music or of a painting or of a great book. “Mona Lisa” digested 
is nothing but a woman smiling. A digested symphony is nothing but a 
group of themes which can be played m five minutes. Of Human Bondage 
IS a book without a plot, one which no magazine would accept as a serial, 
and which could be digested in a few pages of a small magazine. 

When these digests are made of hterature, people read them and think 
they know what it is all about. Yet they do not know what it is about. For 
they have missed that which makes literature. The blue pencil reduces cvery- 
thmg to the dead tastelessness of a chemically prepared pellet. That graceful 
fleeting fancy, that individual quality which is the inherent mark of genius 
upon every material which it chooses to work upon is lost. People say they 
are so busy. 1 say, if you have only half an hour, use it not for a hurried 
survey of the bones of books and magazines, picked for you by someone 
you do not know, who may have overlooked entirely the one incident, char- 
acter, or quality which would have most enriched your reading, but use 
that valuable half-hour for reading entire, and as it was really written, one 
thing — a few real pages from a book, or one actual story or essay. You will 
have more in the end — more real food for thought, and your literary palate 
will not be dulled by a succession of small dishes prepared by the same cook 
in the same pot and all tastmg alike. 

There is, of course, no harm in amusement and diversion. That is a 
legitimate reason for literature. What concerns me is that educated people 
are amused and diverted by the ephemeral passing book or story or the 
smart, silly patter of a columnist, and not by literature. I am not surprised 
or concerned when Mrs. Jones, the janitor’s wife, begs the librarian for a 
nice book with a lot of things happenmg but everything turning out all 
right. But I am concerned when Mrs. So-and-So in Sutton Place, a graduate 
of the finest schools of our country and wife of one of our leading men, uses 
her scant leisure, after all the worthy enterprises in which she engages, from 
Spanish relief to a rally of Republican women, to read — what she does read. 
That lady once undertook to upbraid an author for writing in a certain 
popular magazme. Said she, “I picked up a copy of Purple Shadows the 
other day and was astonished to find a story of yours in it. How can you 
write for such magazines?” 

Said the author, “How can you read such a magazine?” 

Said she, “My dear, I only do it for relaxation.” 

Whereupon I began to ponder why, when she wants relaxation, she 
reads what even she considers trash. Why does the cheap, the ephemeral, 
the highly colored, the falsely romantic, relax and amuse the educated mind 
instead of boring it? Education, to be sure, has left this mark — it has taught 
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people a sense of shame, so that they know they should have on their tables 
the great names and books of literature. But these are not what they really 
read. The threat to htcrature, the check upon its development is not from 
the low standards of the many ignorant, but from the low standards of the 
few intelligent, who more often demand of literature that it shall not be 
true art rather than that it shall. 

There are reasons, of course, for this state of being. Foremost, perhaps, 
is our often boasted youth. 

Culture, of course, is after all a matter of time and long, mellowing age. 
And collectively we are not old and mdividually we cling to childhood and 
its enjoyments. We do not want to grow up. And the reason for this is that 
the average person in America is not yet interested in life. That is, he is 
not interested in human nature and its true character. Or perhaps it would 
be truer to say he is interested in the activities of life, but not in its meanmg 
or Its philosophy. He is instinctively frightened of anything like a view of 
himseU and why and how he is. And yet that view, of course, is what lit- 
erature is. 

What do we want when we read? We approach literature with a 
strange, impossible sort of expectation. We ask, on the one hand, to be sup- 
plied with unrealistic romantic ideals so earnest as to be naive, which have. 
It seems to me, no reality of any kind, either actual or desirable, and on the 
other hand, we have this childish wish to be amused, or rather to escape 
from the very restrictions to which we cling. We ask to be uplifted and — 
or — amused — ^if possible, a little of both at the same time. Yet literature, it 
seems to me, has nothing essentially to do with either of these things, except 
incidentally. Literature cannot have as its function the satisfaction of moral- 
ism nor the wish to escape from it if it must deal simply with life as it is. 

I read modern American novels rather assiduously, as a matter of in- 
terest, and I find further evidence of what I have been trying to say in the 
lack of interest in life. The characters are almost universally subordinated 
to the incident and environment. That is, what apparently interests readers 
is how much characters hop, skip, and jump, and not how they feel and 
are. Characters are instantly recognizable types — good, bad, funny, pretty, 
are about all the adjectives needed to describe them. Especially in the 
so-called regional novels is there evident this poverty of character analysis 
and development — ^novels very properly so-called, too, for they are novels 
of regions — the weather of the regions, the storms, the crops, the animals, 
the shootings and crimes, and so forth, but never, deeply, the people. There 
seems in our American literature especially to be no real relationship de- 
veloped between the region and its people. Yet it seems to me only when 
that relationship is thoroughly understood and portrayed can the result be 
even called regional literature. 

I have recently come back from a journey through seventeen central 
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states of our country, and as part of my preparation for this trip I read some 
of the regional novels. I was able to get a good idea of the landscape, of 
the weather and of the history of various regions, and particularly amaz- 
mgly good local color, but absolutely nowhere an adequate idea of the 
people. In all the books the people were the least interesting part because 
the most slightly developed and the least understood. Yet, even in a journey. 
It was the people who impressed me. The landscape, for instance, of South 
Dakota, is in some ways the finest I have ever seen in the world — the most 
amazing, and the most strange, and the most beautiful. It is on such a scale 
and so peculiar, as well, that I cannot blame a writer for dwelling upon its 
shapes, its weather, and its devastations. But to me far more vivid than that 
terrific landscape were the people who live there — it seems to me they are 
the most magnificent people 1 ever saw, dreamers, all of them, those who 
are left, people held to the country m spite of abject poverty, people who 
live in the dream of a tomorrow, behcving still in the country they cannot 
but love. They are not really subordinated by the landscape. They tower 
above it, poor as death and as triumphant. What literature lies there, un- 
written — and probably never to be written, because young love is not of pri- 
mary importance and there is very little action! Outwardly people seem 
static — they suffer and wait and dream, but what tremendous inner action 
there is in those three words! Not many people see the romance in a man’s 
loving dry black soil that will not yield him food and holding to it grimly 
because if there were water it would yield enormously, and tomorrow it may 
ram. Yet there is the essence of romance in it. But the ending may not be 
happy. 

We are afraid, we Americans, of tragedy. I mean tragedy in the deep 
fundamental sense of the Greeks, who understood that life is tragic in its 
whole course from its unexplained beginnings to its unknown end. Even 
comedy in that Greek sense had its foundations in tragedy — a butterfly 
fluttering in gaiety over a dark and bottomless river So long as we shrink 
in fear from acknowledging we are what we are, beings brought into this 
brief consciousness which we call life, and from accepting this to proceed 
to the living and understanding of this life, we can have no great literature. 

And yet I feel nothing is stronger m our American people than the 
desire to find some sort of philosophy with which to face life. The desire 
IS inarticulate, and it expresses itself m all sorts of ways, from swing music 
to theosophy. There is such an earnest blind longing to know what to make 
of life as It is, and it is coupled at the same time with a sort of fear of know- 
ing, so that when anything serious conjes near, it is evaded by the jazz 
touch. And so even literature is evaded, as something too serious, though 
if they would only see, they would know that literature contributes to the 
understanding they want of what life is, and can help them to know, there- 
fore, what their attitude toward life should be, as reasonable creatures. 
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It would be easy for me to do what many have done— •simply shrug my 
shoulders at the mass of popular writing and say that it has nothing to do 
with literature. But I cannot. I keep going back to it— it is what most people 
read— then it must have its importance somewhere in relation to literature. 
One cannot dismiss lightly a magazine bought and read by three million 
people or a book bought and read even by thousands. It is important. It is 
a serious thing for hterature if three milhon read— not literature, but some- 
thing else which gives them greater satisfaction. I have put the blame on 
the people. But there is always the possibility that there is something wrong 
with literature. Jazz, so despised once, we have now come to think of as 
contributing somethmg very especial to music. What it is we do not know, 
and shall not know until jazz is dead, and its vitality has become merged 
into the great body of permanent music. Swing— is it fad or new rhythm? 
Who knows or can know in our generation? It must run its course until 
we see it take its true place in what is past. If it has a definite value for 
human beings something will remam which no amount of scorn or ignor- 
ing can kill or even displace. 

Perhaps it is literature which today has become devoid of philosophy — 
so devoid that it has no inner light, so that people, reading, have caught 
no real illumination of the life which most of us live so blindly from day 
to day. The vogue for historical novels has been, perhaps, because the novels 
of present day life cast no glow. Perhaps people are not afraid of tragedy, 
after all, if it is thetr tragedy — that is, tragedy which they recognize as be- 
yond mere sordid living The greatest books have always been tragedies. 
Madame Bopary is one of the most tragic books ever written. So is Resur- 
rection. So IS Of Human Bondage. So is Vanity Fair. The hst is long, and 
most of these books when they first appeared were met with criticism. 
People did not immediately like them. It took time to get over the first 
revulsion against sadness and sec beyond into the light. But the books that 
people have kept on reading are the books with that inner light which 
makes them have a sort of timeless rightness and accord with hfe which is 
happiness in itself, as distinguished from amusement and a mere happy 
ending. These are the books which give hfe in the full — not slantwise from 
the viewpoint of region or vogue. These are the books which have laid hold 
upon life and have had a philosophy to expound. A lesson is a glib thing — 
easy to teach, easy to learn and gabble off. But a philosophy is something 
wrought out of experience. It can be accepted or rejected but never learned 
by rote. 

I do not need to say, I am sure, that by the word “philosophy” I mean 
no dry abstractions without relation to human daily lives. I mean those 
questions which every creature capable even of simple thought asks himself 
in times when he is alone — ^hours wdiich he may hate and dread and from 
which he seeks all sorts of escapes, but whicb, nevertheless, exist— those 
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hours when he asks, who am I and why was I born and what is it all for? 
Who are these others and what have they to do with me and what have I 
to do with them^ To ask these questions is to seek the essentials of some 
sort of philosophy of life. And to answer them in one way or another, is 
the meaning of literature. Whenever a book, through the direct voice of 
poetry or through the voices of characters m a novel, recognizes these fun- 
damental questions of the human heart, that book is read and lives on and 
on. And whenever a book ignores them, though it achieves a momentary 
popularity, it passes on and is forgotten. Light upon the deep and primitive 
inquiry of the human heart is the prunary contribution, then, of literature 
to life. 

It may seem a curious contradiction to say on one hand that people 
demand nothing but amusement from literature and then to say that litera- 
ture which only amuses does not satisfy them. But such indeed is the case. 
The American public is peculiarly constituted and full of contradictions. 
With all our child-like love of a good time, we never really have a good time 
unless we feel we are improving ourselves, too. The moral sense is very 
strong in us. It may be it is only that well-known and famous puritan con- 
science, which It IS said, is never strong enough to keep us from domg any- 
thing we want to do, but only strong enough to keep us from enjoying 
whatever we do do. We may be trying, in all our desire for escape, to escape 
not from the realities of life, but from the reality of ourselves. If so, of 
course escape is impossible, and yet, if it is impossible, the effort is all the 
more frantic. But none can escape that Hound of Heaven — ^his own self. 
And real literature has nothing to do with that attempt to escape. It has 
only to do with the pursuit, and it shows that the end of that pursuit is but 
the deeper and fuller understanding of that self. 

So long as we breathe we arc in this world which encloses us. Literature 
docs offer the only real escape — but deeper into the world and not away 
from it. And that is what it contributes to life — more life, more understand- 
ing of that hfe. Any good book is like a microcosm where in a small com- 
pass we can see how hfe functions. In our daily experiences we are lost in 
the largeness of all around us. We cannot understand all that is going on. 
But a good book catches a part of what is going on and holds it for us, and 
we can see relationships there, and causes and effects which escape us in 
the ilymg by of actual time and events. 

We ought when we put down a book to feel a deeper sense of comple- 
tion of self, not of escape from it. We ought to understand that self better 
and feel in closer accord with it and more content with it. If we do, then 
the book is hterature, and literature has made its contribution to .life. 
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wor\ in San Francisco and New Yor\, and began to write plays and 
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ings, was the most successful play of 1^24 and is still regarded as a 
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delivered as an address at Carnegie Institute, he describes the arts as 
man’s best way to a better destiny and the aitists as the builders of that 
destiny. For him the etrtist’s faith tn man\tnd,ts the best assurance of 
the continuing enlargement of the spirit of ‘man. 


WHATEVER HOPE WE HAVE 

THERE IS always something slightly embar- 
rassing about the public statements of writers and artists, for they should 
be able to say whatever they have to say in their work, and let it go at that. 
Moreover, the writer or artist who brings a message of any importance to 
his generation will find it impossible to reduce that message to a bald state- 
ment, or even a clearly scientific statement, because the things an artist has 
to communicate can be said only in symbols, in the symbols of his art. The 
work of art is a hieroglyph, and the artist’s endeavor is to set forth his vision 
of the world in a series of picture writmgs which convey meanings beyond 
the scope of direct statement. There is reason for believing that there is no 
other way of communicating new concepts save the artist’s way, no other 
way save the artist’s way of illuminating new pathways in the mind. Even 
the mathematician leaves the solid plane of the multiplication table and 
treads precariously among symbols when he advances toward ideas previ- 
ously unattained. 

It may be that I am trying, at this moment, to reduce to plain state- 
ment an intuitive faith of my own which cannot be justified by logic and 
which may lose, even for me, some of its iridescence when examined under 
a strong light by many searching eyes. For though the question I meant to 
take up was only the utility of prizes for artistic excellence, I can find no 
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approach to that question save through a definition of the artist’s faith as I 
see it, and no definition of that faith without an examination of the artist’s 
place in his universe, his relation to the national culture, and the dependence 
of a nation on its culture for coherence and enduring significance. 

Let me begin then, quite simply and honestly, even naively, with a pic- 
ture of the earth as I see it. The human race, some two billion strong, finds 
Itself embarked on a curious voyage among the stars, riding a planet which 
must have set out from somewhere, and must be going somewhere, but 
which was cut adrift so long ago that its origin is a matter of speculation 
and Its future beyond prophecy. Our planet is of limited area, and our race 
IS divided into rival nations and cultures that grow and press on one 
another, fighting for space and the products of the ground. We are ruled 
by men like ourselves, men of limited intelligence, with no fore-knowledge 
of what IS to come, and hampered by the constant necessity of maintaining 
themselves in power by placating our immediate selfish demands. There 
have been men among us from time to time who had more wisdom than 
the majority, and who laid down precepts for the conduct of a man’s brief 
life. Some of them claimed inspiration from beyond our earth, from spirits 
or forces which we cannot apprehend with our five senses. Some of them 
speak of gods that govern our destinies, but no one of them has had proof 
of his inspiration or of the existence of a god. Nevertheless there have been 
wise men among them, and we have taken their precepts to heart and taken 
their gods and their inspiration for granted. 

Each man and woman, among us, with a short and harried life to live, 
must decide for himself what attitude he will take toward the shifting pat- 
terns of government, justice, religion, business, morals, and personal con- 
duct. We are hampered as well as helped in these decisions by every preju- 
dice of ancestry and race, but no man’s life is ready-made for him. Whether 
he chooses to conform or not to conform, every man’s religion is his own, 
every man’s politics is his own, every man’s vice or virtue is his own, for 
he alone makes decisions for himself. Every other freedom in this world is 
restricted, but the individual mind is free according to its strength and de- 
sire. The mind has no master save the master it chooses. 

And each must make his choices, now as always, without sufficient 
knowledge and without sufficient wisdom, without certainty of our origin, 
without certainty of what undiscovered forces lie beyond known scientific 
data, without certainty of the meaning of life, if it has a meaning, and 
without an mklmg of our racial destiny. In matters of daily and yearly 
living, we have a few, often fallible, rules of thumb to guide us, but on all 
larger questions the darkness and silence about us is complete. 

Or almost complete. Complete save for gji occasional prophetic voice, 
an occasional gleam of scientific light, an occasional extraordinary action 
which may make us doubt that we are utterly alone and completely futile 
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in this incomprehensible journey among the constellations. From the begin> 
nuig of our story, men have insisted, despite the darkness and silence about 
them, that they had a destiny to fulfil— they were part of a gigantic 
scheme which was understood somewhere, though they themselves might 
never understand it. There are no proofs of this. There are only indications — 
in the ideahsm of children and young men, in the sayings of such teachers 
as Christ and Buddha, in the vision of the world we gbmpse in the hiero- 
glyphics of the masters of the great arts, and in the discoveries of pure 
science, itself an art, as it pushes away the veils of fact to reveal new powers, 
new laws, new mysteries, new goals for the eternal dream. The dream of 
the race is that it may make itself better and wiser than it is, and every great 
philosopher or artist who has ever appeared among us has turned his face 
away from what man is toward whatever seems to him most godhke that 
man may become. Whether the steps proposed are immediate or distant, 
whether he speaks in the simple parables of the New Testament or the com- 
plex musical symbols of Bach and Beethoven, the message is always to the 
effect that men are not essentially as they are but as they imagine and as 
they wish to be. The geologists and anthropologists, workmg hand in hand, 
tracing our ancestry to a humble httle animal with a rudimentary fore-brain 
which grew with use and need, reinforce the constant faith of prophet and 
artist. We need more intelligence and more sensitivity if ever an animal 
needed anything. Without them we are caught in a trap of selfish interest, 
international butchery, and a creed of survival that periodically sacrifices 
the best to the worst, and the only way out that I can sec is a race with a 
better brain and superior inner control. The artist’s faith is simply a faith 
in the human race and its gradual acquisition of wisdom. 

Now It IS always possible that he is mistaken or deluded in what he 
believes about his race, but I myself accept his creed as my own. I make my 
spiritual code out of my limited knowledge of great music, great poetry, and 
great plastic and graphic arts, including with these, not above them, such 
wisdom as the Sermon on the Mount and the last chapter of Ecclesiastes. 
The test of a man’s inspiration for me is not whether he spoke from a temple 
or the stage of a theatre, from a martyr’s fire or a garden in Hampstead. 
The test of a message is its continuing effect on the minds of men over a 
period of generations. The world we live in is given meaning and dignity, 
IS made an endurable habitation, by the great spirits who have preceded us 
and set down their records of nobility or torture or defeat in blazons and 
symbols which we can understand. I accept these not only as prophecy, but 
as direct motivation toward some far goal of racial aspiration. He who medi- 
tates with Plato, or finds himself shaken by Lear’s “fivefold never” over Ck>r- 
delia, or climbs the steep and tragic stairway of symphonic music, is ccruin 
to be better, both intellectually and morally, for the experience. ’The nobler 
a man’s interests the better citizen he is. And if you ask me to define no- 



MAXWELL ANDERSON 


3*5 

bility, I can answer only by opposites, that it is not buying and selling, or 
betting on die races. It might be symbohzed by such a figure as a farmer 
boy in Western Pennsylvania plowmg corn through a long afternoon and 
saying over and over to himself certam musical passages out of Marlowe’s 
Doctor Faustus. He might plow his corn none too well, he might be full of 
what we used to call original sm, but he carries in his brain a catalytic agent 
the presence of which fosters ripening and growth. It may be an impetus 
that will advance him or his sons an infinitesimal step along the inter- 
minable ascent. 

The ascent, if we do climb, is so slow, so gradual, so broken, that we 
can see little or no evidence of it between the age of Homer and our own 
time. The evidence we have consists in a few mountam peaks of achieve- 
ment, the age of Pericles, the centuries of Dante and Michelangelo, 'the reign 
of Ehzabeth in England, the century and a half of music in Germany, peaks 
and highlands from which the masters seem to have looked forward into 
the distance far beyond our plodding progress. Between these heights he 
long valleys of mediocrity and desolation, and, artistically at least, we appear 
to be miles beneath the upper levels traversed behind us. It must be our 
hope as a nation that either in pure art or m pure science we may arrive 
at our own peak of achievement, and earn a place in human history by 
making one more climb above the clouds. 

The individual, the nation, and the race are all involved together in 
this effort. Even in our disillusioned era, when fixed stars of belief fall from 
our sky hke a rain of meteors, we find that men cling to what central veri- 
ties they can rescue or manufacture, because without a core of belief neither 
man nor nation has courage to go on. This is no figure of speech, no sanc- 
umonious adjuration — it is a practical, demonstrable fact which all men 
realize as they add to their years. We must have a personal, a national, and 
a racial faith, or we arc dry bones m a death valley, waiting for the word 
that will brmg us life. Mere rationalism is mere death. Mere scientific ad- 
vance without purpose is an advance toward the waterless mirage and the 
cosmic scavengers. The doctrine of Machiavelli is a fatal disease to the 
atizen or the state. The national conscience is the sum of personal con- 
science, the national culture the sum of personal culture— and the lack of 
conscience is an invitation to destruction, the lack of culture an assurance 
that we shall not even be remembered. 

No doubt I shall be accused of ulking a cloudy philosophy, of mixed 
metaphors and fantasy, but unless I misread my history, the artist has usually 
been wiser even about immediate aims than the materialist or the enthusiast 
for sweeping political reform. The artist is aware that man is not perfect, 
but that he seeks perfection. The materialist sees that men are not perfect, 
and erects his philosophy on their desire for selfish advantage. He fails 
quickly always, because men refuse to hve by bread alone. The utopian sees 
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that men seek perfection and sets out to achieve it or legislate it into exist- 
ence. He fails because he cannot build an unselfish state out of selfish citi- 
zens, and he who asks the impossibk gets nothing. The concepts of truth 
and justice are variables approaching an imaginary limit which we shall 
never see; nevertheless those who have lost their belief in truth and justice 
and no longer try for them, are traitors to the race, traitors to themselves, 
advocates of the dust. 

To my mind a love of truth and justice is bound up in men with a 
belief in their destiny; and the belief m their destiny is of one piece with 
national and international culture. The glimpse of the godlike in man occa- 
sionally vouchsafed in a work of art or prophecy is the vital spark m a 
world that would otherwise stand stock still or slip backward down the 
grade, devoid of motive power. 

For national growth and unity the artist’s vision is the essential lode- 
stone without which there is no coherence. A nation is not a nation until it 
has a culture which deserves and receives affection and reverence from the 
people themselves. Our culture in this country has been largely borrowed or 
sectional or local; what we need now to draw us together and make us a 
nation is a fiowerujg of the national arts, a flowering of the old forms in 
this new soil, a renaissance of our own. If we want to live, or deserve to 
live, as a force or in history, we must somehow encourage the artists who 
appear among us, and we must encourage excellence among them. How to 
go about it is a problem entirely unsolved. I wish I could believe that prizes 
or critics or governmental endowments were effective stimulants toward 
effort or excellence in any artistic field. They may be occasionally, but the. 
greatest achievements have occurred in the absence of endowments or pro- 
fessional critics or prizes, seemingly as the result of a feverish desire for 
accomplishment in any single art, permeating a whole society during a pe- 
riod long enough to allow for more than one generation of devotees. Prob- 
ably an artist can ask nothing better than a free society which likes his work 
and is willing to pay for it. 

Looking ahead, I have no more than a hope that our nation will some- 
time take as great a place in the cultural history of the world as has been 
taken by Greece or Italy or England. So far we have, perhaps, hardly justi- 
fied even the hope. But what hope there is for us lies in our nascent arts, for 
if we are to be remembered as more than a mass of people who lived and 
fought wars and died, it is for our arts that we shall be remembered. The 
captains and the kings depart; die great fortunes wither, leaving no trace; 
inherited morals dissipate as rapidly as inherited wealth; the multitudes 
blow away like locusts; the records and barriers go down. The rulers, too, 
are forgotten unless they have had the forethought to surround themselves 
with singers and makers, poets and artificers in things of the mind. 

This IS not immortality, of course. So far as I know there is no im- 
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mortality. But the arts make the longest reach toward permanence, create 
the most enduring monuments, project the farthest, widest, deepest influence 
of which human prescience and effort are capable The Greek religion 1$ 
gone, but Aeschylus remains. Catholicism shrinks back toward the papal 
state, but the best of medieval art perishes only where its pigments were 
perishable. The Lutheranism of Bach retains httle content for us, but his 
music IS mdispensable. And there is only one condition that makes possible 
a Bach, an Aeschylus, or a Michelangelo — ^it is a national interest in and 
enthusiasm for the art he practices. The supreme artist is only the apex of 
a pyramid; the pyramid itself must be built of artists and art-lovers, appren- 
tices and craftsmen so deeply imbued with a love for the art they follow or 
practice that it has become for them a means of communication with what- 
ever has been found highest and most admirable in the human spirit. To 
the young people of this country I wish to say: if you practice an art, be 
proud of it, and make it proud of you; if you now hesitate on the threshold 
of your maturity, wondering what rewards you should seek, wondering 
perhaps whether there are any rewards beyond the opportunity to feed and 
sleep and breed, turn to the art which has moved you most readily, take 
what part m it you can, as participant, spectator, secret practitioner, or 
hanger-on and waiter at the door. Make your living any way you can, but 
neglect no sacrifice at your chosen altar. It may break your heart, it may 
drive you half mad, it may betray you into unrealizable ambitions or blind 
you to mercantile opportunities with its wandering fires. But it will fill your 
heart before it breaks it; it will make you a person in your own right; it 
will open the temple doors to you and enable you to walk with those who 
have come nearest among men to what men may sometime be. If the time 
arrives when our young men and women lose their extravagant faith m the 
dollar and turn to the arts we may then become a great nation, nurturing 
great artists of our own, proud of our own culture and unified by that cul- 
ture into a civilization worthy of our unique place on this rich and lucky 
continent between its protecting seas. 
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Mdvina Holman (/ 88 y- ) Aad studied painting for some years in 

New Yorl( before she realized the need to express herself tn three- 
dimensioned form. Color and line were not enough; she had to become 
a sculptor. This extract from her lively autobiography. Heads and Tales, 
describes her determination to study under the great Rodin, When, by 
dramatic accident, she became his pupil her career had begun, a career 
which was to be filled with hard worl^, nch friendships, and romantic 
triumphs, and which tooh^ her later to the ends of the earth to model tn 
bronze the hundred races of man\ind for the Field Museum, Chicago, 


RODIN AND PARIS 

WITHIN a year, my mother decided to give up 
her life in America and devote herself to helping me in my artistic studies 
abroad. I had worked day and night trying to collect enough funds to pay 
for the steamer tickets, designing covers for sheet-music and patterns for 
wallpapers and linoleums, and makmg pastel portraits of babies and young 
chil^en. We sailed away with a letter of cr^it for one thousand dollars 
left to my mother in legacy by a thoughtful friend. In the good old days of 
1910 we were able to travel through Italy and Switzerland, to Pans and 
London, establish ourselves in various studio and alcove apartments, and live 
in the student quarters ,of the nve gauche for fifteen months, on this thou- 
sand dollars. 

To anyone who has had the good fortune of being an art student in 
Paris and who has been poor enough to know the joys of a Sunday lunch 
on the Boulevard Montparnasse, after a week of home cooking and dish- 
washing, when dessert et cafS were added to the menu as a real spree, it 
would be unnecessary to state that there were no obstacles ominous enough 
to dim the promise of even a distant horizon. Readmg the menus from 
right to left during the lean years made everythmg edible seem precious and 
worth fighting for. Many were the laughs indulged in, when the inevitable 
gateau de nz would be suggested as a means of satisfymg any stray hunger 
pangs that might still be lurkmg in the mind or body of a passionate young 
art student. 

It was my determined intention to become a pupil of Rodin. While 
still in America I had studied his work from books and photographs, and 
from the varied and interesting collection of his clay studies, bronzes, and 
marbles owned by Mrs. John Simpson m New York. 

328 
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When I had tried five umes in vain to present a letter of introduction 
at Rodin’s studio, Rue de I’Universit^ my hopes were almost frustrated and 
the situation had become pretty desperate for me. His concierge gave me 
htdc encouragement, but some last grain of hope drove me to extreme action 
on my fifth visit, and I said: 

“Tell Monsieur R6din that if he docs not see me today I must return 
to America, but that I came to Paris to study with him, and that I must 
deliver a message to him from his friend Madame Simpson. I shall not leave, 
he must admit me today.’’ 

The surprised guardian seemed to sense my adamant determination, 
and in a few moments came back smiling. 

“Well, at last I have permission to admit you,’’ she said, and I followed 
her past the many studios until she knocked at Rodin’s door. 

I found myself in a room crowded with marbles and covered clay 
models on stands. There were four or five Frenchmen with black coats and 
red rosettes in their lapels, talking to Rodin, who looked me over with a 
hooded searching gaze that made me feel rooted to the spot and unable to 
move. He came forward slowly, and put out his hand. As I gave him the 
messages, in my unconjugated French, from his friend across the seas, his 
grip tightened and he asked me why 1 had not mentioned her name at my 
first visit. I began to feel my blood move again in my veins. “So you were 
determined not to leave without seemg me,” he said. I nodded. “What have 
you under your arm in that envelope?” he asked. “Oh, just two photo- 
graphs of the only sculpture I have ever done — I am just a beginner but I 
find I cannot escape it. Sculpture seems to have taken possession of me and 
my desire is to be your pupil if you will be willing to guide me and criticize 
my work.” 

“Let me see the photographs,” he said. “Who arc these two men?” 

“Well, the marble is of my father,” I replied. “He was a musician who, 
after a long life, was serenely meditauve. The other is of a young violinist 
who is just making his debut in America as a soloist.” 

Rodin looked at the photographs for some minutes, put them back into 
the envelope, and handed them to me. “Character seems to interest you. 
You have studied these men well. One is the mature artist with his life 
battles bchmd him, the other is the young dreamer with his battles ahead 
of him. Wait here a few moments. I am just describing this marble of mine 
to these gentlemen and then I am lunching with them.” Rodin went back 
to the visitors and started to tell them that the figure represented a fallen 
angel that had broken his wings on a rock and that the idea had been con- 
ceived after reading a certain poem. He began reciting the lines in a deep 
monotone, but his memory failed him and he grew violent trying to recall 
the ending of the sonnet. He strode up and down before the great marble 
group. 
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By some extraordinary coincidence, I happened to know the poem, and 
when I saw that he could not recall the lines, I walked towards him. 
“Maitre,” I ventured, “I know that poem, shall I recite it?” He turned on 
me almost savagely — What— yo« know it? — let me see if you do — ^recite it!” 
My blood was pounding, but I began the lines in a slow, quavering voice: 

“j’at perdu tna force et ma vte, 

Et mes amis et ma gait6, 

J’at perdu ]usqu’d la fierte 
Qut faisatt crotre d mon gente. 

"Quand fat connu la Vertte, 

J’at au que e’etatt une amte, 

Quand ]e I’ai comprtse et sentte, 

J’en etats deja digouti. 

"Et pourtant elle est eternelle, 

Et ceux qut se sont passis d’elle 
Ict-bas out tout tgnorS. 

“Dteu patle, tl faut qu’on lui riponde. 
he seul bten qut me reste au monde 
Est d’avotr quelquefots pleuri.’’ * 

I stepped back once more to my place at the door, not daring to raise 
my eyes. 

There was a murmur of surprise from the group of men. Rodin’s voice 
suddenly rose in a tone of almost brutal abruptness — " Allans, au dejeuner, 
mes amts — tl est tard.” He showed his friends out of the door, turned to- 
wards me — “Here,” he said. “This is where my keys hang,” and he lifted 
an old rag from a nail on the wall, on which hung two keys. “You may use 
them to open the other studios. Uncover all the work and examine the trays 

1 This sonnet, entitled “Tristcsse,” was written by Alfred de Musset during a fit of de- 
pression in June, 1840 

I have lost my strength and my life. 

My friends and my )oy of living; 

I have lost even the pnde 
Which made me believe in myself. 

When I first knew Truth, 

I took her for a friend, 

But when I fully understood her, 

I was filled with loathing 

And yet she is eternal. 

And those who have done without her 
Here below have missed the whole of life. 

God speaks, and one must answer him 
AH that IS left to me now in this world 
Is the tears I have sometimes shed. 
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of plaster studies and I will see you when I return.” He went out, closed 
the door and locked it from the outside. 1 had certainly not only been ad- 
mitted at last to his studio, I was locked into it — for better or worse — and I 
wasted no time wondering what it all meant, but started in at once to pull 
the linen shrouds oil the marbles A new world seemed suddenly to engulf 
my imagination. When I had examined one room 1 went to the next and 
then to another and finally returned to where I had started and began 
making drawings of the small plaster hands of which there were thirty or 
forty in various positions lying in wooden trays. I worked so intently that 
I did not notice that the fire in the stove had gone out and that the studio 
had grown icy cold. I did realize quite definitely, however, that I was very 
hungry, for I had not had anything to eat since my cup of coffee at 7:30 a.m. 
and I suddenly noticed that it must be well into the afternoon as the winter 
light had begun to fade. I re<overed all the marbles, and as I went over to 
try the door, hoping to be able to open it from the mside, I heard a knock. 
Wondering what I should do, I made no response — for if it were some 
visitor what would he think if I said I could not open the door ? The knock- 
ing became louder and then a key turned in the lock and the door opened. 
Rodin came in and looked about. He caught sight of me behind one of the 
marble blocks. “Well,” he said. “What have you done all this time? Why 
is everything covered over ? Did you not examine the work or did you not 
like It, that you have covered everything again?” 

I explained hastily that the sight of so many of his groups was too much 
for me to cope with at one time, and that although I had examined them 
all, I had re-covered them carefully and had concentrated my attention on 
the little plaster hand which seemed to be more my size. I had made a few 
drawings of this and he examined my sketch book. After looking through 
It he said, “My child, do you think these are all drawings?” 

“Why, yes,” I answered naively, “I did think so, what are they ?” for I 
could see he was not of my opimon. 

“They are sketches,” he said. “Michelangelo never made sketches, every- 
thing he drew was a study, a real drawing. See that you never make any 
more sketches. Beware of the weakness of your American artists,” pointing 
his finger at me very threateningly. 

“What IS their weakness?” I asked. 

"Cest leur sacrie facihtS" he said, and then, going over to the stove, 
he realized how cold it had grown The fire was out, and we were in semi- 
darkness. He came back and felt my hands; they were cold. He took off his 
heavy cloth cape and wrapped it about me and went to work remaking the 
fire. “Why did you let it go out ?” he asked, and “Why do you look so pale 
and tired? By the way, did you have any lunch before coming to me at 
noon?” 

“No, I had my coffee early but did not expect to be able to stay here 
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SO bog today — ^it has been a great feast for a hungry artist, I shall never 
forget it.” 

He sat down beside me, drawing the httle stools near the stove. “You 
forgot the fire, my child, because gf the inner fire that burns you, but you 
cannot neglect hunger — nature is a stern mistress, and if you play tricks with 
her she will punish you every time. When I locked you in today, I never 
thought about food, I just wanted to make sure that you would be alone 
with my work, and that I would find you on my return.” He rubbed my 
hands and held them near the glowing stove. “Now you must go home and 
take the little hand with you and make careful drawings for a week. Every 
day you must go to the Louvre and study and make copies of the old mas- 
ters — Leonardo Da Vinci and Michelangelo and Raphael — ^not to copy their 
technique only but to understand it, and develop a technique of your own, 
and each week come back here and brmg me what you have done — and be 
sure to eat plenty of beefsteak and potatoes” — ^at this point he encircled my 
absurdly small wrist with his strong sensitive lingers — “you are too thin and 
sculpture needs plenty of fuel, for the fires of art burn fiercely. When you 
come back, I may be drawing from a model, if so you may draw with me. 
You know where the keys hang, from now on you may feel at home in my 
studio.” 

And so It was that my studies with Rodin began. 


Irwin Edman 

Irunn Edman ) has been a teacher of philosophy at Columbia 

University since igi8. Gifted with the potver to translate the abstrac- 
tions of philosophy into sparkling realities, he has illuminated the com- 
plexities of our time with his urbane and witty essays. Philosopher’s 
Holiday reads like good conversation. Candle m the Dark shed its brave 
light upon the gusty days of 1939. "Look Homeward, Amencal" re- 
nounces our immemorial practice of turning to Europe for leadership in 
the arts and finds at home our finest incentive to creative work. Here, or 
nowhere, is the land of cultural opportunity. 


LOOK HOMEWARD, AMERICAl 

AMONG the things that would have seemed in- 
credible as bte as ten years ago is the vanishing of Europe as a combination 
Nirvana and happy hunting ground for educated or semi-educated Ameri- 
cans. The pecuhar part Europe has played in the lives and imaginations of 



IRWIN BDMAN 


333 

the nuMe literate Americans is permanently ended. For Europe as Nirvana 
is over. Europe once meant liberation, it once meant escape. It provided at 
once a moral holiday and a spiritual tonic. The angles and crudities of the 
workaday American world, all business and all Phihstinism, were left be- 
hind. One went abroad to live in the past and m a present steeped in a past. 
It was an excursion into a cultural paradise. 

There were the artistic monuments of the dead and the urbanities of 
the living. It is difBcult to say which gave the more acute thrill to the visit- 
ing American, the cathedral of Chartres or the ap^itif drunk in the caf^ 
in Its shadow; Racine heard at the ComAlie Fran^aise, or the French spoken 
by the hotel porter; Westminster Abbey or the Cockney wit of the London 
pohceman, and the charm of a house-party in Sussex. 

It hardly needs to be said just now that all that is over. Europe will not 
for a long time, possibly never again, offer the kind of escape into history 
and charm in which the irritating present can be forgotten. For a genera* 
tion the agony of living will be too urgently visible in the poverty, disease, 
and disorganization of a post-war and post-Hitler continent. Nor will 
Europe be a happy hunting ground either. Even if many of the monuments 
of the past survive the bombs, the sense of the past will be seriously dulled 
by the acute intrusions of the present. The sense of leisure, tea on an Enghsh 
lawn, or dinner on a French terrasse, lunch in the storied corner of a London 
club, all the haunts of Americans acting as transient beneficiaries of a long 
tradition of cultured leisure, will hardly have the same flavor. Cultured 
leisure may be unknown in post-war Europe, even to the class — ^much 
smaller than visiting Americans realized — who ever knew it in Europe at 
all. . . . What Americans looked for m Europe they will have to find — as 
they had of late, even before the outbreak of this second world war, been 
seeking it — at home. 

The long-continued trek of the American imagination to Europe began 
over a century ago. It brought Emerson to England and Henry James, 
Sr., too, who thought, among other things, that he could not find proper 
schools for his children (Henry and William James) in America. The hegira 
was continued untd the late nineteen-thirties by students, writers, cultivated 
ladies, all restless refugees (how ironic it seems to use the term in this sense 
now) from America. What drove them abroad was in the first place what 
amnnntpH to almost a national inferiority complex, a sense of the colonialism 
and piovinciahsm of America. “Who reads an American book ?” a famous 
F.ngli«h critic asked contemptuously as late as the middle of the nineteenth 
century. A great many Americans did not do so, not when they could lay 
hold of an English one. Even in the Golden Day of New England many 
of the shming figures of that day turned eastward, Emerson to Carlyle and 
to the Germans, Longfellow to Dante and the Italian past, Hawthorne to 
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Italy and Greece. A multitude of lesser Americans followed them in their 
spiritual pilgrimages and, when they could afford to, turned their spiritual 
longings into physical visits. Baedeker in hand, they could be found rapt 
before all the monuments next to whose name Baedeker had placed two 
stars. The stars, it should be noted, were not shifted to newer monuments in 
successive editions. 

As the nineteenth century moved on, Americans with a taste for ideas 
and beautiful things in letters or art had an increasing sense, as their colonial 
past receded, of their still colonial dependence on Europe in cultural mat- 
ters. At home the Golden Age was succeeded by the Gilded one. The opu- 
lent vulgarities of Newport succeeded the high austerities of Concord. The 
American mind — that is, the American intelligence (for contemplation was 
at a discount) — went into the building and the economic exploitation of the 
country. “Culture” was an effeminate minority voice in the land. Cultivated 
persons, espeaally men, had to go abroad to cease to be, or to feel, exotic, 
and to find a society where the things of the spirit and of the refined senses 
did not seem shadowy and illicit. 

Among the comfortable classes business was the concern of the men, 
culture of the ladies; and through the eighties many American men, lovers 
of the arts and ideas, could not help feeling that in the general opinion there 
was something trivial and unimportant about the ideas and arts they cher- 
ished. They felt, sadly, that ideas and bellcs4ettres and music and painting 
were not the preoccupations of the influential classes, or of anyone else, in 
American society. Furthermore, those things on which the mind and the 
imagmation fed were to be found, so educated Americans came to feel, 
chiefly in Europe. At college, literature meant chiefly English literature; 
even in childhood young Americans were brought up on Dickens and Scott 
and Thackeray, and pictures of Enghsh country houses and cathedrals. 
When people built fine houses were they not ambitiously imitative? Were 
not churches Gothic, and banks Greek ? Why should it not seem natural 
to go to Europe to find their originals and to drink deep from the fountain 
whence the original inspiration of these things came? Henry Adams may 
have protested later that he got no education from England and Italy or 
Germany, though he confessed he did get Beethoven by accident in a Ger- 
man beer garden. But for many others a sense that the cherishable past was 
European was combined with a conviction that nothing worth cherishing 
was being thought or felt in expanding industrial America. All the young 
men of the genteel tradition (and their mothers and sisters too) went to 
Europe — ^their fathers were too busy making money for its own sake and 
too busy paymg for the trip. 

But it was not only for the past that culture-lovmg Americans crossed 
the Atlantic. Echoes reached America that the new too, the materials of 
sensibility and talent, were to be found chiefly in Europe. From Dickens 
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to the visiting English and French lecturer of today, from the youthful 
Paderewski to young Serkin, from Wagner to Hindemith, from Monet to 
Dali, the striking, the original, the distinguished, it was believed, were not 
to be found in a country whose talent all went into gadgets and skyscrapers. 
For the dernter cri in living culture as well as for the tradition of the past, 
Americans had to go abroad. 

Even the last war did not disenchant them. With the wave of disillu- 
sion, with the lapse of the idealistic rhetoric of the Wilsonian period, 
America seemed culturally more insular than ever. Realistic American 
fiction portrayed the stupidity of the Babbitts, and the mean streets of the 
slum cities, and the mean hovels of the rural poor. America was the twen- 
tieth century incarnate, bleak and angular, without nuance or overtone. One 
fled the four-lane highways and skyscrapers and country clubs for the cafe 
terraces, the winding roads, the shadowed cathedral closes of England, the 
chiteaux of France, the hills of Fiesole overlooking Florence, where a whole 
colony of writers and art critics lived, or to Rome where lived the Pope — 
and Santayana. One went to bask in past beauties or to have a look at that 
ferment of new artistic and intellectual movements current in Europe after 
the last war, not least in Germany and Austria. Some went to see the new 
Expressionist movements m the theater in Berlin, some to study the co- 
operative movement in Denmark, or Sweden’s model Middle Way, or the 
socialist housing schemes of Vienna, or the brilliant and humane housing 
schemes for working people in Amsterdam, 

To mention these things now is to speak a bitter obituary. Even before 
the outbreak of the war in 1939 most of these experiments were over 
and their inventors or moving spirits were dead or in concentration camps 
or in exile in America; Europe had become considerably less agreeable or 
psychologically satisfactory or intellectually tenable as an escape or as a 
tonic. Germany and Austria, for a brief period so fashionable among the 
literate (Salzburg was briefly a musical Mecca), were rubbed off their pil- 
grim’s map. The brilliant circle of liberal intelligence led once by young 
Papini had long ago vanished in Italy. And when one was in Europe, every- 
where the shadow of war and the sense of a dark future, or none at all, 
made it clear to even the most sentimental idealizing American that Europe 
was no longer a museum or a spiritual haven. The American went to Eng- 
land for Its past and found Englishmen ready to turn to America for their 
future. The monuments of culture were still there, pro tern, but there was 
nothing for the contemporary imagmation to feed on. And then the war 
came, and even those who during the rise of Fascism and the descent of 
poverty still fled to Europe for escape, could do so no longer. Even the 
Europe that one could see in America was ceasing to arrive, or to mean as 
much, or anything. The Russian Ballet was a ghost of a vanished culture; 
the Russian Art Theater was no more. German theater directors were in 
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Hollywood and German novelists in Princeton. The literates now must not 
only stay at home; they must look within the American landscape, physical 
and imaginative, for their stimulus and their liberation. It is perhaps one 
of the few healthy consequences of our tragic time that this should be so. 
The Innocent Abroad has been for too long a familiar figure. Heaven 
knows for how long American thinking and ueative impulse have been 
semi'paralyzed by a superstitious respect for Europe, and a sentimental con- 
fusing of the patrimony of the past with the Europe of the present. Ameri- 
cans were still visiting the Goethe house in Weimar while the Brown House 
was already m sinister existence in Munich. 

It would be a silly exaggeration to say that because Europe is now 
going through the agony of possibly complete collapse, Americans were 
foolish m turning to Europe for certam beauties of the past and charms of 
the present. Europe, whatever happens, sull remains the source of our own 
past in science, in letters, and in art. Whatever be said of that unhappy con- 
tinent, whatever the political stupidities and barbarities, it is the world from 
which Western culture derives, and Europe in ruins, or in Nazi conquest, 
would carry with it much of what has formed the mind and imagination 
of every civilized American. 

Nor were Americans ill advised in enjoying the delicious surface of cur- 
rent but long-established ways of life, the pleasant incidentals of the bour- 
geois social tradition. It would be dishonest not to admit that in the de- 
lightful smaller arts of life, in delicious food cooked and served with art, 
in gracious holiday spots, in the courtesies of casual intercourse, Americans 
found across the Atlantic what they did not End in Kansas or Ohio or, for 
that matter, in Boston or New York. 

But no culture ever survived or grew by being derivative and colonial. 
No artistic vision is steady or clear when it wears only distance glasses. 
Americans, looking across the Atlantic, missed seeing with accuracy or 
vividness what lay before them at their feet. 

It is just as well that Americans look homeward for their culture. It 
may well be that, for the long present, not only because of the economic and 
political insecurity in Europe, but because of the concerted Nazi-Fascist 
antipathy to ideas and art, this country may be the only vehicle of free cul- 
tural expression, of thought and feehng and perception, for a long time to 
come. If the light goes out here it may not he lighted anywhere else. The 
Europe that cultivated Americans cared about, so far as it is the past, can 
in some measure be found at home. This is suggested by the revival of the 
humanistic tradition in American colleges, the passion for the classics being 
nurtured, if only in translation, among young people of college age, the 
widespread enjoyment, on radio and records, of the tradition of European 
music, painting enjoyed both in museums and in reproductions as it has 
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never been enjoyed before. The Europe that Americans feel must not die, 
cannot die so long as music, art, and hterature flourish as studies and enthu* 
siasms in America. 

But obviously a culture purely receptive is dead or decadent. It would 
be foohsh spiritual isolationism to turn our backs on the European past or 
on what can be saved of its present. It would be, and is, simply honest vitality 
to find our present in ourselves. For it is clear that when Americans fled to 
Europe, not for its past, but for its present, they were fleeing largely to what 
was really illusory or, as events have proved, insecure. What they were really 
seeking was largely an escape that came not so much from the actual con- 
ditions of European hfe as Europeans lived it, as from the surface delights 
of European leisure, as enjoyed by Americans on a holiday, an interlude 
often prolonged for years by well-to-do expatriates. This escape was largely 
infertile as Henry James, the most gifted of the refugees from American 
life, confessed in his later years. The creative or the merely connoisseur 
American living abroad lived largely in a synthetic and reconstructed past 
or an alien present seen from the outside. He was not at home nor did he 
know America in his own time; he did not intimately know any other 
world, nor was he at home anywhere else. He was a spectator, not a 
dramatist; a collector of bric-a-brac, not an artist. 

Only lately have Americans begun to examme the materials of Ameri- 
can culture in terms both of their own patrimony and their own present. 
There are various surface symptoms. There is, in the first place, the flood 
of historical novels and of regional ones. In the former, American writers 
(and their readers) are waking to the drama, the color, and the human 
meaning of facts they had not remembered save as dull sentences in school- 
books. The history of America has begun to come alive in terms of literary 
art, and the very familiarity of the events and materials used gives works 
that use them an accent and overtone that speak with added poignancy to 
the native heart. Again there have been all the class and regional studies, 
some fictional, some scientific. Among the latter may be mentioned Middle- 
town, that analytic portrait of the middle class in the Middlewest; Howard 
Odum’s Rainbow Round My Shoulder, the Negro brought to light without 
halo or without nonsense in his setting in the South as he lives. There are 
Jonathan Daniels’ books in which a Southerner discovers New England and 
the South. There began, in the twenties, the “realistic” novels, some tender 
and compassionate and confused like Sherwood Anderson’s Wmesburg, 
Ohio; some bitter and satirical like Babbitt and Main Street. There was the 
fading New England type presented with irony and pity in Marquand’s 
The Late George Apley and by Santayana in The Last Puritan. There are 
Van Wyck Brooks’ careful documentary studies of the dwmdling hght of 
New England culture. 

But there is something further and more important. It is not the dis- 
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covcry of the American past or even of the American present in terms of 
broad sociological patterns or social types. It is the finding of the American 
present, not m terms at all, but in images; in those things that are the 
present as it stirs us to specific emotions and perceptions and thoughts: the 
present as specific qualities and specific promises in our own here and now. 
It hardly needed the catastrophe of a world war to make Americans, espe- 
cially writers and artists, aware with dehght and with hope, of colors and 
intimations of the civilization they were living in and which, as a nation, 
they were creating. America might be (as some foreign observers like 
Georges Duhamel have shuddenngly observed) the twentieth century incar- 
nate. Americans had already begun to discover that they had a past, a short 
one, but crowded with mterest, even by the most fastidious standards of art 
and thought; but they began now to take up the challenge that America 
typified the present and suggested the direction of the future. That present 
was starred through all its failures and uncertainties with beauties, some 
new to the world, many inalienably beautiful, and all full of promise. 

Americans found they did not have to go to the chateaux of the Loire 
or the Renaissance palaces of Italy to have something for the imagination 
to feed upon. New York began to be beautiful when it began doing busi- 
ness in towers. Architects learned to turn the conditions of contemporary 
work and play and the materials at their disposal into soaring loveliness m 
steel and glass. An American visiting in Europe used to look only at the 
old; the foreign visitor to the United States and the American himself know 
that the striking man-made beauties in this country are new: the great 
vaulting bridges at New York and San Francisco, the parkways all over 
the country, the streamlined trains, the airports. These are enchanting for 
their beauty and impressive for their power. But they are exhilarating for 
another reason. To any flexible mind they carry with them a hint and a 
challenge as to what the American imagination, inventive and disciplined, 
can make out of our own conditions and our own resources in our own day 
for our own future. In one city. New York, under one municipal admm- 
istration, the city has achieved a new and quite singular beauty, borrowing 
nothing from a European yesterday, portending everything for an American 
tomorrow. 

Nor IS architecture the only art in which the American future is taking 
beautiful shape and finding expressive voice. Painters too are discovering in 
native types and in native scenes and — ^after long aping of the. French — in 
a native techmc, a way of speaking to us visually of what our own experi- 
ence may be in color and design. A cornfield in Iowa is no less artistic ma- 
terial than a valley in France, and a Middlewestern pamter may find it a 
theme to embody, more truly and spontaneously than a Mediterranean 
landscape, what is in his heart; and his audience may see and feel more in 
It too. Poets, tired of imitating the French imagists or the genteel English 
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tradition of hawthorn and hedges may, like Robert Frost, speak with an 
incorrigible and unduphcable native accent. (And they may, incidentally, 
like Robert Frost, be first recogmzed in England.) Novelists ceased, even 
before the war, to flee to Europe to write about a continent to which they 
were strangers or about other Americans who were equally strangers there, 
or from a disdainful distance about an America with which they had lost 
touch. They write like John Steinbeck about the migrants in California, v 
about little people at home in little places, or, if they write about the sophis- 
ticated mind and heart, those hearts arc exhibited beating in their native set- 
ting in Ohio or New Orleans or Mississippi or in apartments in Chicago 
or New York. 

The most expert historians of literature and theterts assure us that even 
so delicate a thing as style, where it is distinctive and genuine, is the fruit 
of a culture, the function of a social pattern Even so soaring a spirit as Plato 
was a characteristic product of the Athens in which he lived, and Shelley’s 
skylark rose from an English earth. If genius is to flourish in America it 
will be our own characteristic flowering, as were Emerson and Thoreau and 
Whitman, and Pennsylvania barns and New England churches. 

One of the fears the cultivated American used to have, a fear still opera- 
tive in certain quarters today, was that culture was destined to be killed by 
the fact of democracy. In the present state of Europe the old argument of 
the esthetes and intellectuals already seems quaint. It ran substantially as 
follows: Democracy was synonymous with mediocrity, a leveling down of 
distinction to and by the mass; our society, in its scale of values, was get- 
ting to be a regimented five-and-ten-cent store. Only in a society still imagi- 
natively dominated by aristocratic traditions could culture survive. There 
are two growing classes of fact that have made this thesis almost fantastic. 
In Europe at present the arts and philosophy are paralyzed, and even before 
the outbreak of war, political and economic instability made impossible the 
concentration necessary to art and thought. Now, m addition, the power 
reigning over a large part of Europe is the avowed enemy of free creation, 
of the intellect, of art. 

The war, we have been told repeatedly, is a revolution. It is such in 
many senses, and one of them is that it is a war against the West, a war 
against the traditional elements and motives of Western culture as we have 
known it in art, in thought, and in religion. There is significance for 
America and possibly for world culture in the fact that the leaders in Eu- 
ropean science, art, and scholarship have come, in some cases by necessity, 
in some by choice, to this country. It can no longer be said by anyone who 
reads the daily papers that the arts and sciences as free mquiries and crea- 
tions are flourishing in Europe. And unless these enterprises are free they 
cease to be at all. One may parallel now the scornful comment of the 
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nineteenth<entury English critic: “Who now reads a German or Italian 
book?” Or ask, “Who writes them?” . . . 

Meanwhile the old fear that a democratic society cannot nourish Ameri* 
can culture is proving curiously ill-founded. For it is not only by virtue of 
European conditions that America is emerging as a world center of the arts 
and sciences, not simply because artists and scientists, and experimentally 
observed rats as well, are being shipped to America. But the native arts and 
the native mind are beginning to have an audience in this country and a 
widespread popular participation that a generation ago one might have be- 
lieved impossible. There is importance in the epidemic interest in music — 
several million people, for instance, listen to Toscanini on Saturday night. 
It IS signiBcant that literally hundreds of thousands came to see, within a 
few weeks’ time, the exhibition of Italian masterpieces and of Picasso at the 
Museum of Modern Art in New York. There is something arresting in the 
fact that even automobile designers and manufacturers of kitchen utensils 
and railroad trains are concerned with the grace and design of their prod- 
ucts because they know their public suddenly has come to care about them. 
The importance of these thmgs is not simply that beauty is being widely 
enjoyed, that America has come of age in appreciation. Their larger signifi- 
cance IS suggested by the hne of Walt Whitman’s, “To have great poets there 
must be great audiences too.” One of the things that drove Americans 
abroad as spiritual waifs was the sense that at home no one could under- 
stand them, no one would listen to them. There is now almost a pathetic 
eagerness for the best and a widespread attempt to create it too. The spiritual 
refugee used to feel not only that no one would hsten to him, but that 
nobody was “speaking his language.” Many are speaking the musician’s 
language now; there are literally thousands of high school orchestras, and 
even college glee clubs smg Palestrina and Bach. Much of the radio is still 
tripe, but poets are heard over it too. 

It would be absurd to turn one’s back on that European tradition of 
which America is, in the largest perspective, a variation and an extension. 
Isolationism, autarchy in the arts, is as absurd and unworkable in art as it 
IS in the realm of economics and politics. In the contemporary timetable of 
distances, it is one world, all of it, and Europe is not a different planet; and 
in all times the arts have been trans-local. But it is also true that the arts 
have always flourished in their own soil and out of their own roots. In each 
instance they have been nourished by the sun that lighted other' soils and 
by winds that blew from a “world elsewhere.” But they have always grown 
where they grew in their own way and in their own climate. The climate 
is becoming more salubrious to the arts in America, and the flowers are 
being more lovmgly and more expertly tended. 

There is, moreover, at this dubious moment m Europe’s destiny, a spe- 
cial reason, not unconnected with the nature of democratic life, why Amen- 
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cans should look homeward. There is, oddly enough, a political condition 
for the fine arts which both passionate democrats and passionate artists and 
connoisseurs forget. That is the condition of freedom, of spontaneous choice. 
Artists m uniform arc not artists at all. The very essence of a work of art, 
in so far as it is more than a mere physical object or an ingenious contrap- 
tion, is its uniqueness, its freshness, its personal signature. The very char- 
acter of intellectual work is its individudity and integrity. The artist must 
say what he secs and speak what he is. The thinker must follow scrupu- 
lously the lead of his subject, and the standards imposed by his technic. 
Where the habits of freedom, individuality, and integrity are at a discount, 
as they are in totalitarian societies, the arts and sciences, except as slavish 
routines, are ended. There are many reasons why American democracy is 
worth defending if it should be imperiled. Not the least important is that 
It looks very much as if only in America is there, for the long present, a 
chance for the survival of those conditions of individual variation and spon- 
taneous play of mind and heart which arc essential to the arts. 

Political freedom is the prerequisite of artistic invention, as the sterility 
of art and literature and thought under contemporary totalitarian rule 
proves. While this freedom endures, the opportunities for a native American 
culture are nothing short of thrilling. Here is a great people of many stocks, 
enriched of late by the sad accidents of European destiny, by the best of 
European minds and creative art Here are stones crying to be told, pictures 
to be painted, feelings to be transmuted into the “potable gold” of poetry. 
Here arc audiences too, larger, more eager, and more discriminating than 
they have ever been. Here is a future, possibly the bnly future for culture or 
creation in the Western world. Americans may still go to Europe after the war, 
as they go to the rums of Rome at Baalbek, or of Greece at Epidauns and 
Delphi, beautiful cemeteries of the spirit of man. Bur for the future of their 
own imagination and thinking, for the possible survival of art and thought 
at all, Americans will have to look to their own land and lives for incite- 
ment and materials. It would be arrogant to believe that the will to create 
or widening audiences or maturing talents will produce, of themselves, any- 
thing comparable in stature to the great monuments of European genius of the 
past two thousand years. It would be shocking not to be shocked that a long 
tradition of genius may be coming to an end. But the spirit blowcth where 
It listeth; t^ay the conditions for creation arc ours, and our works will at 
least not be poorer because they are honestly and natively our own. 
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Edna St. Vincent Millay 

Edna St. Vincent MtUay (i8g2- ) was born and grew up on the 

Maine coast. Her first important poem, “Renascence,” was a tnumph for 
the Vassar undergraduate of nineteen. From those early ecstasies to the 
bitterness of her later verse she has come a long and reluctant journey. 
Always in love with life, she cherishes its beauty and resents its brevity. 
In music she finds temporary escape. Compare her sonnet with these 
words of the music critic, Lucten Price: “A symphony requires from 
half to three-quarters of an hour to perform. In that brief space is con- 
centrated and poured into the receptive listener the combined energy of 
one-hundred-and-one lives, plus that of the composer, all brought to 
focus and projected into my consciousness or yours. It is a charge of 
spiritual electricity the Itl^e of which is obtainable tn but few other 
places." 

ON HEARING A SYMPHONY OF BEETHOVEN 

Sweet sounds, oh, beautiful music, do not cease! 

Reject me not into the world again. 

With you alone is excellence and peace. 

Mankind made plausible, his purpose plain. 

Enchanted m your air benign and shrewd. 

With limbs a-sprawl and empty faces pale, 

The spiteful and the stmgy and the rude 
Sleep like the scullions m the fairy-tale. 

This moment is the best the world can give: 

The tranquil blossom on the tortured stem. 

Reject me not, sweet sounds! oh, let me live, 

Till Doom espy my towers and scatter them, 

A city spell-bound under the aging sun. 

Music my rampart, and my only one. 



David L. Cohn 


Davtd L. Cohn ), who obviously comes from the Deep South, 

understands the Negro almost as well as his friend Roar\ Btadford. In 
this "strictly personal’ tale, which may or may not be true, he tells what 
It feels It^e to be a white man disastrously misunderstood by his colored 
neighbors. Cohn's God Shakes Creation is a study of Negro life and 
customs. 


ROARK BRADFORD’S REVENGE 

ROARK BRADFORD, the author o£ distin- 
guished novels and books of short stones including “Ol’ Man Adam an’ 
His Chillun” from which “The Green Pastures” was made, is a man of 
many talents. As an orator in the Negro pulpits around Plain Dealing, 
Louisiana, he rivals the famous Reverend Childress, the Albino Preacher. 
As the owner of Little Bee Bend Plantation in Bossier Parish he can, when 
the spell IS upon him, take a middle-buster ' and make it sing as it plows 
through the gumbo. He can pick a guitar, moan the blues, and read a mule’s 
mind. But, above all, he is a catfishing man out’n the book who can do more 
with a cane pole and a dime’s worth of hooks and string than most folk 
could do with all the tackle in Abercrombie & Fitch. 

Mistah Royce (as the colored folk call him) is a slow-and-easy man, 
as kind and gentle as his own Angel Gabriel who passed out tcn<ent seegars 
to de Lawd. Yet this is the story of how he wreaked an awful vengeance 
for a wrong I had done him. 

It all began one day when we went fishing along the banks of Deer 
Creek in Mississippi. Brad and I are skilled fishermen who go out to hook 
fish by fair means or foul with the coarse intention of having something to 
put in the pan, and we arc not at ail interested in the considerations of 
sportsmanship which move the more effete. On this occasion we were espe- 
cially anxious to catch an elusive catfish of giant size known to the coun- 
tryside as “Ole Tom.” We baited our hooks with meat; spit oh ’em for 
luck; the heavy sinkers took them near the bottom where we suspected Ole 
Tom was likely to be, and then we sat back to talk as we watched our 
floaters. 

My fishing skill and piety are far less than Brad’s, but just before that 
evening sun went down, I caught Ole Tom who weighed nearly five pounds, 

^ a lister, or double-moldboard plow 
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and as he flopped upon the bank Brad gazed unhappily on my prize. Then 
he said: “Boy, I’m going to get revenge on you for doing me bad.” 

That night Ole Tom was served up golden brown with a bait of ‘mus- 
tard greens, hot biscuits, country butter, sorghum molasses, and cold butter- 
milk. We ate heartily and, while I boasted of my prowess to the assembled 
company, Mistah Royce kept his peace and thought his awful thoughts. If 
I had known what was in store for me. I’d have left the country — as I was 
eventually compelled to do. 

A day or two later, we went to Greenville, the Mississippi Delta town 
where I was born, to spend a few days with our mutual friend, William 
Alexander Percy, who was then writing “Lanterns on the Levee.” From him 
we learned that the Old Jerusalem Baptist Church was dedicating its new 
building that evening and naturally we felt that we had to go. This was of 
course a great occasion. The church was filled to overflowing with the pious, 
while you could hardly sec the pulpit for the pastors who had come from 
everywhere to rejoice with the people that they had forged a new weapon 
with which to fight Ole Satan. We were received with great courtesy, were 
given a place in the front row, and were soon hearing the Reverend Perkins 
dehver his stirring sermon, “No Boll Weevil in Heaven.” He was followed 
by a number of visiting pastors until finally, at midnight, the pa'stor of the 
local church stood up, and said, “Won’t one of the white gentlemen say a 
few words 

Naturally I wanted to talk myself but, since I was among a people who 
have natively good manners and therefore had to be manne’ble myself, I 
arose and said that my distinguished friend, Mr. Bradford, would speak 
for us. 

Much surprised, Mistah Royce got up and, walking slowly backward 
and forward in front of the pulpit, began to talk about what a fine thing 
it IS to worship the Lawd in a beautiful building; about King Solomon’s 
temple, and columns of porphyry and onyx and ceilings of gold and marble. 
He continued in this vein for some minutes and then he abruptly changed 
the tenor of his talk. 

“Friends,” he said, “I just want to tell y’all that there’s an old Green- 
ville boy in this congregation tonight, Mr. David Cohn. (Congregation: Do 
tell!) He grew up in this town, hunted rabbits on the protection levee, 
graduated from that high school down there by the Leavenworth sawmill, 
and could have got him a job right here in town. But, oh, no. The town 
wasn’t big enough for Atm/ So he went down to New Awleens where he 
got so rich that he bought out the biggest bank in towni” (Congregation: 
Well, suhl) 

As I beamed on the congregation and they beamed on me. Brad went on: 

“But Mr. Dave is a man that’s hard to please. So one day he got on 
that Panama Express train, went clean up to Chicago, Ilhnois, got him a 
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taxi, and told the man to take him out to Scars and Roebuck. There he 
'saw Mr. Julius Rosenwald, the boss man. ‘Mr. Julius, how much do you 
want for this business?’ asked Mr. Dave. ‘Two million dollars,’ said Mr. 
Juhus just hke that. So Mr. Dave reached in his pocket, handed him two 
thousand one-thousand dollar bills and said, Tm the boss man from here 
out.’ ” 

This caused an immense stir in the church. Folks shufHed their feet, 
said, “Well, Lawd,” and indulged m exclamations of delightful surprise 
because they all knew Sears, Roebuck and here was a boy born and brought 
up right there in Greenville who had risen to such eminence that he could 
just walk in and buy out its boss man. I was myself pleased by my vicarious 
rise to greatness. Again the congregation and I beamed on one another and 
we were, so to speak, lapped in warm waves of adulation that flowed back 
and forth. While I revelled in my rise to fame and riches. Brad continued: 

“But even that didn’t satisfy Mr. Dave,’’ he said. “Next thing he did 
was to go up to New York City where he got on one of those steamboats 
that cross the Atlantic Ocean and he got off in Paris, France. There he 
bought a house with a hundred rooms. And he had him a lady and a case 
of drinking whiskey in every room!” 

The sensation caused by this announcement was so great that it was 
some minutes before quiet was restored. The men laughed aloud m delight. 
The ladies fluttered their palmetto fans with Finlay’s Drug Store advertise- 
ment stencilled on the back, modestly hung their heads, and said “Lawd, 
he’p us”; everybody was pleased that a Greenville boy had gone out and 
conquered the world. While the church was. still filled with the warm mur- 
murings of the congregation, I wondered to what heights of magnificence 
Brad could take me now that I seemed to be at the peak. He continued: 

• “Well, there he was with all those ladies and all that whiskey when, 
one night, he looked up on the wall and there it was m letters of fire ten 
feet tall: ‘Minny, Minny, Tikel, Tikel ’ Then he heard a Voice coming from 
the ceiling. It said: ‘You arc doing the wrong thing. You are wasting your 
substance in sin and losing your chances of glory up yonder. You ought to 
go back to the town where you were born and give all your time and aU 
your money to the church.’” Brad suddenly stopped — “And that’s what 
Mr. Dave is doing here tonight!” 

He sat down. The congregation whispered excitedly. The forty visiting 
preachers on the pulpit looked at one another significantly. Brad smiled a 
smile of deep satisfaction. He knew what was coming and so did I as I 
slumped in my seat. 

Then the Reverend Arbucklc, a pastor of engaging charm, arose, put 
his hand on the Book and gazing benignly at me said: “Mistah Dave, I’m 
coming aroun’ to see you fust thing in the mawnin and I know I’m gonna 
write you’ name behin’ a hundred dollar bill.” 
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Now Brad looked at me as I had looked at him the day I had caught 
the catfish. No one knew better than he that long before the services were 
over that night the glad news would have spread by the grapevine all over 
the Mississippi Delta that the Lawd had told a rich man to come home from 
sinning and give all his money to the church. There is indeed no day in 
that area when preachers, deacons, and plain pulpit-hands are not out ask- 
ing their white friends to give them something to help repair the church 
or reduce the mortgage. And here was a rich man who would spend his 
time handing out folding money to the folks who were doing the Lawd's 
work. I would become the target of hundreds of pastors, whether ordained 
or jackleg, from Rolling Fork to Rena Laura, from Itta Bena to Hush- 
puckana, and as far away as Lake Village, Arkansas. 1 would never again 
be able to tread the ground of my beloved hometown in peace. 

My course was plain. Common decency required that I give $100 to the 
Reverend Arbuckle. But self-protection demanded that I flee the region at 
once. I put my check in an envelope and asked The Queenly Woman, Mr. 
Will’s cook, to give it to the pastor. Then I arose early and was up and away 
in Brad’s car bound for New Orleans with him, he grinning all the while 
like a catfish stealing bait. As we drove through the sleepy towns and ham- 
lets, I saw dozens of rickety churches whose pastors even now were dream- 
ing of shining new tin roofs and gallons of paint bought as emblems of my 
repentance of a life of sin. 

To this day I have never been able to revisit my home town except 
under cover of night. And that old pulpit orator Roark Bradford often re- 
minds me: “What doth it profij a man to gain the whole world, if he hooks 
the catfish of a friend.^’’ 



W. E. Burghardt Du Bois 

JV. E. Burghardt Du Bats (j868- ) at seventy-two sat down to write 

the story of his life, the story of a lifetime devotion to the cause of 
the Negro in America. Bom in New England of French, Dutch, and 
African blood, he lecewed the degree of Doctor of Philosophy from 
Harvard, studied in Euiope, became Professor of Economics and History 
at Atlanta Vniveisity, a director of the National Association for the Ad- 
vancement of Colot ed People, and editoi of Crisis. He is the first Negro 
to be named to the National Institute of Arts and Letters In the selec- 
tion which follows, he tells how President Cooltdge sent him as his tep- 
resentative at the inaugmation of the Piesident of Liberia There is a 
note of homecoming in this experience, but the sutroundings are strange 
enough to mal(e it exotic adventure. 


“WHAT IS AFRICA TO ME.?” 

WHEN shall I forget the night I first set foot on 
African soil? I am the sixth generation in descent from forefathers who left 
this land. The moon was at the full and the waters of the Atlantic lay like 
a lake. All the long slow afternoon as the sun robed herself in her western 
scarlet with veils of misty cloud, I had seen Africa afar. Cape Mount — that 
mighty headland with its twin curves, northern sentinel of the realm of 
Liberia — gathered itself out of the cloud at half past three and then darkened 
and grew clear On beyond flowed the dark low undulating land quaint 
with palm and breaking sea. The world grew black. Africa faded away, the 
stars stood forth curiously twisted — Orion in the zenith — ^the Little Bear 
asleep and the Southern Cross rising behind the horizon. Then afar, ahead, 
a lone light shone, straight at the ship’s fore. Twinkling lights appeared 
below, around, and rising shadows. “Monrovia,” said the Captain. 

Suddenly we swerved to our left. The long arms of the bay enveloped 
us and then to the right rose the twmklmg hill of Monrovia, with its crown- 
ing star. Lights flashed on the shore — here, there. Then we sensed a darker 
sha ding m the shadows; it lay very still. “It’s a boat,” one said. “It’s two 
boats I” Then the shadow drifted in pieces and as the anchor roared into 
the deep, five boats outlined themselves on the waters— great ten-oared 
barges with men swung into line and glided toward us. 

It was nine at night— above, the shadows, there the town, here the 
sweeping boats. One forged ahead with the flag — stripes and a lone star 
flaming behind, the ensign of the customs floating wide; and bending to the 
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long oars, the white caps of ten black sailors. Up the stairway clambered a 
soldier in khaki, aide-de-camp of the President of the Republic, a custom- 
house official, the clerk of the American legation — and after them sixty-five 
lithe, lean black stevedores with whom the steamer would work down to 
Portuguese Angola and back. A few moments of formahties, greetings and 
good-bys and I was in the great long boat widi the President’s aide — a brown 
major m brown khaki. On the other side, the young clerk and at the back, 
the black barelegged pilot. Before us on the high thwarts were the rowers: 
men, boys, black, thin, trained in muscle and sinew, little larger than the 
oars in thickness, they bent their strength to them and swung upon them. 

One in the center gave curious htde cackling cries to keep up the 
rhythm, and for the spurts and the stroke, a call a bit thicker and sturdier; 
he gave a low guttural command now and then; the boat, alive, quivering, 
danced beneath the moon, swept a great curve to the bar to breast its narrow 
teeth of foam — ^“t’chick-a-tickity, t’chick-a-tickity,” sang the boys, and we 
glided and raced, now between boats, now near the landing— now cast aloft 
at the dock. And lol I was in Africa. 

Christmas Eve, and Africa is smging in Monrovia. They arc Krus and 
Fanti — men, women and children, and all the night they march and sing. 
The music was once the music of mission revival hymns. But it is that music 
now transformed and the silly words hidden in an unknown tongue — liqmd 
and sonorous. It is tricked out and expounded with cadence and turn. And 
this IS that same rhythm I heard first m Tennessee forty years ago: the air 
IS raised and carried by men’s strong voices, while floating above in ob- 
bligato, come the high mellow voices of women — it is the ancient African 
art of part singing, so curiously and insistently different. 

So they come, gay appareled, ht by transparency. They enter the gate 
and flow over the high steps and sing and sing and sing. They saunter 
round the house, pick flowers, drink water and sing and sing and sing. The 
warm dark heat of the night steams up to meet the moon. And the night 
IS song. 

On Christmas Day, 1923, we walk down to the narrow, crooked wharves 
of Monrovia, by houses old and gray and step-like streets of stone. Before 
is the wide St. Paul River, double-mouthed, and beyond, the sea, white, 
curling on the sand. Before us is the isle — the tiny isle, hut-covered and 
guarded by a cotton tree, where the pioneers lived m 1821. We board the 
boat, then circle round — ^then up the river. Great bowing trees, festoons of 
flowers, golden blossoms, star-faced palms and thatched huts; tall spreadmg 
trees lifting themselves hke vast umbrellas, low shrubbery with gray and 
laced and knotted roots — the broad, black, murmuring river. Here a tree 
holds wide fingers out and stretches them over the water in vast incantation; 
bananas throw their wide green fingers to the sun. Iron villages, scarred 
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clearings with gray, sheet-iron homes staring, grim and bare, at the ancient 
tropical flood of green. 

The river sweeps wide and the shrubs bow low. Behind, Monrovia rises 
in clear, calm beauty. Gone are the wharves, the low and clustered houses 
of the port, the tight-throated business village, and up sweep the villas and 
the low wall, brown and cream and white, with great mango and cotton 
trees, with lighthouse and spire, with porch and pillar and the .color of 
shrubbery and blossom. 

We climbed the upright shore to a senator’s home and received his 
wide and kindly hospitality — curious blend of feudal lord and modern 
farmer — sandwiches, cake, and champagne. Again we glided up the drowsy 
river — five, ten, twenty miles — and came to our hostess, a mansion of five 
generations with a compound of endless native servants and cows under the 
palm thatches. The daughters of the family wore, on the beautiful black 
skin of their necks, the exquisite pale gold chains of the Liberian artisan 
and the slim, black little granddaughter of the house had a wide pink ribbon 
on the thick curls of her dark hair, that lay like sudden sunlight on the 
shadows. Double porches, one above the other, ‘welcomed us to ease. A na- 
tive man, gay with Christmas and a dash of gm, sang and danced in the 
road. Children ran and played in the blazing sun. We sat at a long broad 
table and ate duck, chicken, beef, rice, plantain, collards, cake, tea, water 
and Madeira wine. Then we went and looked at the heavens, the uptwisted 
sky — Orion and Cassiopeia at zenith; the Little Bear beneath the horizon, 
now unfamiliar sights in the Milky Way— all awry, a-living— sun for snow 
at Christmas, and happiness and cheer. 

The shores were lined with old sugar plantations, the buildings rotting 
and falling. 1 looked upon the desolation with a certam pain. What had 
happened, 1 asked ? The owners and planters had deserted these homes and 
come down to Monrovia, but why? After all, Monrovia had not much to 
offer in the way of income and occupation. Was this African laziness and 
inefiiciency? No, it was a specimen of the way in which the waves of 
modern industry broke over the shores of far-off Africa. Here during our 
Civil War, men hastened to raise sugar and supply New York. They built 
their own boats and filled the river and sailed the sea. But afterwards, 
Louisiana came back into the Union, colored Rillieux invented the vacuum 
pan; the sugar plantations began to spread in Cuba and the Sugar Trust 
monopoly of refining machinery, together with the new beet sugar industry, 
drove Liberia quickly from the market. What all this did not do, the freight 
rates finished. So sugar did not pay m Liberia and other crops rose and fell 
in the same way. 

As I look back and recall the days, which I have called great — the occa- 
sions in which I have taken part and which have had for me and others the 
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widest significance, I can remember none like the first of January, 1924. 
Once I took my bachelor’s degree before a governor, a great college presi- 
dent, and a bishop of New England. But that was rather personal in its 
memory than in any way epochal. Once before the assembled races of the 
world I was called to speak in London in place of the suddenly sick Sir 
Harry Johnston. It was a great hour. But it was not greater than the day 
when I was presented to the President of the Negro Republic of Liberia. 

Liberia had been resting under the shock of world war into which the 
Allies forced her. She had asked and been promised a loan by the United 
States to bolster and replace her stricken trade. She had conformed to every 
preliminary requirement and waited when waiting was almost fatal. It was 
not simply money, it was world prestige and protection at a time when the 
little republic was sorely beset by creditors and greedy imperial powers. At 
the last moment, an insurgent Senate peremptorily and finally refused the 
request and strong recommendation of President Wilson and his advisers, 
and the loan was refused. The Department of State made no statement to 
the world, and Liberia stood naked, not only well-nigh bankrupt, but pe- 
culiarly defenseless amid scowling and unbelieving powers. 

It was then that the United States made a gesture of courtesy; a little 
thing, and merely a gesture, but one so unusual that it was epochal. Presi- 
dent Coolidge, at the suggestion of William H. Lewis, a leading colored 
lawyer of Boston, named me, an American Negro traveler. Envoy Extraor- 
dinary and Minister Plenipotentiary to Liberia — ^the highest rank ever given 
by any country to a diplomatic agent in black Africa And it named this 
Envoy the special representative of the President of the United States to the 
President of Liberia, on the occasion of his inauguration, charging the 
Envoy with a personal word of encouragement and moral support. It was 
a significant action. It had in it nothing personal Another appointee would 
have been equally significant. But Liberia recognized the meaning. She 
showered upon the Envoy every mark of appreciation and thanks. The Com- 
mander of the Liberian Frontier Force was made his special aide, and a 
sergeant, his orderly At ten a.m. New Year’s morning, 1924, a company of 
the Frontier Force, in red fez and khaki, presented arms before the Ameri- 
can Legation and escorted Solomon Porter Hood, the American Minister 
Resident, and myself as Envoy Extraordinary and my aide to the Presiden- 
tial Mansion — a beautiful, white, verandaed house, waving with palms and 
fronting a grassy street. 

Ceremonials are old and to some antiquated and yet this was done with 
such simplicity, grace and seriousness that none could escape its spell. The 
Secretary of State met us at the door, as the band played the impressive 
Liberian national hymn, and soldiers saluted: 

All haiP Liberia, hail I 

In union strong, success is sure. 
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We cannot fail. 

With God above, 

Our rights to prove, 

We will the world assail. 

We mounted a broad stairway and into a great room that stretched across 
the house. Here m semi-circIe were ranged the foreign consuls and the 
cabinet — the former in white, gilt with orders and swords; the latter in 
solemn black. Present were England, France, Germany, Spain, Belgium, 
Holland, and Panama, to be presented to me m order of seniority by the 
small brown Secretary of State with his perfect poise and ease. Tbe Presi- 
dent entered — frock<oated with the star and ribbon of a Spanish order on 
his breast. The American Minister introduced me, and I said. 

“The President of the United States has done me the great honor of 
designating me as his personal representative on the occasion of your in- 
auguration. In so doing, he has had, I am sure, two things in mind. First, 
he wished publicly and unmistakably to express before the world the interest 
and solicitude which the hundred million inhabitants of the United States 
of America have for Liberia. Liberia is a child of the United States, and a 
sister Republic. Its progress and success is the progress and success of democ- 
racy everywhere and for all men; and the United States would view with 
sorrow and alarm any misfortune which might happen to this Republic and 
any obstacle that was placed in her path.” 

And now a word about the African himself — ?ibout this primitive black 
man. I began to notice a truth as I entered southern France. I formulated 
It in Portugal. I knew it as a great truth one Sunday in Liberia. And the 
Great Truth was this, efficiency and happiness do not go together in 
modern culture. Going souih from London, as the world darkens it gets 
happier Portugal is deliciously dark. Many leading citizens would have 
difficulty keeping off a Georgia “Jim Crow” car. But, oh, how lovely a land 
and how happy a people' And so leisurely. Little use of trying to shop seri- 
ously in Lisbon before eleven. It isn’t done. Nor at noon; the world is 
lunching or lolling in the sun. Even after four p.m. one takes chances, for 
the world is in the Rocio And the banks are so careless and the hotels so 
leisurely. How delightfully angry Englishmen get at the “damned, lazy” 
Portuguese! 

But if this of Portugal, what of Africa? Here darkness descends and 
rests on lovely skins until brown seems luscious and natural. There is sun- 
light m great gold globules and soft, heavy-scented heat that wraps you like 
a garment. And laziness; divine, eternal languor is right and good and true. 
I remember the morning; it was Sunday, and the night before we heard 
the leopards crying down there. Today beneath the streaming sun we went 
down into the gold-green forest. It was silence — silence the more mysterious 
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because bfe abundant and palpitating pulsed all about us and held us drowsy 
captives to the day. Ahead the gaunt missionary strode, alert, afire, with his 
gun. He apologized for the gun, but he did not need to, for I saw the print 
of a leopard’s hind foot. A monkey sentinel screamed, and I heard the whir 
of the horde as they ran. 

Then we came to the village; how can 1 describe it^ Neither London, 
nor Paris, nor New York has anythmg of its delicate, precious beauty. It 
was a town of the Veys and done in cream and pale purple — still, clean, 
restrained, tiny, complete. It was no selfish place, but the central abode of 
fire and hospitality, clean-swept for wayfarers, and best seats were bare. 
They quite expected visitors, morning, noon, and night; and they gave our 
hands a quick, soft grasp and talked easily. Their manners were better than 
those of Park Lane or Park Avenue. Oh, much better and more natural. 
They showed breeding. The chief’s son — tall and slight and speaking good 
English — ^had served under the late Colonel Young. He made a little speech 
of welcome. Long is the history of the Veys and comes down from the 
Eastern Roman Empire, the great struggle of Islam and the black empires 
of the Sudan. 

We went on to other villages — dun<olored, not so beautiful, but neat 
and hospitable.. In one sat a visiting chief of perhaps fifty years m a derby 
hat and a robe, and beside him stood a shy young wife done in ebony and 
soft brown, whose liquid eyes would not meet ours. The chief was taciturn 
until we spoke of schools. Then he woke suddenly — ^hc had children to 
"give” to a school. 

I see the last village fading away; they are plastering the wall of a home, 
Idsurely and carefully. They smiled a good-by — not effusively, with no 
eagerness, with a simple friendship, as we glided under the cocoa trees and 
into the silent forest, the gold and silent forest. 



Louis Golding 

Louts Golding (i8gs- ), novelist, essayist, traveler, lecturer, u an 
English Jew who writes with quiet fervor of travels in the homeland 
of his race, Hts visit to the Zionist colony of Am Charod, Itlfe Sholem 
Asch's story, “A Peculiar Gift," shares the adventure of pioneers upon 
the frontier of an ancient culture reborn. 


BY THE WATERS OF GIDEON 

THE colony of Am Charod* m Esdraelon was 
the first Jewish colony I ahghted upon in Palestine. Whatsoever stage it 
had attained, whatever its character might be, it was something more than 
a collection of wooden shacks or stone houses, flanked by outhouses, topped 
by cisterns and grain-elevators. Obviously a traveller may meet settlements 
like these, more comfortable or less, in the backwoods and waste places of 
any new country between Australia and Alaska. But Palestine is not a new 
country. It is an ancient, an exhausted country. The backwoodsman on the 
Gold Coast has a simple enough proposition to tackle. He must make his 
holding work. Sometimes the actual physical job he has set himself is more 
desperate than anything the Palestinian has to tackle (though it is possible 
that certain of the tasks undertaken by the Jews in malarial marshes and 
upon salty dunes are actually as formidable as any in the lands of virgin 
colonization). If the backwoodsman does not make his holding work, he is 
either ruined or will pack up his traps and trek further. 

But if the Jewish colonist whom the traveller comes upon in Palestine 
IS ruined — I take him genencally for the moment — ^then the greatest oppor- 
tunity IS ruined which history has afforded his race. I would not care to 
speculate what the effect would be of this failure upon the race itself. The 
race seems impervious to rum. But it seems arguable that the consumma- 
tion which Tiglath-Pilescr and Haman, Titus and Torquemada * failed to 
achieve, m which the captain of them all, Adolf Hitler, will be frustrated, 
might follow upon a blow aimed by the race itself at its own heart. It is pos- 
sible that the conditions under which the experiment is being initiated, and 
will be for a time continued, are of such a nature that the experiment is 
doomed to failure — those conditions external to the race, I mean, such as the 
complex of political relationships iit which the Jewish experiment is noth- 

1 am, a well or spring (Hebrew) 

^ Assyrian, Persian, Roman and Spanish enemies of the Jewish people. 
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ing more than one of the hundred constituent elements. I mean also the 
domestic problem involved by the established existence in this country of a 
large population with entirely different instincts and standards. Such condi- 
tions as these may doom the experiment to failure — or the essential character 
of the Jewish race, which may, during the two thousand years in which it 
has not occupied this country, have totally unfitted itself for such an occu- 
pation a second time. 

Whatever the cause of failure might be, it might be questioned whether 
the race itself could survive it with the ancient vitality, or even survive at all 
for long. Acute, diplomacy and hard manual labour, united with every sort 
of moral and spiritual fervour, would all have been exercised and all have 
proved fruitless. A nucleus of piety might persist for a time, believing as of 
old in the personal intervention of Jehovah and the physical appearance of 
a Messiah, but this, too, would slowly bleed to death. Or it would petrify 
into a curiosity, like the Joanna Southcott Christians or the Samaritans of 
Nablus. It would not have the intellectual and spiritual prestige which would 
hold together the elements scattered throughout every city in every country. 
During a certain century or the century after, there would be no Jews, It 
would not be relevant here to decide whether this might be fortunate or 
unfortunate. I cannot help feeling it would be very dull. 

It was with some such consciousness that I found myself with certain 
friends approaching the colony of Ain Charod, which is a \vutzah, a com- 
munal group, in the Valley of Esdraelon The toneless sun of \hamsin ® lay 
upon the morose crags; the sparse olives held out their leaves stifHy, like 
metal sculpture. The accidents of the landscape were eliminated in that uni- 
fying air. They had no contours which were not majestic. On the projecting 
branch of a holm-oak perched a black and white stork, solitary, the genius 
of that evening, presenting impartially the Yea or Nay, the Life or Death, 
which It is for them who plough the thin furrows of Esdraelon to choose, 
affirm, and establish. 

We had descended from the last low hills of Samaria. We lurched over 
a region of no tracks. The and unfructified earth humped itself into a 
mound of uneven desolation. So lamentable it seemed that the mean beasts 
of the desert, jackal and hyena and the hatchet-jawed lizard, might have 
spurned it, sooner seeking out for themselves rifts in solid rock, which is 
earth’s own proud substance, rather than permit their homes to be in a dump 
of mud, so lousy and forlorn. 

But the lights in the colony of Am Charod shone imperturbably, blocked 
out against the hill-side of Gilboa. So we lurched and stumbled over the 
barrenness, recognizing in these lights not merely a beacon to us benighted 
wanderers in Esdraelon, but a beacon to wanderers in the tortuous ghettos, 
a beacon that outshone for jaded eyes the blind lights of Broadway. 

' khamsin, a hot and sultry wind from the Sahara (Arabic) 
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And of a sudden woods were about us, and the coolness that is in woods 
even upon the days of \hamstn. There was the sound of water also, and this 
was the Well of Charod where Gideon was encamped over against the 
Midianites, and, bidding his troops drink, chose out of them those that drank 
decently and alertly* 

Two young men came forward to meet us, secmg our lights and hear- 
ing our engines, as we sivung out of the eucalyptus-grove. One of these 
limped, for he had a wooden leg. He had lost his own fighting in the Jewish 
Legion, in Palestine here, against the Turks. It seemed to me appropriate 
and touching that it should be upon Jewish land that he must henceforth 
stump on his wooden leg, in the country where he had himself suffered 
grievous loss, and his brother had his head shot from his shoulders. It was 
Jewish land in Palestine for the purchase of which the pennies of little 
sempstresses no less than the thousands of rich merchants had been con- 
tributed. It was a purchase effected under the sanction of England, with the 
assembled nations agreed upon that sanction. The young soldier of the Jews 
had been luckier than others. They had removed his leg from the groin, but 
Fate had afforded him great consolation. His companion came forward, 
blinking through spectacles, and with more than a hint of bent back and 
stooping shoulders. Though he follow the plough another score or twoscore 
years his shoulders will never be quite straightened. Once, for days and 
nights, almost without pause, he studied physics and chemistry in his small 
attic. He passed his degrees with gold medals. But he heard Gideon’s water 
calling under the flank of Gilboa and he swept his papers aside and came 
over to be one of the new warriors. His shoulders will never be straight; 
but I saw his small boy in the kindergarten next day, and heaven knows 
that all the nurseries of Eton house no small child with straighter limbs. 

In the dimng-hall of that colony of Am Charod, there was a collection 
of the world’s vastest tea-pots. When the last mouthful of tea had been 
drained through the last cube of sugar the colonists, and 1 amongst them, 
arose to wander among the groves of the colony in the cool of the evening. 
As we followed the course of the stream coming down from Gideon’s grotto, 
we heard no noise at all but the water whispering and the branches of the 
eucalyptus shaking in the misty moonlight. And it was only when we sat 
down by the small bridge which leads over into the deeper wood, that we 
became aware that a third sound was added to these, where a group of 
young people were gathered together in a small clearing beyond the bank. 
The moonlight striking through the branches diapered them curiously with 
light and shade, and they looked more like a flat abstract pattern than a 
living group. It took some moments to resolve them into a company of 
young men in black blouses and girls in white frocks gathered about the 

* Judges vii 
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knees of an older man, whose voice, likewise, did not immediately detach 
itself from the consonance of leaves and water. He spoke unhurriedly like 
those, and in Hebrew. Only slowly the drift of his exposition became clear 
to our friend from Galicia, who thereon whispered to me what its burden 
was. He was expounding the Republic of Plato, the correct meaning of JOS' 
tice and injustice, and their reference to practical living not merely in the 
ideal state of Socrates, but in a community, for instance, like this of Ain 
Charod. 

I do not recall many experiences so beautiful as that group and that 
moonlit moment, nor any so pregnant with philosophy. It seemed to me 
that those young folk had transcended both Plato and Lenm; they had tern- 
pered the feverish Russian empinasm mto a Greek graciousness. They had 
condensed the mists of Platonic idealism into a concrete and living organism. 
They were a thousand years ahead of, and a thousand years behind, all con- 
temporary politics. But as between Russia and Athens, they seemed to me 
nearer to Athens. Who else governed this sodality of theirs but their phi- 
losophers? It certainly was not he who had the brawniest arms, nor he who 
had most wealth, for none of them had any wealth which did not belong 
to all. It was not an academic philosophy that ruled their destinies, but a 
natural wisdom. I could not but recall Plato’s earlier symposium as I listened 
to that level voice in the clearing of the eucalyptus-wood. This was not 
Esdraelon, but Piraeus, whither Socrates had repaired for the festival, with 
Glaucon, his friend. There was talk of a further festival that same evening, 
and I could not determine whether the Jewish lads and girls were to carry 
pitchers with candles in them or the young Greeks were to race on horse- 
back, handing their torches to each other. 

“None the less,” said Polimarchus, who was born in Prague, “we can 
go out and watch it after dinner, and many of the young men here will join 
our party and we shall talk.” 

So Socrates stayed, and the young jjeoplc gathered about him. “And 
what do you consider,” asked Socrates, “to be the greatest advantage in the 
possession of riches For they have no possessions in Ain Charod, and they 
do not seem unhappy on that account. And Socrates himself, who was born 
in Ekatennoslav, took up the reply. And the language he spoke in was not 
Greek, but Hebrew, that evenmg of misty moonlight by Gideon’s stream in 
Esdraelon. 



Anne Morrow Lindbergh 

Foreseeing that the day would come when pioneering m the air would 
be a thing of the past, Anne Morrow Lindbergh {19OJ- ), daughter 

of Dwight Morrow and wife of Charles A. Lindbergh, has set down in 
her booths. North to the Orient and Listenl the Wind, a first-hand re- 
port of her sensations. In a foreword to the latter boo\ her husband 
has written, "As time passes, the perfection of machinery tends to in- 
sulate man from contact with the elements in which he lives!’ But in 
these bo6\s, day and night, air and water, and above all, wind are 
\eenly redized and enjoyed. The following chapter is part of the story 
of a trans-Atlantic flight from Africa to Brazil in December, rpjj. In 
Mrs. Lindbergh’s deft and delicate art the scientific age is changed to 
poetry. 


“LISTEN! THE WIND IS RISING” 

Listen! the wind is rising, 
and the air is wild with leaves — 

I WAS lying on my bed in Government House, in the middle of the after- 
noon, learning 'poetry. There was nothing else to do. Everything was done. 
My husband was asleep. The plane was in shape. We were packed up, ready 
to go. And I was resting. We needed the rest for we were going to try again 
tonight, our last attempt to fly to South America from Bathurst. 

“Could we take oflF tomorrow night?” I had asked my husband in the 
morning 

“Yes,” he had said, doubtfully, “but that’s about the last.” 

“Well, you could still take off at daybreak, couldn’t you?” I had pur- 
sued. 

“No— you see the moon rises later every night. There wouldn’t be any 
moon at all when we reached South America.’* 

I hesitated — that last question, “Could you get off now with no wind?” 

“Almost!” he had said. 

It was tonight, then, or — well, better not think about it. Rest; sleep; 
learn poetry. I opened my pocket scrapbook. 

Listenl the wind is rising, 
and the air is wild with leaves — 

I had copied those lines as we left England, in October; when the last 
of the dahlias hung clumsy golden heads above their blackened stalks; when 
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leaves rose in gusty flames into the sky, lifting a whole tree before your eyes, 
bodily. It seemed, into the air. Elm and oak and beech— to think of them 
here gave me some of the peace of England. 

wc have had our summer evenings — 

(Like long English meadows, rolling out to the sky. There was strength in 
having them behind your back.) 

now for October eves' 

It might help, too. Poetry did, sometimes, fillmg up the mind. I might 
need it tonight, bobbing up and down under the stars, or even plunging 
ahead through the dark sky, over the dark ocean — if we got off — 

The great beech-trees lean forward, 
and strip like a diver — 

(Bright copper leaves, turned up this way and that, burning like coals, under 
foot.) 

and strip like a diver. We — 

That was enough, really. The rest was not for us. 

... We 

had better turn to the Are, 
and shut our minds to the sea — 

We couldn’t do that — not yet, anyway. Wc still had work to do. 

where the ships of youth are running 
close-hauled on the edge of the wind — 

Oh — if only we had a wind like that' A wind you could bite into, a 
wind you could pull hard against, as you could in a boat, heeled over, the 
sail taut, bowed to the water; the tiller hard against your aching arm; your 
feet braced on the leeward seat; your cheeks in the wind, warm and tingling 
underneath but firm and chilled on the surface — like fruit. And the sound 
of water, rushing, gurgling, racing, tearing under you. 

where the ships of youth are running 
close-hauled on the edge of the wind, 
with all adventure before them . . } 

Yes, but that was the Maine coast I was thinking of. And this was 
Africa. There was the mosquito net over my head. Here was the white air- 
less rtxim. It was time for tea. And after tea, a drive to the Cape, and after 
that, supper, and after that— 

Listen I the wind is rising — 

* Humbert Wolfe, “Autumn Resignauon.” 
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I got up and dressed. I had tea. My husband went down to the bay. 

“Is there anything to do?” I asked. 

“No,” he said. “But I think I’ll just go down and look over the plane.” 

I knew how he felt — anything to fill up the afternoon. 

The Governor’s wife was taking me for a drive to the gardens where 
we were the other night. (There, at least, there will be a wind!) We got 
out and walked in the dusty shade of trees. (“The great beech-trees lean 
forward — ”) But these were not beech. They were Casuarina, with long 
whip-like branches spraying above our heads. They were spiny palm and 
strange gray-leaved trees whose name I did not know. The dry turf crackled 
under our feet. Spikes of cactus speared the sunshine. There was not a 
breath of wind, even here. The tangled creepers dripped their yellow flowers, 
motionless in the still air. Insects rasped out their songs like sawdust. And 
small metallic<olored birds flicked brightly from one shrub of oleander to 
another, the only sign of life in that lifeless garden. 

I could hardly look at the birds, at the lancet-leaved oleanders, at the 
trees, strangled with ropes of vine. Like someone in love, all sights, all ob- 
jects, led back to one thing in my mind. As one might say, “But he is not 
here to see them,” I could only think, “But there is no wind, even here.” 
I could only see that the vines hung listless from their branches. There was 
not a tremor in the ferns. 

We climbed into the car and started back to Government House Even 
the artificial breeze from our speed was a relief, although one could tell 
nothing from that, of course. Out of the window I watched the tops of 
palms against the sky, and, as we crossed a river, the small boats (“close- 
hauled on the edge of the wind — ”) But they were not close-hauled. Their 
sails were slack and dimpled untidily, making no headway. There was no 
wind. The dust on the road, the smoke from distant huts, the ripples in a 
marsh — everything, I watched. And finally I was looking at the limp flag, 
wrapped around the pole outside of Government House. We were back 
again. 

I spoke at last, like a sick person who can no longer control his obsession. 

“I am afraid there is very little wind this evening,” I said, dry-mouthed. 

“Oh, you can’t tell from here,” said the Governor’s wife, anxiously, 
“we’ll go down to the pier and look.” 

We hurried across the road and walked out over the water. It felt cooler 
there but the bay was glassy. I held up my hand. 

“No, there isn’t a brea^ of wind,” I said. 

“There is a little,” said the Governor’s wife, “but I can’t tell from 
where.” She turned to face the harbor mouth. 

I pulled out my handkerchief. “We can see,” 1 said, “if there is any — ” 
The handkerchief hung down limply, swinging slightly from my hand. 
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“No, there isn’t enough to lift a handkerchief.” And to myself I thought, 
what a heavy thmg a handkerchief is! 

We walked back across the road. 

“You see, it’s our last chance tonight,” I said, “tomorrow the moon 
won’t be bright enough. If we can’t get off tonight — well, we’ll just have to 
change our plans.” 

“But you can’t tell yet,” urged the Governor’s wife kindly, “the wind 
may come up after sunset.” 

“Yes, of course,” I said, but I did not feel hopeful. I went up to my 
room and tried to write, to read, to rest. 

Listen I the wind is rising, 
and the air — 

But it wasn't rising. It was completely dead. Why did I learn that 
poem? I couldn’t get it out of my head now. It would taunt me the rest of 
the evening. It would go on singing inanely in my head no matter what 
happened. Calm yourself. Learn something else, something quieting. Get 
out the little scrapbook. 

Brave flowers — chat I could gallant it like you. 

And be as little vain! 

You come abroad, and make a harmless show — * 

No, that was too difficult. It would never come to you in a crisis. Only 
the first line rolled out like a banner: 

Brave flowers — that I could gallant it like you — 

Fifteen minutes, a half-hour, three-quarters passed It was after sunset. 
I could stay in no longer. I would go out to the pier again. You couldn’t 
tell, sometimes everything changed in a second and started rolling the right 
way. It might be happening right now. This might be the very second, the 
knife edge, when the wind changed. It would do no harm to go and see. 

I slipped out of my room quietly and walked in a firm taut step down 
the stairs and through the halls— the kind of step you used in a dream when 
you wished to. hurry from the person behind, but it would be fatal to run. 
Down the steps of Government House, out of the driveway. Not in a hurry 
at all, just a nice brisk walk. Once out m the road, I could clip along faster; 
It was dark. And when I reached the pier, I was running, my feet clump- 
mg down the boardwalk. Yes, it was cooler, definitely cooler, but — (“Sister 
Anne, Sister Anne, do you see anyone coming?” Old fairy talcs, old rhymes, 
raced through my mind. “Flounder, Flounder, in the seal”) was there a 
wind? I took out my handkerchief, crumpled whiteness in the dark. It 
hung from my hand; it swayed; it fluttered; it pulled gently away from me. 

* Heniy King, “A Contemplation upon Flowers." 
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It leaned upon a breath of air. Yes, yes, it had changed! Oh— “Listen! the 
wind is rising, and the air — ” 

I ran back to Government House and burst into the room. My husband 
had just come back from the bay. 

“The wmd has changed,” I panted, out of breath, ‘Tve just been down 
to the pier. There’s enough to lift a handkerchief!” 

“Good,” he said, “I’ll go down with you and see.” 

We walked down side by side, across the road again, I pushing my steps 
ahead to keep up with his long ones. Yes, there was a wind. Two handker- 
chiefs fluttered from the pier. It occurred to me, an aftermath to my excite- 
ment, that a wind that could lift a handkerchief might not be able to lift a 
plane. Still, it was a good sign. There was definitely a change. And there 
might be more when the moon came up. 

We went back to dinner. The Governor toasted our success. I won- 
dered — for the third time — if that would be the last. We said good-by. 

“We’ll probably see you at breakfast, though,” we laughed in bravado. 

The Governor’s wife squeezed both my hands. 

“Send us a cable, will you, when you get there?” said the Governor, 
f Casual, taking it for granted. How British — how grand of him!) 

“Yes, we will, good-by, thank you.” 

We walked out to the pier again. The moon was up, low and reddish 
on the horizon, and terribly squashed m, since last night. It looked lopsided 
and bruised, like a misshapen pear. I was shocked. How fast it changed. 
This was certainly the last night we could use it. But the wind was a little 
stronger. That helped. 

We went back to the house. There was nothing more to do. Our things, 
a small handful only, were rolled into the bottom of the white canvas sack. 
The rest of our clothes lay on the pile of discarded equipment. My husband 
took only the suit he was wearing. I had, besides my flying clothes, one silk 
dress, a pair of stockings and a hnen hat, wound up in a roll. Altogether 
we had about twelve ounces in the bottom of the white sack. It was tucked 
away now. We were ready to go. 

But we could not leave until the moon was high; we needed all the light 
we could get for our take-off. We lay dowm and waited for the minutes to 
pass. The house was still. Everyone else had settled for the night. It had not 
started for us — ^not yet. Wait, wait, wait — ^my heart hammered m my throat: 

with all adventure before them — 
with all adventure . . . 

At ten-twenty the tall house-boy, Samiker, knocked on the door for our 
luggage. Luggage? We had none. Only the half-empty white sack, my radio 
bag, an extra shirt and sweater, and the helmets. He shouldered the limp 
bag silently and went out. The small open car was at the door. We climbed 
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in the back quietly. Samiker jumped in after us. It wasn’t necessary fot him 
to come, but I was glad because I felt he cared. And it was nice to have 
around you people who cared, even if they said nothing. We started off. 
Radio bag? Helmets? Lunch? Yes. Samiker sat in front with the white 
sack. We bumped through the dimly lighted streets. People were closing up 
for the night, ^meone pushed open a shutter above our heads, as we passed, 
and leaned down out of a lighted window to see what it was. Oh, I 
thought — looking up for one flashing second at the bright wmdow, at the 
dark hand stretched out carelessly to draw back the shutters — oh, if only it 
were as casual as that to usi 

The car sighed to a stop in front of the closed gates. The sleepy guard 
came out and let us through. (“Listen* the wind is rising — ” There was not 
a breath, not a breath on shore.) We climbed into the leaky rowboat. 
Samiker sat down behind us with the white sack. The water sucked and 
slopped around our feet. (“ — and the air is wild with leaves” — no wind — ^no 
wind.) The boy at the oars coughed painfully. We pushed slowly ahead 
toward the indistinct form of the plane. 

There was a fair light from the moon. I could see the captain of the 
port sitting in a small rowboat near us. There was more wind out here. I 
turned my head to let it blow back my hair. 

“There’s as much wind as the morning we tried before, Charles,” I said 
as we touched the side of the plane. 

“But not as much as the night?” He climbed out of the boat. 

“No — I had on my sweater that night ” 

We started to arrange the cockpits, to pump out the pontoons, those 
endless small jobs we had done so many times before. But tonight, it was 
the last lime, they took on an incredible importance. They were lit with an 
intensity of feeling and stood out like the smallest branches of trees at 
night in a bright crack of lightning. I knelt on the nose of the pontoon and 
held the flashlight while my husband pumped. The water sloshed out m 
regular gasps. “All right, now, the anchor box.” Words, too, seemed weighted 
beyond their usual freight of feeling. He took some putty and worked it 
with his fingers along the edges of the hatch. “That ought to keep the water 
out.” The circle of light followed his fingers as they moved, deftly and 
swiftly up and down. 

It was very still. I drummed with my fingernails on the light metal 
under me. "First in war — First in peace — First in the hearts of his countxtc 
men " my fingernails beat out the rhythm in the stillness. Ping, pmg, ping; 
ping, ping, ping. Was there no other sound? Listen, listen, listen— listen, the 
wind IS rising — 

My husband looked up from his work. “There’s about a five-mile wind 
right now,” he called across the water. 
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The capuin of the port held up his hand in the dim moonlight. “You 
air-folk must look at it differently,” he drawled back good-naturedly. 

“Why? What would you call it?” We stopped bolt still, and listened. 
(“ — and the air is wild with leaves — 

“Almost a dead calm!” 

We laughed and bent over the pontoons again. Ping, pmg, pmg. Ping, 
pmg, ping, "First in the hearts of his countrtc men." 

But there was more wind, I thought, as I climbed into the cockpit. There 
was enough for me to put my sweater on. “Charles, there’s enough wind for 
me to put my sweater on I” But he could not hear. He was untying the lan- 
tern, now the bridle. 

“If we come back, we’ll want these,” he said, “otherwise — ” The end of 
his sentence was lost in the moonlight, like the shores, like the trees. 

He stood up to say good-by. “Well, we’ll have another try.” 

He swung up into the cockpit. He started the engine. 

I felt under my feet for obstructions; saw that the control wires were 
free; sat on my extra shirt, stuffed the lunch in the aluminum case; put the 
radio bag in the seat beside me. There now, fasten the belt. Ready. 

We pushed out into the bay. It was not such a strange world tonight. 
We had been here before. I greeted old landmarks. There were the lights of 
the town. There was the path of the moon. 

( — where the ships of youth arc running 

close-hauled on the edge of the wind — ) 

If only there were a wind. There was more out in the bay, but it was 
not as rough as the other night. Still, we were about two hundred pounds 
lighter We taxied over our take-off stretch. We tried out the engine; we 
throttled down; we swung into the wind That pause for breath. The last 
look out: the palms outlined dimly above the town; the moon, a bright path 
ahead; and the wind — ^the wind was rising — 

“All set.?” 

“All right." 

Here we go. Hold on. The roar, the spray over the wings. Look at your 
watch. Won’t be more than two minutes. Then you’ll know. You can stand 
two minutes. Look at your watch. That’s your job. Listen — ^listen — the spray 
has stopped. We are spanking along. We are up on the step — ^faster, faster — 
oh, much faster than before. Sparks from the exhaust. We’re going to get 
off! But how long it takes. Spank, spank — we’re off? Not yet — ^spank — 
almost. Splutter, choke — the engine? My God— it’s coming then-^eath. 
He’s going on just the same. We’re off — no more spanks. Splutter — splutter. 
What is wrong? Will he turn? Will we land? The wobble pump? Gas? 
Mixture? Never mind, your job, the watch. Just two, Greenwich. Yes — 
we’re off— we’re rising. But why start off with an engine like that ? 
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But it smooths out now, like a long sigh, like a person breathing easily, 
freely. Like someone singing ecstatically, climbing, soarmg — sustained note 
of power and joy. We turn from the hghts of the city; we pivot on a dark 
wing; we roar over the earth. The plane seems exultant now, even arrogant. 
We did It, we did itl We’re up, above you. We were dependent on you just 
now, River, prisoners fawning on you for favors, for wind and light. But 
now, we are free. We are up; we are off. We can toss you aside, you there, 
way below us, a few lights in the great dark silent world that is ours — ^for 
we are above it 


Hudson Strode 

In an age when travel by airplane has become a commonplace, it u still 
permitted to thrill to the accounts of those tiavelers for whom nothing 
IS commonplace. Such a traveler is Hudson Strode (iSgj- ), Pro- 
fessor of English at the University of Alabama, whose South by Thun- 
derbird dramatizes the airways of South America 


WINGS ACROSS THE ANDES 

A TELEPHONE’S buzzing waked Norbourne. 
It was the alarum bell to a longed-for adventure The weather was propi- 
tious. The voice said the plane would fly over the Andes this morning. In 
a moving picture he had once watched airplanes sailing through the icy cor- 
ridors of an Andean pass. As the tips of their wings sometimes seemed to 
brush the glistening palisades, he had got gooseflesh from a combination of 
the excitement and beauty. Then and there he had set his heart on experi- 
encing the thrill in the flesh. And now, as he dressed hurriedly and ate the 
breakfast brought to his room, it seemed that all he had seen and heard in 
the past thirty-odd days of travel was like the prelude of a love affair, the 
climax of which would be reached this morning. 

Since two planes were flying today with capacity loads of fourteen pas- 
sengers each, two buses were used to convey the passengers to the airport. 
Because of treacherous weather in the mountains, the Tuesday plane’s flight 
had been postponed once and then again on Wednesday. Except where the 
street lamps cast a glow it was still quite dark. Here and there, out of the 
darkness, singly and in groups, peasants, muffled to the nose and bearing 
baskets of blossoms, rushed to secure the best stalls at the open-air flower 
market. Mme. Thibaud in the front seat hunched her shoulders and shrunk 
her face down into the upturned collar of her fur coat. The temperature 
stood just at freezing point. It was as cold as Santiago gets. Moiseiwitsch 
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sat beside her in heavy-eyed silence. He had never flown before, and he was 
not comfortable in his mind. Besides he was sleepy, for he had been up all 
night playing cards. 

Thibaud was in high spirits. He told Norbourne about Mischa Elman’s 
crossing the Andes when scheduled for a scries of performances in Santiago 
after an engagement in Buenos Aires It was midwinter and there were, of 
course, no trains. Nothing would induce Elman to fly. No statistics of safe 
performances could convince him. So in Mendoza they arranged a mule 
tram to transport him and his luggage over the mountains. The journey 
was far more hazardous than Hannibal had made by elephant over the 
Alps. Three mules gave up the ghost en route. After prolonged days of 
hardship, the battered Elman and what was left of his entourage turned up 
in Santiago. In the meantime Heifetz had hopped a plane in Buenos Aires, 
flown across the continent and over the Cordilleras in live hours, and re- 
ceived an ovation in the capital. 

“In the same number of the Musical Courier" — Mme. Thibaud raised 
her head out of her furs — “appeared a picture of Heifetz jauntily boarding 
the airplane and one of dear Elman uncertainly mounting his ass.” 

At the airport coffee and biscuit were served, while the pilots checked 
their papers and the radio operator got the final report from the lookout 
man on the mountain heights. The activity in the oflice was expeditious, 
smoothly expert, exact, confidence-inspirmg. A clerk reassured Moiseiwitsch. 
“Pan American Grace planes have crossed the Andes 1,899 times with only 
one fatal accident, and that happened m the pioneering days four years ago, 
and was due to lack of knowledge of weather conditions. But now the 
weatherman in The Pass keeps the pilot on the ground unless the condi- 
tions are completely favorable.” 

Norbourne looked over the personnel, those who remained on the 
ground and those who flew. Here, too, they were all youngish. Captam 
Disher, the pilot of the Santa Lucia, the plane Norbourne was to go in, 
was in the early thirties. Captain Parks, the other pilot, was only twenty- 
four. “The handsomest in the service,” said Purser Elliott to an inquiring 
American lady with a twelve-year-old boy. “He’s very skillful — ^and mar- 
ried,” he added, noting her vague wistfulncss as she stared at the dark 
young man with the amiable, adventurous eyes. Norbourne was delighted 
to find that by chance Elliott was again to be his steward. He knew he 
could get ^ide-awake answers to his questions. 

“I’ll warn you when we come to the Christ,” Elliott said. “It’s very 
interesting. In 1904 at the conclusion of a scries of peace pacts and boundary 
agreements between Argentina and Chile, the symbolic figure was placed 
on the boundary between the two countries. The statue was shipped 750 
miles over the mountains by mule back. It’s twenty-six feet tall, and r^sts 
on a granite hemisphere five feet high, with the western continents marked 
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in bronze bas-relief. In the unveiling of the monument, the presiding bishop 
proclaimed, ‘Sooner shall these mountains crumble into dust than Argen- 
tinians and Chileans break the peace sworn at the feet of Christ the Re- 
deemer.’ ” 

“I want to know about the radio man who lives up there in the moun- 
tams.” 

“Ah, Nemsoff. He’s a rare one. A husky young giant. His full name is 
Gregorio Nemsoff. He’s an Argentino born in Russia. You’ll see his hut 
not far from the statue It is built on Argentinian territory forty feet from 
Chilean soil. It’s two miles from the nearest railway station, which is deserted 
in winter. This was the first radio station in the Cordilleras of the Andes 
to communicate with airplanes in flight. From February, 1933, until June, 
1934, Nemsoff lived entirely alone, sending messages to Santiago and Buenos 
Aires and keeping in touch with flyers en route. Sometimes at night hungry 
mountain lions would surround his retreat, attracted by the smell of meat 
kept in the open air for its preservation. Nemsoff says shooting stealthy lions 
in pitch darkness is not exactly fun. If a plane was scheduled to fly next 
morning, he would spend half the night clinging perilously to his ropes 
along the ledges of precipices, noting the direction and intensity of the wind. 
Excuse me — ’’ Elliott was away in a flash on some routine duty. 

Floodlights played on the landing field Like silver dragon flies just 
alighted on a green pool, the two great Douglases were lined up one be- 
hind the other, their twin propellers twirling, their motors making har- 
monious thunder. The chief mechanic announced to Captain Parks that his 
plane was ready. After the second bell, the Thibauds and Moiseiwitsch and 
eleven others followed the captain and co-pilot up the flight of portable 
steps. The field manager lowered his red flag. The plane taxied down the 
field and turned to get into the wind. The white flag was lifted. Skimming 
the turf lightly, kissing it three farewell kisses, the thunderbird plunged 
joyously up into the air like a lark scenting the sunrise. 

Ten minutes later the Santa iMcta's passengers chose their seats. Be- 
fore and behind Norbourne sat young Doctors of Philosophy, one a lecturer 
at Columbia University, the other a professor at Copenhagen. They had 
their laps full of tubes and pumps and charts and diagrams. (Along with 
eight others from world famous umversities, they had been sent by some 
international scientific organization to study the effect of altitude on human 
physiology. The others had remained in the mountains of Bolivia.) These 
gentlemen asked Norbourne to serve as their guinea pig. He consented on 
the promise that when they reached The Pass he would not be encumbered 
with rubber bands on his arms or mtelligence tests on his mind. 

He settled back in his seat and touched the little oxygen tube dangling 
out of the blue enameled wood work under the window frame. It was rare 
that any passenger ever needed oxygen, but sometimes they took a sniff just 



HUDSON STHODE 


367 

for the fun of it or to prevent a headache. Before he realized it, they were 
in the air, headed for Aconcagua. With astounding celerity they climbed 
until they reached an altitude of 15,000 feet. At the scientists’ request, Nor- 
bourne removed his coat. Outside the weather was zero, but the air-condi- 
tioned temperature within was 72®. The professors bt>und the blood pres- 
sure pad about his arm, and pumped, and took the record. 

A quarter of an hour after leavmg the held, the Santa Lucia passed high 
over the foothills of the Cordilleras. At some exact mechanical demarcation 
she swerved to the right as naturally as if turning down a hedged country 
lane. In another minute they had entered the stupendous gap in the moun- 
tains known as The Pass. Norbourne demanded to be unstrapped. He 
walked up the aisle to the front seat on the left, the only one vacant. 

The glory of Aconcagua to the left seemed as close as a New York sky- 
scraper seen from the Battery. Norbourne stood transfixed with enchant- 
ment. Everywhere was eternal whiteness — the blue-tinctured whiteness of 
ice and diamonds, an intensely clean whiteness with subtle shadows of 
aquamarine and sapphire that shifted enchantmgly before the vast crystal 
alcoves. A few thousand feet beneath, the gallery’s pavement was the pur- 
plish color of wet violets. 

Purser Elliott pointed out peaks and promontories, called them by name, 
enumerated their respective altitudes. It was as if one applied geography to 
a mystical vision of Blake. The Indians say that only on the crest of the 
Andes can one talk with God. This corridor of carved crystal through which 
they tore like the west wind might have been the approach to heaven’s 
throne. On either side chalky pencils of cathedral spires wrote Andean 
choruses on the fresh morning’s azure slate. And directly in front of them 
the youthful sun god, hurling gold-feathered darts of light, rose to meet 
the thunderbird. 

Though they could not see the other plane which had taken off )ust 
before they did, the captain knew exactly where it was. “When there are 
two planes in The Pass, the respective radio operators keep in constant 
touch with each other, giving their exact position by squares on the map 
of the charted territory.’’ Purser Elliott showed Norbourne on the map the 
spot where the other plane was at the moment. “Most people have the idea 
that The Pass is a narrow way,” he said. "As you see, it’s miles wide.” 

But to Norbourne it looked like a tunnel. Once he involuntarily tensed 
all his muscles. “Aren’t they going to hit that left bank there he cautioned. 

Elliott smiled. “It’s a good three miles away.” 

Norbourne looked down on land where no man had set foot, where so 
small a proportion of the world’s people would ever set eye. It was exciting 
to be breathing in such an age when the most ordinary of mortals had the 
privilege of acting a part that only a few of the greatest of the ancient seers 
played in their most extravagant dreams. 
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Elliott touched his arm and he went back to his seat for a better view 
of the famous Christ they were approaching. Beneath, like a figurine in 
ivory, stood a gigantic statue of the Lord, the right hand raised in benedic- 
tion, the left clasping a cross that emended high above the head. In the 
shadow of the lonely Christ stood the diminutive stone hut of Nemsoff. 
There, companioned only by howling pumas and the shadow of the silent 
Christ with cyclonic winds thundering out mad symphonies, the young 
giant lived in Olympian isolation, controlling — with his finger tips and his 
voice— the trans-continental movements of mail and men. 

Disher kindly circled about the statue and the station once again for 
the passengers’ better view. “Whenever possible,” Elliott said to Norbourne, 
as they looked down through the frosty windows, “magazines and bundles 
of newspapers are thrown from the planes to Gregorio to enlighten his 
monotonous routine. Sometimes we can see him dashing down the moun- 
tain side like a wild goat in his eagerness to get them. In the summer he 
once brought back two women from an Argentine village to cheer his lone- 
liness. But it proved unsatisfactory. The women couldn’t adjust themselves 
to harem ways and fought for his sole affections at the very feet of the Peace- 
maker. So he got rid of them both, and on good days when no planes were 
scheduled to fly he would radio that he was signing off to go to the village 
to get a haircut. The operators in Mendoza and Santiago would smile and 
call out into the oflice: ‘Nemsoff has gone for a haircut.’ Everybody knew 
what It meant.” 

"What IS that other house?” Norbourne asked, noticing another simple 
structure alongside the first. 

“That’s the new meteorological station the Argentinian Government 
constructed. Gregorio ^ is no longer entirely alone ” 

Norbourne strained his eyes, hoping to catch a glimpse of that modern 
messenger of the gods, whose advice pibts in two countries heeded like the 
word of deity. But nothing stirred except the thunderbird’s shadow which 
passed like a phantom over the invisible boundary out of Chile. 

These hanging gardens of crystal, these blue canyons and white promon- 
tories were no different in quality from the others. But on the maps they 
proclaimed allegiance to Argentina. 

Norbourne, leaning back, recalled how Melville had believed that the 
quality of whiteness enhanced beauty in natural objects like japonicas, 
marble, pearls, because the “quality of whiteness is emblematic of some- 
thing most worthy of reverence and has for man in n ume rable beautiful and 
kindly associations.” Here where the landscape was covered with snow 

^ Since the above was wntten, Gregorio Nemsof! on vacation met his death on the dvihzed 
streets of Mendoza, when his automobile skidded over some weeping willow branches that lay 
across the road after a heavy rain. 
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whiter than samite, he could feel the supernatural implications Hudson 
described. 

The pilot touched the controls hghdy and the thunderbird obeyed his 
silent commands, as if it were a live and intelligent thing. The great snow- 
covered peaks and ridges might have been some white monster that had lain 
there challenging man for generations, as Moby Dick had challenged super> 
stitious seafarers. But now it had been outwitted. The thunderbird flew 
among its tempting treacheries as serenely as a dragonfly passing over a 
clump of white pitcher plants growing by a meadow brook. The wind was 
still now. All nature looked hushed, as if having no ear except for the scien- 
tific sounds emitted from the thunderbird’s great vocal cords. “Man is nor- 
mally scientific and loves to get at the bottom of all mysteries, and yet at 
the same time his older, deeper, primitive, still persistent nature is non- 
scientific and mystical.” Following Hudson’s speculations, Norbourne won- 
dered anew at the change wrought by this miraculous manifestation of in- 
telligent life and power, while the primitive in him remained spellbound 
at the quintessence of whiteness. 

“In a few minutes we begin the descent,” the purser said. Norbourne 
would have restrained them if it had been reasonable and m his power. He 
was loath to return so quickly to the world of pavements, politics, statistics, 
to bargaining and aimless babble. He would have liked to stay in the air 
ail day flying among those immaculate pinnacles and thrilling precipices. 

But the thunderbird knew its business and had no notion of lingering 
in the region of enchantment longer than was necessary. There was inter- 
national mail to be delivered; business men to whom time was money to 
be got to their destinations. The fashionable restaurants of Buenos Aires 
were impatient for the lobsters from Robinson Crusoe’s Island. A lady in 
Buenos Aires whose ship was about to sail for New York was frantic for 
fear her set of false teeth made by a Santiago dentist would not arrive in 
time and she would be condemned to a seventeen days’ milk diet and an 
agony of humiliated vanity. 

The thunderbird tore away from the white draperies of The Pass out 
over a savage undulating plain with tight dry bushes and cactus growing 
in rocky aridity. Rusty condors flapped wide wings above granite boulders. 
Below lay Uspallata where San Martin and his liberty-seeking men began 
their historic climb over a way twice as steep and perilous as that Napoleon 
had negotiated in the Alps. 

Norbourne took one last look back at the majesty of Aconcagua, now 
forty miles away. It lay serene against the blue silk of the sky like an exhibi- 
tion jewel in a show case. Then it vanished from sight like a conjurer’s 
trick, and the thunderbird dropped completely away from the mystery and 
glory, and sailed out over a “meaningless confusion of piled rodts.” 

In a state of semi-intoxication Norbourne returned to his seat. The 
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(Columbia Ph.D. and the Copenhagen Ph.D. put him to doing some sort 
of quick co-ordination tests, made him mark horizontal and vertical lines 
in white checkerboard spaces on specimen paper within an allotted time to 
test the effect of the altitude on his brain functioning. 

When he looked out again, they were passing over the dry foothills with 
their stunted trees and shrubs. Almost immediately they were hovering over 
the city of Mendoza that reposed like a summerhouse in the midst of 
illimitable irrigated vineyards, twenty-five hundred feet above the level of 
the sea. The plane descended slowly so that the ear drums of the passengers 
would suffer no discomfort. It was a quarter of an hour after they were in 
sight of Mendoza before the pilot made his imperceptibly smooth landing. 
The whole trip had consumed only one hour of time. As Norbourne set 
foot on earth he knew that never in all his life would any hour of travel 
hold so much. 


Rockwell Kent 

If the name of Rockwell Kent {1882- ) suggests only drawings and 

paintings, one should take note of these wotds of the artist-wnter "/ 
have always loved adventure, and reflecting on it. As a result I have 
needed to paint and, because painting alone was inadequate, to wiite. 
The arts all seem to me much alike in the character that should distin- 
guish them," Certainly there is little difference between the bold rugged 
black-arid-white of Kent’s Arctic scenes and the clarity and strength of 
Wilderness, Voyaging, or N by E. Whatever this man touches beats the 
imprint of his energy and zest for experience. In "Shipwreck" ®/ 

the loss of the small boat in which he suffered disaster on the coast of 
Greenland. 


SHIPWRECK 

THE motion woke me. Where was PI remem- 
bered. Daylight came but faintly through the fo’castle ports, shadowed as 
they were by the dinghy. My clock showed ten-thirty. How I had slept! 

We were rolling violently; a sudden roll, a lurch to starboard. I heard 
steps on deck, voices, the sound of hawser paying out. Oh, well, we’re at 
anchor; and no one has called. I braced my knees agamst the side board of 
the bunk; I had need to. 

Suddenly we were careened so far that I was almost catapulted onto the 
floor. I gut out, dressed hastily and opened the door into the cabin. It was 
broad daylight there. The skipper was in bed. 

“She’s drifting with both anchors,” called the mate from deck. 
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“Give ’em more rope,” answered the skipper. 

I reached the ladder. At that moment something rolled us over, far, far 
down, and held us there; and the green sea came pouring m as if to fill 
the ship. 

“Damn it!” I cried, “and I’d made everything so neatl” 

On deck a hurricane; I’d never felt such wind before. The sea was 
beaten flat, with every wave crest shorn and whipped to smoke; cold spray 
and stinging ram drove over us. 

I helped the mate. “We’ll need the third anchor,” I said, and started aft. 

The skipper appeared “Good, get it out,” he said as I passed him. I 
went below for the last time. 

The spare anchor was knocked down and slowed under the coal sacks 
and provisions in the after hold; it was not easy to come at. Removing the 
companion ladder I set to work. Hard work it was cramped in that narrow 
space on hands and knees. As I dragged the hundred pound sacks out onto 
the cabin floor — always, strangely, careful not to damage anything — I’d look 
up and see the gray sky through the opening above my head. Then one time 
glancing up I saw the brow of the mountain; and always after that more 
mountain showed and less sky. And at last the mountain side itself seemed 
to have moved against the ship and to be towering over it. 

I had laid a lighted cigarette carefully upon the chart table; this, as I 
worked, was always in my mind — that it should not be left to burn the 
wood. And so, from time to time. I’d move it )ust a bit. We were so careful 
of our boat, to mar it in no way! 

But all the while I had been shifting goods and moving sacks of coal; 
so that at last I came to the anchor. It was a large anchor and very heavy. 
I dragged it* out into the cabin 

“Come,” I called to the mate, “and help me get this thing on deck.” 
And as I looked up I saw the mate in his yellow oilskins, bright against the 
near dark mountain side. 

“Not much use now,” said the mate; but he came down 

It was hard work to lift that anchor up, and we seemed not to be very 
strong. “I lose my strength from excitement,” said the mate. I thought that 
I did too — but I didn't say so. 

We lifted the cumbersome affair head high and tumbled it out into the 
cockpit. As I started to follow, a great sea lifted us and rolled us over; I 
hung on, half out of the cabin. And I stared straight at an oncoming wall 
of rock so near astern it seemed about to crush us. The sea rose high against 
It, and broke and became churned water that seethed around us. It cradled 
us and lowered us gently; and the dark land drew quietly away. 

Then came another sea that hurled us and the land together. “Now for 
the crash!” I thought— and I gripped hard and braced myself against it, and 
watched the moment — thrilled by its impending horror. 
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There was no crash— that time. Ever so gently, just as we seemed to 
draw away again, our stern post touched the ledge; so lightly touched it 
that It made no sound, only a little tremor. And the tremor ran through the 
iron keel and the oak, and through the ribs and planking, and through 
every bolt and nail, through every fibre of the boat and us. Maybe we had 
not known that the end had come; now, as if God whispered it, we knew. 

So for a third time we were floated back. 

Then, as if the furies of the sea and wind were freed at last to end 
their coquetry, they lifted us — ^high, high above the ledge — and dropped us 
there. And the impact of that shock was only less than those that followed 
for that half an hour until Direction sank. 

That half an hour I We lay, caught in the angle of a giant step of rock, 
keel on the tread and starboard side against the riser; held there by wind 
and sea; held there to lift and pound; to lift so buoyantly on every wave; 
to drop — crashing our thirteen iron-shod tons on granite. Lift and pound! 
There the perfection of our ship revealed itself; only, that having struck 
]ust once, she ever lived, a ship, to lift and strike again. 

A giant sledge hammer stnkmg a granite mountain; a hollow hammer; 
and within it a man. Picture yourself the man. 1 stayed below, and was. 

Sec me as Adam; set full blown mto that pandemonium of force, his 
world— of wind, storm, snow, rain, hail, lightning and thunder, earthquake 
and flood, hunger and cold, and the huge terrifymg presence of the un- 
known — using his little wit toward self-containedness against the too-much 
of immensity; and quietly — ^for Adam lived — doing the little first-at-hands 
one on another in their natural course, thinking but little and reflecting less. 
Adam and Man; and me in that compacted miniature of man’s universe, 
the cabin of the yacht Direction on the rocks of Greenland. 

We live less by imagination than despite it. 

Matches: They’re in the fo’castle cupboard. I get out a lot. Next: Keep 
’em dry. A big tin on the shelf. Lentils! I pour them out on the floor; — ^no, 
not all; we don’t need all that room for matches. Pack in matches, put on 
the cover. Good. Now something to put the tin into. Sam’s little bag lying 
there; the very thing! Good neckties and white collars! Out with themi 

Put in the tin of matches; add odds and ends of food; close it; that’s 
done. 

Kerosene: Five-gallon tin too big to get ashore. The one-gallon. Buried 
under stores. 

Over the coal sacks into the after storage space. God what a mess! Dig 
in the stores; dig— and find it. Good! 

Alcohol for priming: find it — a small bottle. 

And the Primus stove? Crushed on the floor. 
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There’s another in my pack-sack with pup tent, nest of pots, etc. Under 
the starboard fo’castle bunk. Smothered under spare sails, spare rope, spare 
clothes, painting supplies. Out with everything. Ha! the sack! 

Flour, rice, butter, beans, dried soups, coffee, bacon, chocolate, agarettes: 
fill up the sack with them. Done. 

Chronometers, the beauties! I take them from their boxes and wrap 
them carefully m layer on layer of clothes. I partly fill a duffle bag with 
blankets; put in watches; add the sextant, my silver flute, my movie camera, 
more blankets. 

And this and all the rest, plus now and then a garment or a blanket, I 
pass on deck to the mate. 

“Enough!" I think, with pride. 

“Come out of there,” calls the mate for the fourth time, peering down 
into the havoc of that hold. 

Havoc! It’s no-man’s land; a mass of wreckage: doors, drawers, shelves, 
sheathing, stove lids, pots and pans and crockery, springs, mattresses, tools, 
beans and butter and books, — torn, sphntered, crashed and mashed, lifted 
and churned and hurled again with every shivering impact of the ship. 

Over my writing table in the fo’castle, nailed to a timber, was my sweet- 
heart’s picture. I had not forgotten it. I will take that picture, I had thought, 
tuck it for safety next my skin; and carry it, last thing, ashore with me. 
Then on my return I’ll say, “Look, darling, what I have brought home!’’ 
And I’ll take the picture from over my heart and show it to her. And with 
not so much modesty as to hide my valor I’ll tell how in that hour of con- 
fusion and terror I had thought of her. And what a fine fellow 1 shall be! 

So I now clambered, somehow, back to the fo’castle; found her image 
looking out serenely over the carnage; took her down and tucked her next 
to me; put an envelope containing my money, my passport and my permit 
to land in Greenland next to me too; and — wading, climbing, dodging, 
holding on for deal hfe — made my way out and to the deck. 

The mate, working like ten stevedores, was getting things to shore. It 
was not far: a jump from deck to rocks, jump on a rising sea and scramble 
out of It and up before that step of rock was flooded. Hurlmg a sack, he’d 
follow it; clutch it and drag it to the safety of a higher ledge. 

The sack containing the chronometers rolled back into the water. It 
was retrieved intact. Some things, washed from the rocks, were lost. The 
tide was littered with our gear and goods. 

The thrashing of the mam boom added confusion to the deck. Only 
the too stout standing rigging saved the mast. 

The skipper was on shore desperately strugglmg to secure a mast-head 
line to a great boulder. Finished on board I leaped to help him. The yaw- 
ing mast-head tore the line away from us each time we’d nearly made it 
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fast. But once as the mast leant far down toward us we got two turns of 
line around the rock; we braced ouralves and held. The three-inch cable 
snapped hke grocer’s twine! 

Direction’s end was near. Quickly undoing the sack I got out the movie 
camera. Listen! Even above the noise of sea and wind and rain 1 hear for 
a short minute its small whirring like the beating of a heart. And by that 
sound, what happened there, in Karajak Fiord in Greenland, at eleven in 
the mormng of July 15, 1929, achieved soundless immortality. 


William Faulkner 

William Faull(ner (i8gy- ) was bom in Mississippi of a once wealthy 
and prominent family that had been ruined by the Civil War. His early 
career, interrupted by flying experience m Woild War I, was desultory 
and aimless. His first novel was written to raise money, but he suddenly 
discovered his capacities as a water and was quicl( to develop a powerful 
and imaginative style. In his novels and shoit stones social disintegration 
and decay, perversion and cruelty, aie subjectively expenenced In “The 
Bea/’ he departs from the morbid to shape again, in terms of bacl(- 
woods adventure, the truth which Keats discovered tn a Grecian um. 


THE BEAR 

HE was ten. But it had already begun, long before 
that day when at last he wrote his age in two figures and he saw for the 
first time the camp where his father and Major de Spam and old General 
Compson and the others spent two weeks each November and two weeks 
again each June He had already inherited then, without ever having seen 
It, the tremendous bear with one traprumed foot which, in an area almost 
a hundred miles deep, had earned for itself a name, a definite designation 
like a living man. 

He had listened to it for years: the long legend of corncribs rifled, of 
shotes and grown pigs and even calves carried bodily into the woods and 
devoured, of traps and deadfalls overthrown and dogs mangled and slain, 
and shotgun and even rifle charges delivered at point-blank range and with 
no more effect than so many peas blown through a tube by a boy — z cor- 
ridor of wreckage and destruction beginning back before he was born, 
through which sped, not fast but rather with the ruthless and irresistible 
dehberation of a locomotive, the shaggy tremendous shape. 

It ran in his knowledge before he ever saw it. It looked and towered 
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in his dreams before he even saw the unaxed woods where it left its crooked 
prmt, shaggy, huge, red-eyed, not malevolent but just big — too big for the 
dogs which tried to bay it, for the horses which tried to ride it down, for 
the men and the bullets they fired into it, too big for the very country which 
was Its constricting scope. He seemed to see it entire with a child’s complete 
divinauon before he ever laid eyes on either — the doomed wilderness whose 
edges were being constantly and punily gnawed at by men with axes and 
plows who feared it because it was wilderness, men myriad and nameless 
even to one another m the land where the old bear had earned a name, 
through which ran not even a mortal animal but an anachronism, indomi- 
table and invincible, out of an old dead time, a phantom, epitome and 
apotheosis of the old wild life at which the puny humans swarmed and 
hacked in a fury of abhorrence and fear, like pygmies about the ankles of a 
drowsing elephant; the old bear solitary, indomitable and alone, widowered, 
childless and absolved of mortality — old Priam reft of his old wife and hav- 
ing outlived all his sons. 

Until he was ten, each November he would watch the wagon contain- 
ing the dogs and the bedding and food and guns and his father and Ten- 
nie’s Jim, the Negro, and Sam Fathers, the Indian, son of a slave woman 
and a Chickasaw chief, depart on the road to town, to Jefferson, where 
Ma)or de Spain and the others would join them. To the boy, at seven and 
eight and nine, they were not going into the Big Bottom to hunt bear and 
deer, but to keep yearly rendezvous with the bear which they did not even 
intend to kill. Two weeks later they would return, with no trophy, no head 
and skin. He had not expected it. He had not even been afraid it would 
be in the wagon. He believed that even after he was ten and his father would 
let him go too, for those two November weeks, he would merely make 
another one, along with his father and Major de Spain and General Comp- 
son and the others, the dogs which feared to bay it and the rifles and shot- 
guns which failed even to bleed it, in the yearly pageant of the old bear’s 
furious immortality. 

Then he heard the dogs. It was in the second week of his first time in 
the camp. He stood with Sam Fathers against a big oak beside the faint 
crossmg where they had stood each dawn for nine days now, hearing the 
dogs. He had heard them once before, one morning last week — a murmur, 
sourceless, echoing through the wet woods, swelling presently into separate 
voices which he could recognize and call by name. He had raised and cocked 
the gun as Sam told him and stood motionless agam while the uproar, the 
invisible course, swept up and past and faded; it seemed to him that he 
could actually see the deer, the buck, blond, smoke-colored, elongated with 
speed, fleeing, vanishing, the woods, the gray solitude, sull ringing even 
when the cries of the dogs had died away. 

“Now let the hammers down,” Sam said. 
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*‘You knew they were not coming here too,” he said. 

“Yes,” Sam said. “I want you to learn how to do wdien you didn't shoot. 
It’s after the chance for the bear or the deer has done already come and gone 
that men and dogs get killed.” 

“Anyway,” he said, “it was just a deer.” 

Then on the tenth morning he heard the dogs again. And he readied 
the too-long, too-heavy gun as Sam had taught him, before Sam even spoke. 
But this time it was no deer, no ringmg chorus of dogs running strong on 
a free scent, but a moilmg yapping an octave too high, with somethmg more 
than indecision and even abjcctncss m it, not even moving very fast, taking 
a long time to pass completely out of hearing, leaving even then somewhere 
in the air that echo, thin, slightly hysterical, abject, almost grieving, with 
no sense of a fleeing, unseen, smoke-colored, grass-eating shape ahead of it, 
and Sam, who had taught him first of all to cock the gun and take position 
where he could see everywhere and then never move again, had himself 
moved up beside him; he could hear Sam breathmg at his shoulder and 
he could see the arched curve of the old man’s inhaling nostrils. 

“Hah," Sam said. “Not even running. Walking.” 

“Old Ben!” the boy said. “But up herd" he cried. “Way up herel” 

“He do it every year,” Sam said. “Once. Mayhe to see who in camp 
this time, if he can shoot or not. Whether we got the dog yet that can hay 
and hold him. He’ll take them to the river, then he’ll send them back home. 
We may as well go back, too; see how they look when they come hack to 
camp.” 

When they reached the camp the hounds were already there, ten of 
them crouching back under the kitchen, the boy and Sam squatting to peer 
back into the obscurity where they huddled, quiet, the eyes luminous, glow- 
ing at them and vanishing, and no sound, only that effluvium of something 
more than dog, stronger than dog and not just animal, just beast, because 
still there had been nothing in front of that abject and almost painful yap- 
ping save the solitude, the wilderness, so that when the eleventh hound came 
in at noon and with all the others, watchmg— even old Uncle Ash, who called 
himself first a cook — Sam daubed the tattered ear and the raked shoulder 
with turpenune and axle grease, to the hoy it was still no hving creature, 
but the wilderness which, leaning for the moment down, had patted lightly 
once the hound’s temerity. 

“Just hke a man,” Sam said. “Just like folks. Put off as long as she 
could having to be brave, knowing all the time that sooner or later she 
would have to be brave once to keep on living with herself, and knowing 
all the time beforehand what was going to happen to her when she done it.” 

That afternoon, himself on the one-eyed wagon mule which did not 
mind the smell of blood nor, as they told him, of bear, and with Sam on the 
other one, they rode for more than three hours thrbugh the rapid, shorten- 



WILLIAM FAULKNCS 377 

ing winter day. They followed no path, no trail even that he could see; 
almost at once they were in a country which he had never seen before. Then 
he knew why Sam had made him ride the mule which would not spook. 
The sound one stopped short and tried to whirl and bolt even as Sam got 
down, blowing its breath, jerking and wrenchmg at the rein while Sam held 
It, coaxing It forward with his voice, smce he could not risk tying it, draw- 
ing It forward while the boy got down from the marred one. 

Then, standing beside Sam m the gloom of the dying afternoon, he 
looked down at the rotted overturned log, gutted and scored with claw 
marks and, in the wet earth beside it, the print of the enormous warped two- 
toed foot. He knew now what he had smelled when he peered under the 
kitchen where the dogs huddled. He realized for the first tune that the bear 
which had run in his listening and loomed in his dreams since before he 
could remember to the contrary, and which, therefore, must have existed in 
the listening and dreams of his father and Major de Spam and even old 
General Compson, too, before they began to remember in their turn, was a 
mortal animal, and that if they had departed for the camp each November 
without any actual hope of brmging its trophy back, it was not because it 
could not be slam, but because so far they had had no actual hope to. 

“Tomorrow,” he said. 

“We’ll try tomorrow,” Sam said. “We ain’t got the dog yet.” 

“We’ve got eleven. They ran him this morning,” 

“It won’t need but one,” Sam said. “He ain’t here. Maybe he ain’t 
nowhere. The only other way will be for him to run by accident over some- 
body that has a gun.” 

“That wouldn’t be me,” the boy said. “It will be Walter or Major or — ” 

“It might,” Sam said. “You watch close m the morning. Because he’s 
smart. That’s how come he has lived this long. If he gets hemmed up and 
has to pick out somebody to run over, he will pick out you.” 

“How?” the boy said. “How will he know — ” He ceased. “You mean 
he already knows me, that 1 ain’t never been here before, ain't had time to 
find out yet whether I — " He ceased again, looking at Sam, the old man 
whose face revealed nothing until it smiled. He said humbly, not even 
amazed, “It was me he was watching. I don’t reckon he did need to come 
but once.” 

The next morning they left the camp three hours before daylight. They 
rode this time because it was tpo far to walk, even the dogs in the wagon; 
again the first gray light found him in a place which he had never seen be- 
fore, where Sam had placed him and told him to stay and then departed. 
With the gun which was too big for him, which did not even belong to 
him, but to Major de Spain, and which he had fired only once — ^at a stump 
on the first day, to learn the recoil and how to reload it — ^he stood against 
a. gum tree beside a little bayou whose black still water crept without move- 



PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS 


378 

mcnt out of a cancbrakc and crossed a small clearing and into cane again, 
where, invisible, a bird — the big woodpecker called Lord-to-God by Ne- 
groes — clattered at a dead limb. 

It was a stand like any other, dissimilar only in incidentals to the one 
where he had stood each morning for ten days; a territory new to him, yet 
no less familiar than that other one which, after almost two weeks, he had 
come to believe he knew a little — the same solitude, the same loneliness 
through which human beings had merely passed without altering it, leaving 
no mark, no scar, which looked exactly as it must have looked when the 
first ancestor of Sam Fathers’ Chickasaw predecessors crept into it and 
looked about, club or stone ax or bone arrow drawn and poised; different 
only because, squatting at the edge of the kitchen, he smelled the hounds 
huddled and cringing beneath it and saw the raked ear and shoulder of the 
one who, Sam said, had had to be brave once in order to live with herself, 
and saw yesterday in the earth beside the gutted log the print of the living 
foot. 

He heard no dogs at all. He never did hear them. He only heard the 
drumming of the woodpecker stop short off and knew that the bear was 
looking at him. He never saw it. He did not know whether it was in front 
of him or behind him. He did not move, holding the useless gun, which 
he had not even had warning to cock and which even now he did not cock, 
tasting in his saliva that taint as of brass which he knew now because he 
had smelled it when he peered under the kitchen at the huddled dogs. 

Then it was gone. As abruptly as it had ceased, the woodpecker’s dry, 
monotonous clatter set up again, and after a while he even believed he could 
hear the dogs — a murmur, scarce a sound even, which he had probably been 
hearing for some time before he even remarked it, drifting into hearing 
and then out again, dying away They came nowhere near him. If it was a 
bear they ran, it was another bear. It was Sam himself who came out of 
the cane and crossed the bayou, followed by the injured bitch of yesterday. 
She was almost at heel, like a bird dog, making no sound. She came and 
crouched against his leg, trembling, staring off into the cane. 

“I didn’t see him,” he said. “I didn’t, Sami” 

“I know It,” Sam said. “He done the looking. You didn’t hear him 
neither, did you?” 

“No,” the boy said. “I—” 

“He’s smart,” Sam said “Too smart.” He looked down at the hound, 
tremblmg faintly and steadily against the boy’s knee. From the raked 
shoulder a few drops of fresh blood oozed and clung. “Too big. We ain’t 
got the dog yet. But maybe someday. Maybe not next time. But someday.” 

So I must see him, he thought. 7 must looJ{ at him. Otherwise, it seemed 
to him that it would go on like this forever, as it had gone on with his 
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father and Ma)or de Spain, who was older than his father, and even with 
old General Compson, who had been old enough to be a brigade com- 
mander in 1865. Otherwise, it would go on so forever, next time and next 
time, after and after and after. It seamed to him that he could see the two 
of them, himself and the bear, shadowy in the limbo from which time 
emerged, becoming time; the old bear absolved of mortality and himself 
partaking, sharing a little of it, enough of it. And he knew now what he 
had smelled in the huddled dogs and tasted m his saliva. He recognized 
fear. So I wtU have to see him, he thought, without dread or even ho|oc. 
/ will have to loo\ at him. 

It was in June of the next year. He was eleven. They were in camp 
again, celebrating Ma)or de Spam’s and General Compson’s birthdays. 
Although the one had been born in September and the other in the depth 
of winter and in another decade, they had met for two weeks to fish and 
shoot squirrels and turkey and run coons and wildcats with the dogs at 
night. That is, he and Boon Hoggenbeck and the Negroes fished and shot 
squirrels and ran the coons and cats, because the proved hunters, not only 
Major de Spam and old General Corqpson, who spent those two weeks 
sitting in a rocking chair before a tremendous iron pot of Brunswick stew, 
stirring and tasting, with old Ash to quarrel with about how he was making 
It and Tennie’s Jim to pour whisky from the demijohn into the tin dipper 
from which he drank it, but even the boy’s father and Walter Ewell, who 
were still young enough, scorned such, other than shooting the wild gobblers 
with pistols for wagers on their marksmanship. 

Or, that IS, his father and the others believed he was hunting squirrels. 
Until the third day he thought that Sam Fathers believed that too. Each 
morning he would leave the camp right after breakfast He had his own 
gun now, a Christmas present. He went back to the tree beside the little 
bayou where he had stood that morning. Using the compass which old Gen- 
eral Compson had given him, he ranged from that point; he was teaching 
himself to be a better-than-fair woodsman without knowing he was doing 
It. On the second day he even found the gutted log where he had first seen 
the crooked print. It was almost completely crumbled now, healing with 
unbehevable speed, a passionate and almost visible relmquishment, back mto 
the earth from which the tree had grown. 

He ranged the summer woods now, green with gloom; if anything, 
actually dimmer than in November’s gray dissolution, where, even at noon, 
the sun fell only in intermittent dappling upon the earth, which never com- 
pletely dried out and which crawled with snakes — ^moccasins and water 
snakes and rattlers, themselves the color of the dappled gloom, so that he 
would not always see them until they moved, returning later and later, first 
day, second day, passing in the twilight of the third evening the little log pen 
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enclosing the bg stable where Sam was putting up the horses for the night. 

“You ain’t looked right yet,” Sam said. 

He stopped. For a moment he didn’t answer. Then he said peacefully, 
in a peaceful rushing burst as when a boy’s miniature dam in a little brook 
gives way, “All right. But how.^ I went to the bayou. I even found that log 
again. I — ” 

“I reckon that was all right. Likely he’s been watching you. You never 
saw his foot ?” 

“I,” the boy said — “I didn’t — never thought — ” 

“It’s the gun,” Sam said. He stood beside the fence, motionless — the old 
man, the Indian, in the battered faded overalls and the frayed hve-cent 
straw hat which in the Negro’s race had been the badge of his enslavement 
and was now the regalia of his freedom. The camp — the' clearing, the house, 
the barn and its tiny lot with which Major de Spain in his turn had 
scratched punily and evanescently at the wilderness — ^fadcd in the dusk, 
back into the immemorial darkness of the woods. The gun, the boy thought. 
The gun. 

“Be scared,” Sam said. “You can’t help that. But don’t be afraid. Ain’t 
nothing in the woods going to hurt you unless you corner it, or it smells 
that you are afraid. A bear or a deer, too, has got to be scared of a coward 
the same as a brave man has got to be.” 

The gun, the boy thought. 

“You will have to choose,” Sam said. 

He left the camp before daylight, long before Uncle Ash would wake 
in his quilts on the kitchen floor and start the Hre for breakfast. He had 
only the compass and a stick for snakes. He could go almost a mile before 
he would begin to need the compass. He sat on a log, the invisible compass 
in his invisible hand, while the secret night sounds, fallen still at his move- 
ments, scurried agam and then ceased for good, and the owls ceased and 
gave over to the waking of day birds, and he could see the compass. Then 
he went fast yet still quietly; he was becoming better and better as a 
woodsman, still without having yet reahzed it. 

He jumped a doe and a fawn at sunrise, walked them out of the bed, 
close enough to see them — the crash of undergrowth, the white scut, the 
fawn scudding behind her faster than he had believed it could run. He was 
hunung right, upwind, as Sam had uught him; not that it mattered now. 
He had left the gun; of his own will and rehnquishment he had accepted 
not a gambit, not a choice, but a condition m which not only the bear’s 
heretofore mviolable anonymity but all the old rules and balances of hunter 
and hunted had been abrogated. He would not even be afraid, not even m 
the moment when the fear would take him completely— blood, skin, bowels, 
bones, memory from the long time before it became his memory — all save 
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that thin, clear, quenchless, immortal lucidity which alone differed him from 
this bear and from all the other bear and deer he would ever kill in the 
humility and pride of his skill and endurance, to which Sam had spoken 
when he leaned in the twilight on the lot fence yesterday. 

By noon he was far beyond the litde bayou, farther into the new and 
alien country than he had ever been. He was traveling now not only by the 
compass but by the old, heavy, biscuit-thick silver watch which had belonged 
to his grandfather. When he stopped at last, it was for the first time since 
he had risen from the log at dawn when he could see the compass. It was 
far enough. He had left the camp nine hours ago; nine hours from now, 
dark would have already been an hour old. But he didn't think that. He 
thought. All right. Yes. But what? and stood for a moment, alien and small 
in the green and topless solitude, answering his own question before it had 
formed and ceased. It was the watch, the compass, the stick — the three life* 
less mechanicals with which for nine hours he had fended the wilderness 
off; he hung the watch and compass carefully on a bush and leaned the stick 
beside them and relinquished completely to it. 

He had not been going very fast for the last two or three hours. He 
went no faster now, since distance would not matter even if he could have 
gone fast. And he was trying to keep a bearing on the tree where he had 
left the compass, trying to complete a circle which would bring him back 
to it or at least mtersect itself, since direction would not matter now either. 
But the tree was not there, and he did as 5am had schooled him — ^made the 
next circle in the opposite direction, so that the two patterns would bisect 
somewhere, but crossing no print of his own feet, finding the tree at last, 
but in the wrong place — no bush, no compass, no watch — and the tree not 
even the tree, because there was a down log beside it and he did what Sam 
Fathers had told him was the next thing and the last. 

As he sat down on the log he saw the crooked print — ^the warped, tre- 
mendous, two-toed indentation which, even as he watched it, filled with 
water. As he looked up, the wilderness coalesced, solidified — the glade, the 
tree he sought, the bush, the watch and the compass glinting where a ray 
of sunlight touched them. Then he saw the bear. It did not emerge, appear; 
it was just there, immobile, solid, fixed m the hot dapplmg of the green and 
wmdless noon, not as big as he had dreamed it, but as big as he had expected 
It, bigger, dimensionless against the dappled obscurity, looking at him where 
he sat quiedy on the log and looked back at it. 

Then it moved. It made no sound. It did not hurry. It crossed the glade, 
\ralking for an instant into the full glare of the sun; when it reached the 
other side it stopped again and looked back at him across one shoulder 
while his quiet breathing inhaled and exhaled three times. 

Then it was gone. It didn’t walk mto the woods, the undergrowth. It 
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fadc^ sank back into the wilderness as he had watched a hsh, a huge old 
bass, sink and vanish back into the dark depths of its pool without even 
any movement of its fins. 

He thought, It will be next fall. But it was not next fall, nor the next 
nor the next. He was fourteen then. He had killed his buck, and Sam 
Fathers had marked his face with the hot blood, and in the next year he 
killed a bear. But even before that accolade he had become as competent in 
the woods as many grown men with the same experience; by his fourteenth 
year he was a better woodsman than most grown men with more. There 
was no territory within thirty miles of the camp that he did not know — 
bayou, ridge, brake, landmark tree and path. He could have led anyone to 
any point in it without deviation, and brought them out again. He knew 
game trails that even Sam Fathers did not know; in his thirteenth year he 
found a buck’s bedding place, and unbeknown to his father he borrowed 
Walter Ewell’s rifle and lay in wait at dawn and killed the buck when it 
walked back to the bed, as Sam had told him how the old Chickasaw fa- 
thers did. 

But not the old bear, although by now he knew its footprint better 
than he did his own, and not only the crooked one. He could see any one 
of the three sound ones and distinguish it from any other, and not only 
by its size. There were other bears within those thirty miles which left 
tracks almost as large, but this was more than that. If Sam Fathers had been 
his mentor and the back-yard rabbits and squirrels at home his kinder- 
garten, then the wilderness the old bear ran was his college, the old male 
bear itself, so long unwifed and childless as to have become its own ungen- 
dered progenitor, was his alma mater. But he never saw it. 

He could find the crooked print now almost whenever he liked, fifteen 
or ten or five miles, or sometimes nearer the camp than that. Twice while 
on stand during the three years he heard the dogs strike its trail by acci- 
dent; on the second time they jumped it seemingly, the voices high, abject, 
almost human in hysteria, as on that first morning two years ago. But not 
the bear itself. He would remember that noon three years ago, the glade, 
himself and the bear fixed during that moment in the windless and dappled 
blaze, and it would seem to him that it had never happened, that he had 
dreamed that too. But it had happened. They had looked at each other, 
they had emerged from the wilderness old as earth, synchronized to that 
instant by something more than the blood that moved the flesh and bones 
which bore them, and touched, pledged something, affirmed something more 
lasting than the frail web of bones and flesh which any accident could 
obliterate. 

Then he saw it again. Because of the very fact that he thought of noth- 
ing else, he had forgotten to look for it. He was still-hunting with Walter 
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Ewell’s rifle. He saw it cross the end of a long blow-down, a corridor where 
a tornado had swept, rushing through rather than over the tangle of trunks 
and branches as a locomotive would have, faster than he had ever bcheved 
It could move, almost as fast as a deer even, because a deer would have 
spent most of that time in the air, faster than he could bring the rifle sights 
up to It, so that he believed the reason he never let off the shot was that 
he was still behind it, had never caught up with it. And now he knew what 
had been wrong during all the three years He sat on a log, shaking and 
trembling as if he had never seen the woods before nor anything that ran 
them, wondering with incredulous amazement how he could have forgotten 
the very thing which Sam Fathers had told him and which the bear itself 
had proved the next day and had now returned after three years to reaffirm. 

And he now knew what Sam Fathers had meant about the right dog, 
a dog in which size would mean less than nothing. So when he returned 
alone in April — school was out then, so that the sons of farmers could help 
with the land’s planting, and at last his father had granted him permission, 
on his promise to be back in four days — ^he had the dog. It was his own, 
a mongrel of the sort called by Negroes a fyce, a ratter, itself not much 
bigger than a rat and possessing that bravery which had long since slopped 
being courage and had become foolhardiness. 

It did not take four days Alone again, he found the trail on the first 
morning It was not a stalk; it was an ambush. He timed the meeting 
almost as if it were an appointment with a human being. Himself holding 
the fyce muffled in a feed sack and Sam Fathers with two of the hounds 
on a piece of plowline rope, they lay down wind of the trail at dawn of the 
second morning They were so close that the bear turned without even run- 
ning, as if in surprised amazement at the shrill and frantic uproar of the 
released fyce, turning at bay against the trunk of a tree, on its hind feet; it 
seemed to the boy that it would never stop rising, taller and taller, and even 
the two hounds seemed to take a sort of desperate and despairing courage 
from the fyce, following it as it went in. 

Then he realized that the fyce was actually not going to stop. He flung, 
threw the gun away, and ran; when he overtook and grasped the fran- 
tically pmwhceling little dog, it seemed to him that he was ffirectly under 
the bear. 

He could smell it, strong and hot and rank. Sprawlmg, he looked up 
to where it loomed and towered over him like a cloudburst and colored like 
a thunderclap, quite familiar, peacefully and even lucidly familiar, until he 
remembered: This was the way he had used to dream about it. Then it was 
gone. He didn’t see it go He knelt, holding the frantic fyce with both 
hands, hearing the abased wailing of the hounds drawing farther and farther 
away, until Sam came up. He earned the gun. He laid it down quietly be- 
side the boy and stood looking down at him. 
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“You’ve done seed him twice now with a gun in your hands,” he said. 
“This time you couldn’t have missed him.” 

The boy rose. He still held the fyce. Even in his arms and clear of the 
ground, it yapped frantically, straining and surging after the fading uproar 
of the two hounds like a tangle of wire springs. He was panting a htde, but 
he was neither shaking nor trembling now. 

“Neither could you!” he said. “You had the guni Neither did you!” 

“And you didn’t shoot,” his father said. “How close were you?” 

“I don’t know, sir,” he said. “There was a big wood tick inside his right 
hind leg. I saw that. But I didn’t have the gun then.” 

“But you didn’t shoot when you had the gun,” his father said. “Why?” 

But he didn’t answer, and his father didn’t wait for him to, rismg and 
crossing the room, across the pelt of the bear which the boy had ki ll ed two 
years ago and the larger one which his father had killed before he was born, 
to the bookcase beneath the mounted head of the boy’s first buck. It was 
the room which his father called the office, from which all the plantation 
business was transacted; in it for the fourteen years of his life he had heard 
the best of all talking. Major de Spain would be there and sometimes old 
General Compson, and Walter Ewell and Boon Hoggenbeck and Sam Fa- 
thers and Tennic’s Jim, too, because they, too, were hunters, knew the woods 
and what ran them. 

He would hear it, not talking himself but listening — the wilderness, the 
big woods, bigger and older than any recorded document of white man fatu- 
ous enough to believe he had bought any fragment of it or Indian rnthless 
enough to pretend that any fragment of it had been his to convey. It was of 
the men, not white nor black nor red, but men, hunters with the will and 
hardihood to endure and the humility and skill to survive, and the dogs and 
the bear and deer juxtaposed and rehefed against it, ordered and compelled 
by and within the wilderness in the ancient and unremittmg contest by the 
ancient and immitigable rules which voided all regrets and brooked no 
quarter, the voices quiet and weighty and dehberate for retrospection and 
recollection and exact remembering, while he squatted in the blazing fire- 
light as Tennie’s Jim squatted, who stirred only to put more wood on the 
fire and to pass the bottle from one glass to another. Because the botde was 
always present, so that after a while it seemed to him that those fierce 
instants of heart and brain and courage and wihness and speed were con- 
centrated and distilled into that brown hquor which not women, not boys 
and children, but only hunters drank, drinking not of the blood they had 
spilled but some condensation of the wild immortal spirit, drinking it mod- 
erately, humbly even, not with the pagan’s base hope of acquiring thereby 
the virtues of cunning and strength and speed, but m salute to them. 

His father returned with the book and sat down again and opened it. 
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“Listen,” he said. He read the five stanzas aloud, his voice quiet and delib- 
erate in the room where there was no lire now because it was already spring. 
Then he looked up. The boy watched him. “AH right,” his father said. 
“Listen.” He read agam, but only the second stanza this time, to the end 
of It, the last two lines, and closed the book and put it on the table beside 
him. “ ‘She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, for ever wilt thou 
love, and she be fair,’ ” he said. 

“He’s talking about a girl,” the boy said. 

“He had to talk about something,” his father said. Then he said, “He 
was talking about truth. Truth doesn’t change. Truth is one thing. It covers 
all thmgs which touch the heart — honor and pride and pity and justice 
and courage and love. Do you see now?” 

He didn’t know. Somehow it was simpler than that. There was an old 
bear, fierce and ruthless, not merely just to stay alive, but with the fierce 
pride of liberty and freedom, proud enough of that liberty and freedom to 
see It threatened without fear or even alarm; nay, who at times even seemed 
deliberately to put that freedom and liberty in jeopardy in order to savor 
them, to remind his old strong bones and flesh to keep supple and quick to 
defend and preserve them. There was an old man, son of a Negro slave and 
an Indian king, inheritor on the one side of the long chronicle of a people 
who had learned humility through suffering, and pride through the endur- 
ance which survived the suffering and injustice, and on the other side, the 
chronicle of a people even longer in the land than the first, yet who no 
longer existed in the land at all save m the solitary brotherhood of an old 
Negro’s alien blood and the wild and mvincible spirit of an old bear. There 
was a boy who wished to learn humility and pride in order to become skill- 
ful and worthy in the woods, who suddenly found himself becoming so 
skillful so rapidly that he feared he would never become worthy because he 
had not learned humility and pride, although he had tried to, until one day 
and as suddenly he discovered that an old man who could not have defined 
either had led him, as though by the hand, to that point where an old bear 
and a little mongrel dog showed him that, by possessing one thing other, 
he would possess them both. 

And a little dog, nameless and mongrel and many-fathered, grown, yet 
weighmg less than six pounds, saying as if to itself, “I can’t be dangerous, 
because there’s nothing much smaller than I am; I can’t be fierce, because* 
they would call it just noise; I can’t be humble, because I’m already too close 
to the ground to genuflect; I can’t be proud, because I wouldn’t be near 
enough to it for anyone to know who was casting that shadow, and I don’t 
even know that I’m not gomg to heaven, because they have already decided 
that,I don’t possess an immortal soul. So all I can be is brave. But it’s all 
right. I can be that, even if they still call it just noise.” 

That was all It was simple, much simpler than somebody talking in a 



386 PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS 

book about a youth and a girl he would never need to grieve over, because 
he could never approach any nearer her and would never have to get any 
farther away. He had heard about a bear, and finally got big enough to 
trail It, and he trailed it four years and at last met it with a gun in his hands 
and he didn’t shoot. Because a little dog — But he could have shot long 
before the little dog covered the twenty yards to where the bear waited, and 
Sam Fathers could have shot at any time during that interminable minute 
while Old Ben stood on his hind feet over them. He stopped. His father was 
watching him gravely across the sprmg-rife twilight of the room; when he 
spoke, his words were as quiet as the twilight, too, not loud, because they 
did not need to be, because they would last: “Courage, and honor, and 
pride,” his father said, “and pity, and love of justice and of liberty. They all 
touch the heart, and what the heart holds to becomes truth, as far as we 
know truth. Do you see now?” 

Sam, and Old Ben, and Ntp, he thought. And himself too. He had been 
all right too. His father had said so. “Yes, sir,” he said. 
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THE FEEL 

A CHILD wandering through a department store 
with Its mother, is admonished over and over again not to touch things. 
Mother is convinced that the child only does it to annoy or because' it is a 
child, and usually hasn’t the vaguest inkling of the fact that Junior is 
“touching” because he is a little blotter soaking up information and knowl- 
edge, and “feel” is an important adjunct to seeing. Adults arc exactly the 
same, in a measure, as you may ascertain when some new gadget or article 
IS produced for inspection. The average person says: “Here, let me see that,” 
and holds out his hand. He doesn't mean “see,” because he is already seeing 
It. What he means is that he wants to get it mto his hands and feel it so 
as to become better acquainted. 

I do not insist that a curiosity and capacity for feeling sports is necessary 
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to be a successful writer, but it is fairly obvious that a man who has been 
tapped on the chin with five fingers wrapped up in a leather boxing glove 
and propelled by the arm of an expert knows more about that particular 
sensation than one who has not, always provided he has the gift of express- 
ing himself. I once inquired of a heavyweight prizefighter by the name of 
King Levinsky, in a radio interview, what it felt like to be hit on the chin 
by Joe Louis, the King having just acquired that experience with rather dis- 
astrous results. Levinsky considered the matter for a moment and then re- 
ported: “It don’t feel like nuttin’,” but added that for a long while after- 
wards he felt as though he were “m a transom.” 

I was always a child who touched things and I have always had a tre- 
mendous curiosity with regard to sensation. If I knew what playing a game 
felt like, particularly against or in the company of experts, I was better 
equipped to write about the playing of it and the problems of the men and 
women who took part m it. And so, at one time or another, I have tried 
them all, football, baseball, boxing, riding, shooting, swimming, squash, 
handball, fencing, driving, Hying, both land and sea planes, rowing, canoe- 
ing, skiing, riding a bicycle, icc-skating, roller-skating, tennis, golf, archery, 
basketball, running, both the hundred-yard dash and the mile, the high 
jump and shot put, badminton, angling, deep-sea, stream-, and surf-casting, 
billiards and bowling, motorboating and wrestling, besides riding as a pas- 
senger with the fastest men on land and water and in the air, to see what 
It felt like. Most of them I dabbled in as a youngster going through school 
and college, and others, like pilotmg a plane, squash, fencing, and skiing, I 
took up after I was old enough to know better, purely to get the feeling of 
what they were like. 

None of these things can I do well, but I never cared about becoming 
an expert, and besides, there wasn’t time. But there is only one way to find 
out accurately human sensations in a ship two or three thousand feet up 
when the motor quits, and that is actually to experience that gone feeling 
at the pit of the stomach and the sharp tingling of the skin from head to 
foot, followed by a sudden amazing sharpness "of vision, clear-sightedness, 
and coolness that you never knew you possessed as you find the question 
of life or 'death completely in your own hands. It is not the “you” that you 
know, but somebody else, a stranger, who noses the ship down, circles, 
fastens upon the one best spot to sit down, pushes or pulls buttons to try 
to get her started again, and finally drops her in, safe and sound. And it is 
only by such experience that you learn likewise of the sudden weakness that 
hits you right at the back of the knees after you have climbed out and 
started to walk around her and that comes close to knocking you flat as for 
the first time since the engine quit its soothing drone you thmk of destruc- 
tion and sudden death. 

Often my courage has failed me and I have funked completely, such as 
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the tune 1 went up to the top of the thirty-foot Olympic diving-tower at 
Jones Beach, Long Island, during the competitions, to see what it was like 
to dive from that height, and wound up crawhng away from the edge on 
hands and knees, dizzy, scared, and a httle sick, but with a wholesome re- 
spect for the boys and girls who hurled themselves through the air and down 
through the tough skin of the water from that awful height. At other times 
sheer ignorance of what I was getting into has led me into tight spots such 
as the time I came down the Olympic ski run from the top of the I^euzeck, 
SIX thousand feet above Garmisch-Partenkuchen, after having been on skis 
but once before m snow and for the rest had no more than a dozen lessons 
on an indoor artificial slide in a New York department store. At one point 
my legs, untrained, got so tired that I couldn’t stem (brake) any more, and 
I lost control and went full tilt and all out, down a three-foot twisting path 
cut out of the side of the mountain, with a two-thousand-foot abyss on the 
left and the mountain itself on the right. That was probably the most scared 
I have ever been, and I scare fast and often. I remember giving myself up 
for lost and wondering how long it would take them to retrieve my body 
and whether I should be still alive. In the meantime the speed of the descent 
was increasing. Somehow I was keeping my feet and negotiating turns, how 
I will never know, until suddenly the narrow patch opened out into a wide, 
steep stretch of slope with a rise at the other end, and that part of the journey 
was over. 

By some miracle I got to the bottom of the run uninjured, having made 
most of the trip down the icy, perpendicular slopes on the flat of my back. It 
was the thrill and scare of a lifetime, and to date no one has been able to per- 
suade me to try a jump. I know when to stop. After all, I am entitled to rely 
upon my imagination for something. But when it was all over and I found 
myself still whole, it was also distinctly worth while to have learned what is 
required of a ski runner in the breakneck Abfahrt or downhill race, or the 
difficult slalom. Five days later, when I climbed laboriously (still on skis) 
halfway up that Alp and watched the Olympic downhill racers hurtling 
down the perilous, ice<ovcrcd, and nearly perpendicular Stetlhang, I knew 
that I was looking at a great group of athletes who, for one thing, did not 
know the meaning of the word “fear.” The slope was studded with small 
pine trees and rocks, but half of the field gained precious seconds by hitting 
that slope all out, with complete contempt for disaster rushing up at them 
at a speed often better than sixty miles an hour. And when an unfortunate 
Czech skidded off the course at the bottom of the slope and into a pile of 
rope and got himself snarled up as helpless as a fly in a spider’s web, it was 
a story that I could write from the heart. I had spent ten minutes gettmg 
myself untangled after a fall, without any rope to add to the difficulties. It 
seems that I couldn’t And where my left leg ended and one more ski than 
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I had originally donned seemed to be involved somehow. Only a person 
who has been on those fiendish runners knows the sensation. 

It all began back m 1922 when I was a cub sports-wnter and consumed 
with more curiosity than was good for my health. I had seen my first pro* 
fessional prizefights and wondered at the curious behavior of men under 
the stress of blows, the sudden checkmg and the beginning of a little fall 
forward after a hard punch, the glazing of the eyes and the loss of loco* 
motor control, the strange actions of men on the canvas after a knockdown 
as they struggled to regain their senses and arise on legs that seemed to have 
turned mto rubber. I had never been in any bad fist fights as a youngster, 
though I had taken a little physical punishment in football, but it was not 
enough to complete the picture. Could one think under those condiUons? 

I had been assigned to my first training-camp coverage, Dempsey’s at 
Saratoga Springs, where he was preparing for his famous fight with Luis 
Firpo. For days I watched him sag a spar boy with what seemed to be no 
more than a light cuff on the neck, or pat his face with what looked like no 
more than a caressing stroke of his arm, and the fellow would come all apart 
at the seams and collapse in a useless heap, grinning vacuously or twitching 
strangely. My burning curiosity got the better of prudence and a certain 
reluctance to expose myself to physical pain. I asked Dempsey to permit me 
to box a round with him. I had never boxed before, but I was in good 
physical shape, having ]ust completed a four-year stretch as a galley slave in 
the Columbia eight-oared shell. 

When It was over and I escaped through the ropes, shaking, bleeding 
a little from the mouth, with rosin dust on my pants and a vicious throb- 
bing in my head, I knew all that there was to know about being hit in the 
prize-ring. It seems that I had gone to an expert for tuition. I knew the sen- 
sation of being stalked and pursued by a relentless, truculent professional 
destroyer whose trade and business it was to injure men. I saw the quick 
flash of the brown forearm that precedes the stunning shock as a bony, 
leather-bound fist lands on cheek or mouth. I learned more (partly from 
photographs of the lesson, viewed afterwards, one of which shows me 
ducked under a vicious left hook, an act of which I never had the slightest 
recollection) about instinctive duckmg and blocking than 1 could have m 
ten years of looking at prizefights, and 1 learned, too, that as the soldier never 
hears the bullet that kills him, so does the fighter rarely, if ever, see the 
punch that tumbles blackness over him like a mantle, with a tearing rip as 
though the roof of his skull were exploding, and robs him of his senses. 

There was just that — a ripping in my head and then sudden blackness, 
and the next thing I knew, I was sitting on the canvas covering of the ring 
floor with my legs collapsed under me, grinning idiotically. How often since 
have I seen that same silly, goofy look on the faces of dropped fighters — and 
understood it. I held onto the floor with both hands, because the ring and 
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the audience outside were making a complete clockwise revolution, came to 
a stop, and then went back again counter-clockwise. When 1 struggled to 
my feet, Jack Kearns, Dempsey’s manager, was counting over me, but I 
neither saw nor heard him and was only conscious that I was in a ridicu- 
lous position and that the thing to do was to get up and try to Hght back. 
The floor swayed and rocked beneath me like a Ashing dory m an off-shore 
swell, and it was a welcome respite when Dempsey rushed into a clinch, 
held me up, and whispered into my ear: “Wrestle around a bit, son, until 
your head clears.” And then it was that I learned what those little love-taps 
to the back of the neck and the short digs to the ribs can mean to the groggy 
pugilist more than half knocked out. It is a murderous game, and the Aghter 
who can escape after having been felled by a lethal blow has my admira- 
tion. And there, too, I learned that there can be no sweeter sound than the 
bell that calls a halt to hostilities. 

From that afternoon on, also, dated my antipathy for the spectator at 
prizcAghts who yells: “Come on, you bum, get up and Aght! Oh, you big 
quitter! Yah yellow, yah ycllowf” Yellow, eh? It is all a man can do to get 
up after being stunned by a blow, much less Aght back. But they do it. And 
how a man is able to muster any further interest in a combat after being 
floored with a blow to the pit of the stomach will always remain to me a 
miracle of what the human animal is capable of under stress. 

Further experiments were less painful, but equally illuminating. A 
couple of sets of tennis with Vinnie Richards taught me more about what 
IS required of a topflight tournament tennis-player than I could have got 
out of a dozen books or years of reporting tennis matches. It is one thing 
to sit in a press box and write caustically that Brown played uninspired 
tennis, or Black's court covering was faulty and that his frequent errors cost 
him the set It is quite another to stand across the net at the back of a service 
court and try to get your racket on a service that is so fast that the ear can 
hardly detect the interval between the sound of the server’s bat hitting the 
,ball and the ball striking the court. Tournament tenms is a different game 
from week-end tennis. For one thing, in average tennis, after the Arst hard 
service has gone into the net or out, you breathe a sigh of relief, move up 
closer and wait for the cripple to come floating over. In big-timc tennis 
second service is practically as hard as the Arst, with an additional twist on 
the ball. 

It is impossible to judge or know anything about the speed of a fore- 
hand drive hit by a champion until you have had one Ared at you, or, 
rather, away from you, and you have made an attempt to return it. It is 
then that you Arst realize that tennis is played more with the head than 
with the arms and the legs. The fastest player in the world cannot get to a 
drive to return it if he hasn’t thought correctly, guessed its direction, and 
anticipated it by a fraction of a second. 
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There was golf with Bob Jones and Gene Sarazen and Tommy Armour, 
little Cruickshank and Johnny Farrell, and Diegcl and other professionals; 
and experiments at trying to keep up in the water with Johnny Weiss- 
'muller, Helene Madison, and Eleanor Holm, attempts to catch football 
passes thrown by Benny Friedman Nobody actually plays golf until he has 
acquired the technical perfection to be able to hit the ball accurately, high, 
low, hooked or faded and placed. And nobody knows what real golf is lik^ 
until he has played around with a professional and seen him play, not the 
ball, but the course, the roll of the land, the hazards, the wind, and the tex- 
ture of the greens and the fairways. It looks like showmanship when a top- 
flight golfer plucks a handful of grass and lets it flutter in the air, or aban- 
dons his drive to march two hundred yards down to the green and look 
over the situation. It isn’t. It’s golf The average player never knows or cares 
whether he is putting with or across the grain of a green. The professional 
alu/ays knows. The same average player standing on the tee is concentrated 
on getting the ball somewhere on the fairway, two hundred yards out. The 
professional when preparing to drive is actually to all intents and purposes 
playmg his second shot. He means to place his drive so as to open up the 
green for his approach. But you don’t find that out until you have played 
around with them when they are relaxed and not competing, and listen to 
them talk and plan attacks on holes. 

Major-league baseball is one of the most difficult and precise of all 
games, but you would never know it unless you went down on the field and 
got close to It and tried it yourself. For instance, the distance between pitcher 
and catcher is a matter of twenty paces, but it doesn’t seem like enough 
when you don a catcher’s mitt and try to hold a pitcher with the speed of 
Dizzy Dean or Dazzy Vance Not even the sponge that catchers wear in 
the palm of the hand when working with fast-ball pitchers, and the bulky 
mitt are sufficient to rob the ball of shock and sting that lames your hand 
unless you know how to ride with the throw and kill some of its speed. The 
pitcher, standing on his little elevated mound, looms up enormously over 
you at that short distance, and when he ties himself into a coiled spring pre- 
paratory to letting fly, it requires all your self<ontrol not to break and run 
for safety. And as for the things they can do with a baseball, those major- 
league pitchers ... I One way of finding out is to wander down on the 
field an hour or so before game-time when there is no pressure on them, 
pull on the catcher’s glove, and try to hold them. 

I still remember my complete surprise the first time I tried catching for 
a real curve-ball pitcher. He was a slim, spidery left-hander of the New York 
Yankees, many years ago, by the name of Herb Pennock. He called that he 
was going to throw a fast breaking curve and warned me to expect the ball 
at least two feet outside the plate. Then he wound up and let it go, and 
that ball came whistling right down the groove for the center of the plate. 
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A novice, I chose to believe what I saw and not what I heard, and prepared 
to catch it where it was headed for, a spot which of course it never readied, 
because just in front of the rubber, it swerved sharply to the right and passed 
nearly a yard from my glove. I never had a chance to catch it. That way, 
you learn about the mysterious drop, the ball that sails down the alley chest 
high but which you must be prepared to catch around your ankles because 
of the sudden dip it takes at the end of its passage as though someone were 
pulling it down with a string. Also you find out about the queer fade>away, 
the slow curve, the fast in- and out-shoots that seem to be timed almost as 
delicately as shrapnel, to burst, or rather break, just when they will do the 
most harm — namely, at the moment when the batter is swmging. 

Facing a big-league pitcher with a bat on your shoulder and trying to 
hit his delivery is another vital experience in gaining an understanding of 
the game about which you arc trying to write vividly. It is one thing to sit 
in the stands and scream at a batsman: “Oh, you bum!” for striking out in 
a pinch, and another to stand twenty yards &om that big pitcher and try 
m make up your mind in a hundredth of a second whether to hit at the 
offering or not, where to swing and when, not to mention worrying about 
protectmg yourself from the consequences of being struck by the ball that 
seems to be heading straight for your skull at an appalhng rate of speed. 
Because, if you arc a big-lcague player, you cannot very well afford to be 
gun-shy and duck away in panic from a ball that swerves in the last mo- 
ment and breaks perfectly over the plate, while the umpire calls: “Strikcl** 
and the fans jeer. Nor can you afford to take a crack on the temple from 
the ball. Men have died from that. It calls for undreamed-of niceties of 
nerve and judgment, but you don’t find that out until you have stepped 
to the plate cold a few times durmg batting practice or in trainmg quarters, 
with nothing at stake but the Acquisition of experience, and see what a fine 
case of the jumping jitters you get. Later on, when you are writing your story, 
your imagination, backed by the experience, will be able to supply a picture 
of what the batter is going through as he stands at the plate m the closing 
innings of an important game, vnth two or three men on base, two out, and 
his team behind in the scoring, and fifty thousand people screaming at him. 

The catching and holding of a forward pass for a winning touchdown 
on a cold, wet day always make a good yarn, but you might get an even 
better one out of it if you happen to know from experience about the elu- 
sive qualities of a hard, soggy, mud-slimed football rifled through the air, 
as well as something about the exquisite timing, speed, and courage it takes 
to catch it on a dead run, with two or three 190-pound men reaching for 
It at the same time or waiting to crash you as soon as your fingers touch it. 

Any fimtball coach during a light practice will let you go down the 
field and try to catch punts, the long, fifty-yard spirals and the tricky, tum- 
bling end-over-enders. Unless you have had some previous experience, you 
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won’t hang on to one out of ten, besides knocking your fingers out of joint. 
But if you have any imagination, thereafter you will know that it calls for 
more t^n neghgible nerve to judge and hold that ball and even plan to run 
with It, when there are two husky ends bearing down at full speed, preparing 
for a head-on tackle. 

In 1932 I covered my first set of National Air Races, in Cleveland, and 
immediately decided that I had to learn how to fly to find out what that felt 
hke. Riding as a passenger isn’t flying. Being up there all alone at the con- 
trols of a ship is. And at the same time began a series of investigations into 
the “feel” of the mechanized sports to see what they were all about and the 
qualities of mentality, nerve, and physique they called for from their par- 
ticipants. These included a ride with Gar Wood in his latest and fastest 
spe^boat. Miss America X, in which for the first time he pulled the throttle 
wide open on the Detroit River straightaway; a trip with the Indianapolis 
Speedway driver ChS Bergere, around the famous brick raceway; and a flip 
with Lieutenant A 1 Williams, one time U. S. Schneider Cup race pilot. 

I was scared with Wood, who drove me at 127 miles an hour, jounced, 
shaken, vibrated, choked with fumes from the exhausts, behind which I sat 
banging on desperately to the throttle bar, which after a while got too hot 
to hold. I was on a plank between Wood and his mechanic, Johnson, and 
thought that my last moment had come. I was still more scared when Cliff 
Bergere hit 126 on the Indianapolis straightaways in the tiny racing car in 
which I was hopelessly wedged, and after the first couple of rounds quite 
resigned to die and convinced that I should. But I think the most scared I 
have ever been while moving fast was during a ride I took in the cab of 
a locomotive on the straight, level stretch between Fort Wayne, Indiana, 
and Chicago, where for a time we hit 90 miles per hour, which of course 
IS no speed at all. But nobody who rides in the comfortable Pullman 
coaches has any idea of the didoes cut up by a locomotive in a hurry, or the 
thrill of pelting through a small town, all out and wide open, including the 
crossing of some thirty or forty frogs and switches, all of which must be set 
right. But that wasn’t sport. That was just plain excitement. 

I have never regretted these researches. Now that they are over, there 
isn’t enough money to make me do them again. But they paid me divi- 
dends, I figured. During the great Thompson Speed Trophy race for land 
planes at Cleveland in 1935, Captain Roscoe Turner was some eight or nine 
miles in the lead in his big golden, low-wing, speed monoplane. Suddenly, 
coming into the straightaway m front of the grandstands, buzzing along at 
280 miles an hour like an angry hornet, a streamer of thick, black smoke 
burst from the engine cowling and trailed back behind the ship. Turner 
pulled up immediately, using his forward speed to gam all the altitude pos- 
sible, turned and got back to the edge of the field, still pouring out that evil 
black smoke. Then he cut his switch, dipped her nose down, landed with 
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a bounce and a bump, and rolled up to the Ime in a perfect stop. The crowd 
gave him a great cheer as he climbed out of the oil-spattered machine, but 
It was a cheer of sympathy because he had lost the race after having been 
so far in the lead that had he continued he could not possibly have been 
overtaken. 

There was that story, but there was a better one too. Only the pilots 
on the field, all of them white around the lips and wiping from their faces 
a sweat not due to the oppressive summer heat, knew that they were look- 
ing at a man who from that time on, to use their own expression, was living 
on borrowed time. It isn’t often when a Thompson Trophy racer with a 
landing speed of around eighty to ninety miles an hour goes haywire in the 
air, that the pilot is able to climb out of the cockpit and walk away from his 
machine. From the time of that first burst of smoke until the wheels touched 
the ground and stayed there, he was a hundred-to-one shot to live. To the 
initiated, those dreadful moments were laden with suspense and horror. In- 
side that contraption was a human being who any moment might be burned 
to a horrible, twisted cinder, or smashed into the ground beyond all recog- 
nition, a human being who was cool, gallant, and fighting desperately. Every 
man and woman on the field who had ever been in trouble in the air was 
living those awful seconds with him in terror and suspense. I, too, was able 
to experience it. That is what makes getting the “feel” of things distinctly 
worth while. 


David J. Bradley 

Since his graduation from Danmouth m 19^8, David }. Bradley (^1918- 
) has left his sl(i traces ovei widely separated parts of the earth's 
sutface Norway, Switzerland, Austiia, and Finland, and during the 
summers Australia, New Zealand, and Chile. For a year he attended 
Cambridge University and then, after covering the Russo-Fmmsh war 
as a teporter, leturned to study medicine at Harvard. He received his. 
MD in 1944. In the unassuming style of a diary or a personal letter, he 
wntes of his experiences in Norway during the last winter before the 
storm of war hrohe over Europe. As we lead his words in the light of 
after events they gun the poignance of all good things resigned but un- 
forgotten. 


EUROPEAN SAGA 

I’M writing from the top of some peak in the 
middle of the Jotunhcim, Norway, the home of Giants, the hideout of Loki. 
I don’t know the name of this pinnacle, and 1 couldn’t pronounce it if I did. 
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but here I sit on a pair of gbod old hickory slabs, on whose scratched sur- 
face the snow has melted to glistening drops, like perspiration from some 
worthy exercise. And so it is: we have made many a mile of tracks during 
the past five days. 

What time of the year is it.? I don’t know. The beginning of April I 
guess. It must be a new spring in Hanover, with the roads drying in the 
middle, and the dogs more playful, and the bells more lighthearted than be- 
fore. What is all that spring doing without me ? I can almost hear the duck 
boards splashing on the campus, the paddles on the river, and the ski boots 
sloshing through the mud of the Sherburn Trail. 

But here it is still mid-winter. The powder snow takes no notice of the 
sun in Its horizontal path in the south — though our faces do. This Jotunheim 
IS a lot like Tuckerman and the cone of Washington, only on a bigger scale 
and in unlimited variety. It is all so good that had I not already had five 
days of it I should never be stopping here to write this. I don’t wonder they 
have to have a midnight sun in Norway. Twenty-four hours of daylight 
would not be too much. 

But let me try to make you a sketch" I am sittmg a little back from the 
eaves of a cornice; at my back is a precipice of black rock, vertical to a 
pocket glacier below— oh, nothing much, perhaps eight hundred feet down. 
In front of me the snow falls away in a smooth white slope which flattens 
out imperceptibly into an enormous glacier. From here it all looks as even 
as a well-made bed. Between my boots I can sec a tiny ring of people — ^thc 
rest of the expedition — camped for lunch on the glacier. Half a mile down; 
half a minute away. 1 think if I kicked loose a big snow ball it would roll 
into the middle of them. 

They are sitting on their skis or packs, eating bread and goat cheese and 
chocolate. I can hear them laughing. Someone is waxing his skis; another 
seems to be smearing his face with cream — which reminds me that I must 
do the same. Five days on these snowfields have left glorious tan all honey- 
combed with blisters. A real breeze would blow away my complexion like 
large sheets of newspaper. 

But nothing stirs — not a cloud, not a cool impulse in the air. I have seen 
no ptarmigan or ermine today; not even an eagle. 

They arc unpretentious, these moimtains not all precipice and cataracts 
of ice, like the Alps. Once they may have been, but the ice age came, cover- 
ing all but the highest peaks, grinding off the alpine fierceness into round- 
ing contours and great open valleys. What did remain above the ice was 
chipped and chiselled into all sorts of strange, angular formations. The result 
IS the finest country for ski mountamcering I know, unspoiled by funiculars 
and ski schools, belonging )ust now wholly to us — a small dark ring in the 
middle of some glacier. 

They look pretty insignificant down there — our expedition — surrounded 
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on all sides to the very horizon by snow and rock, but they are the only sign 
of life in the Jotunheim. Who are they? A motley group: seven English 
boys, three English girls, a Scotch lass, three Norskis, <i Swede, a Swiss, a 
Czech, a Canadian, and myself— a Dartmouth man. Nearly all the impor- 
tant countries m the world. Our leader is a husky sun-faced Norwegian of 
thirty, game to climb anything, game to schuss anything, game to drmk any- 
thmg. They say that Otto is a big man in the shipping business when he is 
in Oslo, but out here in the mountams he is a far bigger man, the last of 
the descendants of Hemmmg, great skier among the Gods of Asgard. 

From the camp down there I can follow our tracks as they meander in 
a careless happy way across the glacier. There on the other side is the over- 
hanging cornice where we spent an hour getting down. Using our skis as 
axes we cut through the cornice at its lowest point, and then, placing a pan 
across the notch as a horizontal bar, we could drop a matter of some fifteen 
feet to the snowficld below. 

Fortunately in this well-ordered country they have no avalanches. 
Slopes, which, anywhere else, an alpine goat would not dare to bleat at, 
here can be skied down in leisurely turns. I cannot say why, perhaps it is 
because the sun is so far m the south. At any rate nothing ever seems to — 
Hold on I What’s that hissing? By Jove, there is a little snow slide on a peak 
across the way. Just a surface slip, pried loose by the warm afternoon sun. It 
is stoppmg already, before it reaches the glacier. That is the first avalanche 
I have seen — or rather the second. 

The first happened on the roof of our cabin last night, when the snow 
was no longer able to stand the way we were singing “Alouette.” Noldi 
Kaech, the Swiss boy, the philosopher who, after a winter in America, de- 
cided that the earth was composed of three essential elements: snow, blondes 
and apple pie a la mode, well, this same Noldi led us in an “Alouette” which 
would have shamed the Don Cossack chorus. 

That was an especially good evening. We sat around the great stone 
fireplace, which stood, as they all do, a little out from the corner to allow 
the circulation of air and the drying of wood, and there we were until mid- 
night, in spite of the miles behind and the miles to come, singing. “Old 
Black Joe” and “Suwanee River” have become very popular, and ever since 
I initiated the chorus to “I’m Oola ski yumper from Norvay,” and “Ja ja 
vi skal ha, lutefisk og lefse,” these two songs have become almost the na- 
tional anthem. 

Beyond the valley where we spent last night I can just make out the 
general route we took through the mountains — ^here and there a peak we 
climbed or a glacier we shd down; a valley where we stayed overnight — 
here the place where we nearly broke up a stove during a free for all wres- 
tlmg match; there the night we skied under the northern lights. 

And finally, on the very sky-line is the gleaming blade of Mt. Fan- 
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aroken. Our second night was spent in a little cabin at the top. Five hours 
o£ climbing in an “eight foot blizzard” of blowmg particles of ice, and our 
last steps lit by a flaming sunset. The cabin was scarcely more than a 
chimneyed drift; and supper a battle of cave men for bread, cheese, and 
frozen sardines. It was here that our party was augmented by one Erich — 
two weeks ago he was a Czech. Now he is a Jude. 

Somehow the minutes seem to get away from us. There is an eagle now, 
swingmg in slow arcs above the glacier, and the camp below is getting 
under way again. Time to be tightemng my boots. I can pick out most of 
our route: first a climb to a low col, and then down over another glacier — 
SIX kilometers, all in one piece! — down to the last valley, grimming already 
with shadow. Tomorrow we must follow the course of a rebellious stream 
down to sprmg, to the mud and meadow-larks of spring. 

Old skis, do you remember the many battering races we had in New 
England, Sun Valley, Switzerland > — they were our adolescent passions. But 
“this IS the end for which we twain are met” — this is the honeymoon of a 
life of ski mountaineering together, and my feet are impatient for the em- 
brace of the Kandahar. . . . 

■f 

Bad weather* Some fifty of us standing among the rocks at Kcil- 
haustopp waiting for the start of the Galdhopiggen race. Good Friday — 
snowing just enough to obliterate the great glaciated valley below us Oh, 
it will ever be so as long as skiers msist upon matching madness. 

Somewhere down there in that amorphous grey the Damen were already 
racing. Laila Schou Nielsen had taken a bad fall and the race belonged to 
the Swedish champion. May Nilsson of the auburn hair. 

The Damen started from Skarret, a narrow gap where the gentler snow 
fields above pitch off suddenly into the valley proper. It was a mile and a 
quarter from Keilhaustopp — a mile and a half of two beautifully graded 
schusses. As I stood on the rocks, chewing chocolate, I frequently and invol- 
untarily recalled a vivid picture of Geoffery and Roily on the day before 
rattling down over that field, passmg me with the sound of a couple of 
racing cars, and seeming to take off at Skarret m one long jump for the 
bottom of the valley. That would be all invisible during the race. Geoffery 
was down at the finish now, reconciled by the weather and by a French 
Mademoiselle to his sprained ankle. 

Who were we at Keilhaustopp ? There was Hans Hansson, the defend- 
ing champion. He stood with his Swedish teammates discussing some diffi- 
culty of the course. I had seen him in action only once~on a clear day, when 
he was training over the section from Skarret down to Blue Ice. There the 
course, controlled by a number of flags, weaves in and out between islands 
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of rocks. Skiing here is the nearest .thing to Hying I know, nearer even than 
jumping, for a jump is an instantaneous experience, and presumably m a 
straight line. But here the snow is as soft as air underfoot, and one wheels 
on the shoulders and skims through the gullies as easily as an eagle ndes 
on the air currents above a cliff. Hansson had run this section like an army 
engineer planning how to straighten out the corners. 

Then there were three enfants de la Patrte: Agnel paraffining his skis; 
Besson, fifteen years old, relacmg his boots; and the world champion James 
Couttet peeling an orange and staring vacantly out over that invisible valley. 
Perhaps he was quizzing himself, as most of us were, on the last half mile 
plunge from Blue Ice down: the V-shaped gully lined with soft snow where 
three people had already twisted their legs; the four controls; the narrow 
trail tluough the brush — ^that was our path to the hmsh. 

There were many others, too. Olaf Raabe was standing apart, exhaling 
smoke and bits of yodelling simultaneously. He felt certain of being m the 
first five, but did not know that he would beat our Agnel by one tenth of 
a second for fourth place. And Olaf’s buddy, Nils Eie — a hard fall, like a 
tight wire stretched across his path, was waiting for him just before the 
finish. And Bob Ferguson — an hour later he was on a toboggan, wondering 
if his ankle were broken. And Mike Angus— he did not know that a 
sprained knee and a slight concussion were impendmg. No, he was asking 
if anyone had some paraffin. 

Soon Eincr Bergsland, the popular dictator of the Galdhopirennet, set 
off down the groove to clear the course. He dissolved quickly m the cloud — 
in four minutes he would be warning the timers three thousand feet below. 

12:291 “Fern . . . fir . . . tre . . to . . en . . . GO! No. 2, No. 3, get 
ready please.” No. 4 was Noldi Kaech. 

“Two bottles,” I warned him. He grinned. 

“Well, Otto wants to come in the bet too. . . 

“Make it three, then.” 

“. . . And he suggested champagne, so I said that was Ho Kay. I like 
champagne better, you know.” 

I have given this rather full account of the start of the Galdhopiggen 
downhill race because once started I saw nothing at all of the course. True, 
I had an impression of moving rapidly through space, and there was a dis- 
turbing jarring sensation in the feet, but only tbe control flags, the familiar 
rocks, and an occasional shouting figure, which came and went m an mstant, 
guided my skis to the valley floor. 

And there was Noldi chewing on a cigarette. 

“Salut,” he said, “how did it go?” 

“Oh, not so bad — pretty lucky.” 

“But why did you fall just up there? We could see it from here.” 
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“Ha! The ice in that gully piped me out the bottom like water out of 
a fire hose. And you?” 

“Oooh, I stemmed the whole thing down — but halt! Here comes 
Couttet!” 

Sure enough. Crouching low and going very fast, Couttet cleared Blue 
Ice. We could just see him on the sky-hne. He disappeared for many seconds 
in the gully — then out, through the controls, well done, into the brush. 
There was a great pot-hole nextl He sprang from the rim, landing in a 
christie, steady as a cat, and flashed down the last slope to the finish. 

Chck! A dozen private stop watches started. Hansson next! Couttet 
had made 3 mm. 8 sec., four seconds faster than his teammate Besson. The 
hands of the watches fairly crawled. Ten seconds. An average speed of 45 
mph. All eyes were on the sky-line. Twenty seconds. The French trainer 
sighed heavily. Twenty-five. The Swedes were getting anxious. Thirty! 
Where was Hansson? Then a shout from Blue Ice, and we saw Hansson 
where we had just seen Couttet, coming like a meteor. Out of sight in the 
gully. Forty. Into the controls. No hesitation; no slip yet. Fifty. In the brush. 
Fifty! Through the brush, fifty! The same jump into the pot-hole. Were 
the watches frozen? The Frenchman had not breathed since Hansson ap- 
peared, and with a great gasp he saw the second hand speed across the 
finish line two seconds ahead of the Swede. 

There was another little drama, an anticlimax, which few people knew 
about. It concerned only three of us Noldi and I finished tenth and ninth, 
two seconds apart, but Otto, wild Otto, was sixth. 

The duelling, however, was only half done. The slalom remained, and 
two seconds in a hundred and ninety is not much of an advantage, particu- 
larly when the long slalom course was made more hazardous by patches of 
ice and soft snow. Nevertheless Couttet and Hansson finished their first 
runs in identical times — and Noldi was %o of a second up on the next 
bottle of champagne. 

Then in the second run the Swedish champion went for the combmed 
in earnest. That polished style wiped away four seconds. It was Couttet’s 
turn to race the second hand. The championship depended utterly on this 
last run. 

There was something more than sang-froid in the way he looked down 
over the forest of flags and waited for the signal: “Clar . . . GO!” And 
Couttet went — ^like a sparrow through a cane brake — but once he tripped! 
nearly fell, recovering on his pole. It was enough. Hansson won the slalom 
and Couttet barely salvaged the combined. Norway had to be content with 
Raabe’s third, and console itself with Laila’s triumph in the ladies’ slalom. 

As for me — well, the last flush was set in a 40° slope, and I only man- 
aged to get at it after stalking it from below. Then Noldi came, and I could 



400 PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS 

hear the popping of champagne corks every time he made a gate. But where 
I fell he also fell and hurt his ankle so that Otto won agam. 

The Galdhopirennet closed with the last run of Second Lieutenant 
Peter Wrcnford. For the first time I realized what is meant by the old say- 
mg that: “the army moves on its stomach.” As he chmned himself through 
the last flush he was heard to say those now immortal words: “Well, I give 
it bloody upl” 

The last supper at Galdhopiggen was a not. We sang (not entirely to- 
gether; indeed, frequently not even the same song) during the courses and 
shouted for more food in between. Everyone wanted to make a speech; 
some were not satisfied with two or three speeches. One of the French girls 
gave a charming oration m what was alleged to be Norwegian, and then 
Einer Bergsland retaliated in the French of some unknown Chmese dialect. 
Most memorable of all, though, were a few words from Noldi. He began 
with: “Well, since, unlike Mademoi^e, I do not speak such good Nor- 
wegian, I must try to say what I want to say, like Emer, m English . . . 
(Cries of “No, no, that was Frenchl” from Emer’s table, and “Hear, hcarl” 
from the British Isles.) . , . Some of you might wonder that I don’t speak 
in German, but I tell you that I speak ‘Schweitzer Deutsch,’ and that is quite 
another thing. . . It was five minutes before the echoes permitted him to 
continue. He finished by saying: “So, I lift my glass to the friendship which 
is always between skiers when they come together in the mountains, no 
matter where they come from, and of which we have all found so much 
here at Galdhopiggen.” 

Two days later we were in Oslo. We learned for the first time that Italy 
had invaded Albania three days before, on Good Friday, while we were 
climbing to Keilhaustopp in the shadow of an approachmg snow storm. 

That evening our ship sailed for England. And when the vessel began 
to glide away from the wharf, and more and more of the twilight mingled 
with the darker eddies of the Oslofjord, we could still hear “Ja, ja, vi skal 
ha,” and “I’m Oola, ski yumper from Norvay. . . ." 



Geoffrey Winthrop Young 

Geoffrey Wtnthrop Young ) wat bom tn London, educated 

at Cambridge University, tiaveled widely, and had a distinguished career 
as commander of Friends’ Ambulance Units in Fiance and Italy during 
World War /. But the passion of his life since the age of has been 
mountaineering Undaunted by hts years he is still, as President of the 
Alpine Club, preaching the sanative discipline of the mountains and the 
moral values of the outdoor life. "The motive of my life, if any," he 
writes, "has been to attempt to recover something of the Gree\ balance 
between the activity of the body and of the mind; to pursue adventurous 
living, open-air discipline, natural human intercourse; and to attempt to 
express the rhythms achieved m movement or perceived m nature by 
means of the rhythm of words!’ The latter purpose is realized in his 
Mountain Craft, On High Hills, and several volumes of verse. "Moun- 
tain Speed’’ IS remaikable both for its ingenious technique and for its 
stirring athleticism. 


MOUNTAIN SPEED 

Oh, the winter joy of the flying of feet over snow<Iad hill, 

the rush and the snow-leap vying with the flight of our will; 

the hiss of our ski, and the sighing of speed that frost cannot still I 

The race of the strong thrust urging the froth of the turn, 
the pace of the snow-blast purging with clean heart-burn, 
the face of the valley up-surging to meet our sweep of return! 

Oh, the sunshine glory of lying a-dream on the steep, 
above restless forests defying their burden of sleep, 

with the whisper of white worlds dying, lulling our hearts from the deepi 

As the swoop of the swift keen-shrilling in twilight of May, 
as the stoop of the hawk to the killing from visionless gray, 
as the plunge of the rainbow filling the haggard spaces of day — 

Like the pouring of glacier on ocean, in fiords of the sea, 

like the flood of a people’s devotion, in arms to be free, 

is our soaring of passionate motion o’er mountains, the swirl of our ski! 

Though the way be uphill and long winding, with irksome sleet, 
and a slabbery snow-broth binding our lift and beat, 
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there’ll be day o’er the pass, and the bhnding of wind, and all heaven in 
our feet! 

Spurn the crest hcrce-driven from falling fountain of snow; 

^rn the rest that is given to all whom the mountains know; 

Learn the best of all livmg from height, and the glory of speed, and the 
glow! 



V. AMERICAN HERITAGE 


SO far we have been looking at the individual 
life in its single growth and its more intimate relationships To these we 
have added some note of spiccial satisfactions to be found in work, play, the 
arts. Now we must place the individual against a larger background than 
that of home and community. As a citizen, he plays his part in the world 
of our time, especially the United States. 

. . . Especially the United States. How many Americans were really 
aware of their country as an object of devotion before that Sunday afternoon 
when they listened, in pain and horror, to the story of Pearl Harbor.? In 
the swift crescendo of war their country became their dearest concern, to 
understand, to justify, to defend at any cost. 

The motorized march of events has thrust upon the United States a 
sudden leadership in world affairs and in world thought. Only yesterday, 
“Look homeward, America'” meant an incitement to develop our own cul- 
tural resources. Today it becomes a command which touches every concern 
of national life. No longer can we look to Europe for guidance, cultural, 
political, economic, or social The sources from which we came arc either 
destroyed or forever changed From now on we must blaze our own trail. 

But the trail goes forward under Western skies of promise. Whatever 
the fate of the older countries, we are still at the beginning of American his- 
tory. It IS our privilege to write a chapter of that history, a chapter big with 
events, a chapter of tension and suspense. Are wc prepared — not only in 
arms but in ideas — to keep its pages fresh and true ? Do we know the faiths 
for which men die? Or are we tragic marchers in the dark, gropers in a 
black-out of the understanding? 

These pages attempt to bring together some of our faiths. We must be 
prepared to examine all the threads of our tangled present and patiently tie 
them into the fabric of the future. Our inquiry must include the failures as 
well as the triumphs of democracy indeed wc realize that the world has 
come to Its present pass because we were so slow in seeing clearly the forces 
that were eating away our civilization. Only by bringing these forces, too, 
into the light can we expect to overcome them and so make the world again 
a place where men and women gladly live. 

Wc begin with familiar things, the well-loved features of these States. 
This is the bkek-drop against which the action will be played. It is a noble 
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setting, regarded merely in geographical terms. In its vastness and its variety. 
Its power and its beauty, it is the most imposing setting in history. From 
the green hills of New England to the great gorge of the Columbia, across 
the infinite reach of the prairies and down the greatest river in the world, 
from the high snows of the Rockies to the warm sands of the Gulf, it is a 
fit background for a diverse and dynamic people. The United States is 
scenery, first of all: but how much can be implied in scenery, how it can 
stir the heart with pride, how it can itself be a factor in the currents of 
American history I 

For the American Scene is inseparable from the American Heritage: 
the men and women in the covered wagons and the mountains marching 
like dim giants across the edge of the grasslands; the battlefield of Gettys- 
burg and Lincoln speaking; the farmsteads of the colonists and the dust of 
forgotten roads. Scenery and history melt into one, and we call it love of 
country, “roots m the region.” Our roots are the roots of the first settlers and 
they strike deep mto this land— how deep some of us are ]ust beginning to 
understand. 

The American Heritage is something more than words. We gain little 
by talking of the virtues of dead pioneers however heroic. We have a job 
to do; we are pioneers m our own right. We have to generate out of our- 
selves the conviction, the courage, and the devotion which will build a better 
America in a better world. Truly it is a task for the strong. 

But we must be certain of our way at home if we hope to give eifective 
leadership abroad. Out of the self-crmcism which is a by-product of the 
war we have come face to face with some of the maladjustments of our 
society. What of our industrial system^ Are we livmg up to the sort of in- 
dividualism which accords every citizen an equal chance? or are we inter- 
preting mdividualisra as merely freedom for one’s self and one’s class to 
exploit other human beings ? Problems of race, which exist even in America, 
are the most conspicuous examples of the disparity between our humanistic 
ideals and their working out. Here there is little to quicken our pride in 
being Americans. The denial of the dignity of the mdividual is a rejection 
of fundamental democracy. But if there is cause for misgivmg in our fum- 
bling of social issues, there is the promise of moral adventure in the solv- 
ing of them. And solved they must be, whatever the present diversion of 
our powers to the overmastering necessities of war. Ours will be a hollow 
victory over fascism abroad if we allow our exploited groups to lose confi- 
dence in democracy and so take the fatal short cut of fascism at home. Now, 
as never before in thi^ country, we roust dedicate ourselves to the “long 
labor of liberty.” 



Archibald MacLeish 


"Ever since Archibald MacLeish, exploring a Paris library, came upon the 
record of Spanish conquest in the New World from which grew his 
Conquistador, his poetry has been deeply conscious of the westward 
movement of man across the earth • “the journey westward from the sea 
into the unljnown and dangerous country beyond which lies the rich and 
lovely city for which men hope" 


THE WESTERN SKY 

Stand stahd against the rising night 
O freedom’s land, O freedom’s air: 
Stand steep and keep the fading light 
That eastward darkens everywhere. 

Hold hold the golden light and lift 
Hill after hill-top, one by one — 

Lift up America O hfi 

Green freedom to the evening sun. 

Lift up your hills till conquered men 
Look westward to their blazing height: 
Lift freedom till its fire again 
Kindles the countries of the night. 

Be proud America to bear 
The endless labor of the free — 

To strike for freedom everywhere 
And everywhere bear liberty. 

Lift up O land O land hft clear 
The lovely signal of your skies. 

If freedom darkens eastward here 
Here on the west let freedom rise. 
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Thomas Wolfe 


Thomas Wolfe (igoo-jgjS) was bom in Asheville, North Carolina. He 
paduated from the University of North Carolina, received the degree of 
AM. at Haivard, and studied abioad as a Guggenheim Fellow. For six 
years he taught English at Washington Square College, New Yor\ Uni- 
versity. His first boo\. Look Homeward, Angel, is an uninhibited pic- 
ture of his native city and hts own family, a pattern which was to repeat 
Itself in subsequent novels. Of Time and the River, most widely dis- 
cussed of hts wor\s, IS a vast and undisaplined flood of words, piodi- 
gious in Its energy, Whitmanesque in its lyric intensity, romantic in its 
transformation of the commonplace. The adjective most often applied to 
Wolfe was “unpredictable”; it was still applicable to his eventual ran\ 
when he died at thirty-eight. In the lusty vitality and headlong drive of 
the following passage, Thomas Wolfe and hts United States are fused 
in a single tremendous asset tion. 


AMERICAN LANDSCAPE 

AMERICA has a thousand lights and weathers 
and we walk the streets, we walk the streets forever, we walk the streets of 
life alone. 

It IS the place of the howling wmds, the hurrying of the leaves in old 
October, the hard clean falling to the earth of acorns. The place of the 
storm-tossed moaning of the wintry mountainside, where the young men cry 
out in their throats and feel the savage vigor, the rude strong energies; the 
place also where the trains cross rivers. 

It is a fabulous country, the only fabulous country; it is the one place 
where miracles not only happen, but where they happen all the time. 

It is the place of exultancy and strong joy, the place of the darkened 
brooding air, the smell of snow; it is the place of all the fierce, the bitten 
colors in October, when all of the wild, sweet woods flame up; it is also 
the place of the cider press and the last brown oozings of the York 
Imperials. . . . 

It IS the place where great boats are baymg at the harbor’s mouth, 
where great ships are putting out to sea; it is the place where great boats 
are blowing in the gulf of night, and where the river, the dark and secret 
river, full of strange time, is forever flowing by us to the sea. . . . 

It is the place of autumnal moons hung low and orange at the frosty 
edges of the pines; it is the place of frost and silence; of the clean dry 
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shocks and the opulence of enormous pumpkins that yellow on hard clotted 
earth; it is the place of the stir and feather]^ stumble of the hens upon their 
roost, the frosty, broken barking of the dogs, the great barn-shapes and solid 
shadows in the running sweep of the moon-whited countryside, the wading 
whistle of the fast express. It is the place of flares and steamings on the 
tracks, and the swing and bob and tottering dance of lanterns in the yards; 
it is the place of dings and knellings and the sudden glare of mighty engines 
over sleepmg faces in the night; it is the place of the terrific web and spread 
and smouldering, the distant glare of Philadelphia and the solid rumble of 
the sleepers; it is also the place where the Transcontinental Limited is strok- 
ing eighty miles an hour across the continent and the small dark towns 
whip by like bullets, and there is only the fanlike stroke of the secret, im- 
mense and lonely earth again. . . . 

It is the place of the wild and exultant winter’s morning and the wind, 
with the powdery snow, that has been howling all night long; it is the place 
of solitude and the branches of the spruce and hemlock piled with snow; 

It IS the place where the Fall River boats are tethered to the wharf, and the 
wild gray snow of furious, secrcU and storm-whited morning whips across 
them. It IS the place of the lodge by the frozen lake and the sweet breath 
and amorous flesh of sinful woman; it is the place of the tragic and lonely 
beauty of New England; it is the place of the red barn and the sound of 
the stahlcd hooves and of bright tatters of old circus posters; it is the place 
of the immense and pungent smell of breakfast, the country sausages and ^ 
the ham and eggs, the smoking wheat cakes and the fragrant coffee, and 
of lonely hunters in the frosty thickets who whistle to their lop-eared 
hounds. . 

It IS the place of the crack athletes and of the runners who limber up 
in March; it is the place of the ten-second men and the great jumpers and 
vaulters; it is the place where spring comes, and the young birch trees have 
white and tender barks, of the thaw of the earth, and the feathery smoke of 
the trees; it is the place of the burst of grass and bud, the wild and sudden 
tenderness of the wilderness, and of the crews out on the river and the 
coaches coming down behind them in the motor-boats, the surges rolling 
out behmd when they are gone with heavy sudden wash. . . . 

It is the place where they like to wm always, and boast about their vic- 
tories; It IS the place of quick money and sudden loss; it is the place of the 
mile-long freights with their strong, solid, clanking, heavy loneliness at 
night, and of the silent freight of cars that curve away among raw piney 
desolations with their promise of new lands and unknown distances — the 
huge attentive gape of emptiness. It is the place where the hums come 
singly from the woods at sunset, the huge stillness of the water-tower, the 
fading light, the rails, secret and alive, and trembling with the oncoming 
train; it is the place of the great tramps, Oklahoma Red, Fargo Pete, and 
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the Jersey Dutchman, who grab fast rattlers for the Western shore; it is the 
place of old blown bums who qpme up in Oadxr skirls of dust and wind 
and crumpled newspapers and beg, with canned heat on their breaths: 
“Help Old McGuire: McGuire’s a good guy, kid. You’re not so tough, kid; 
McGuire’s your pal, kid: How about McGuure, McGuire — ?’’ 

... It is the place of the immense and lonely earth, the place of fat 
ears and abundance where they grow cotton, corn, and wheat, die wine-red 
apples of October, and the good tobacco. . . . 

It is the place where you come up through Virginia on the great trains 
in the night-time, and rumble slowly across the wide Potomac and see the 
morning sunlight on the nation’s dome at Washington, and where the fat 
man shaving in the Pullman washroom grunts, “What’s this? What’s this 
we’re coming to — ^Washington?” — ^And the thin man g lancing out the 
window says, “Yep, this is Washington. That’s what it is, all right. You 
getdn’ off here?”— And where the fat man grunts, “Who— me? Naw— I’m 
goin’ on to Baltimore.” It is the place where you get off at Baltimore and 
find your brother waiting. . . . 

It is the place of the fast approach, the hot blind smoky passage, the 
tragic lonely beauty of New England, and the web of Boston; the place 
of the mighty station there, and engines passive as great cats, the straight 
dense plumes of engine smoke, the acrid and exciting smell of trains and 
stations, and of the man-swarm passing ever in its million-footed weft, the 
smell of the sea in harbors and the thought of voyages — and the place of 
the goat-cry, the strong joy of our youth, the magic city, when vre knew 
the most fortunate life on earth would certainly be ours, that we were 
twenty and could never die. 

And always America is the place of the deathless and enraptured mo- 
ments, the eye that looked, the mouth that smiled and vanished, and the 
word; the stone, tte leaf, the door we never found and never -have forgotten. 
And these are the things that we remember of America, for we have known 
all her thousand lights and weathers, and we walk the streets, we walk the 
streets forever, we walk the streets of hfe alone. 



Editors of “Fortune” 


To analyze and summanze the complex pattern — topographic, economic, 
and social — of these United States would seem to require a good-sized 
volume' the editors of Fortune have achieved this tas\ within the limits 
of a single article. Starting from the contradictions in the American char- 
acter, they turn to the single undoubted fact about America — its integra- 
tion. They then brea\ down their subject into seven economic "shadow 
nations" only to show that the intertwining interests of the several re- 
gions re-emphastze their essential oneness. Here is a new l(tnd of geog- 
raphy, in which information is imaginatively vitalized. In the organiza- 
tion of material, the use of data, and the definiteness of conclusions, the 
article may well stand as a model research paper. Since 1940, when this 
article was written, war has altered some details, but the basic features of 
American life as here described are unchanged. 


THE U. S. A. 


LESS by definition than by achievement, the 
United States is the greatest nation on earth. Everybody knows it, every- 
body believes it, everybody says it — usually without quite knowing why. It 
isn’t the greatest nation in size. Its continental area of 3,026,789 square miles 
IS less than half the size of the Soviet Union, and smaller than Canada or 
Brazil. It IS almost once and a half the size of Europe without the Soviet 
Union, but with all possessions it occupies only 7 per cent of the total land 
area of the world, whereas the British Empire sprawls across a third of the 
globe, Soviet Russia’s chunk equals 14 per cent, and the French reserva- 
tion another 8 per cent. The U. S. isn’t the greatest nation by nose count. 
Its population of 130,085,000 is small compared to 450,000,000 Chinese, 
353,000,000 Indians, and 170,000,000 Russians. Per square mile it has only 
forty-three inhabitants, and is more sparsely settled than any of the major 
nations with the exception of Soviet Russia; in contrast the 742 persons per 
square mile in England seems almost fantastic. Nor is the U. S. by any 
means the fastest-growing nation. Its birth rate has declined from 23.7 per 
thousand in 1920 to 179 per thousand estimated for 1938, and in a couple 
of decades at this rate persons of fifty or over will constitute the dominant 
population bloc. 

In spite of an unparalleled industrial civilization, the U. S. is not pre- 
dominantly a manufacturing nation. Manufacturing accounts for less than 
a fifth of the country’s total realized income, whereas in the United King- 
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dom and Japan over 30 per cent of national income is derived from factory 
trades; in Sweden 40 per cent. The U. S. has built the world’s most fabulous 
cities, but It is not the most urbanized nation, even though the population 
of citiHed New York exceeds that of either Canada or Argentina, and 
though Pennsylvania has more inhabitants than Belgium or Hungary, citi- 
bed Illinois more than Finland and Denmark together. But less than 30 per 
cent of U. S. citizens live in big cities. In Ehgland nearly 45 per cent of the 
people dwell in cities of 100,000 or more, and in Germany over 30 per cent. 
The U. S. is still predominantly small-town and rural; not metropolitan. 

Commonly presumed to be wealthier in natural resources than any other 
nation, the U. S. in some respects is probably equaled and m others exceeded 
by the British Empire and the Soviet Union, and its reserves may someday 
be equaled by those awaiting exploitation or discovery in South Africa, 
South America, and the hinterland of Asia. Furthermore, the U. S. has cer- 
tain vital deficiencies. It consumes more than half the world’s rubber crop, 
grows none. It drinks half the world’s coffee, and again grows none. It uses 
three-fourths of the world’s raw silk without cultivating any silkworms to 
speak of. It brings in (mainly from Argentina) 15 per cent of its hides. Its 
production of sugar, taken with that supplied by U. S. island possessions, is 
about 12 per cent of the world’s total, but it consumes 20 per cent, and that 
8 per cent difference amounts to 2,770,000 tons It has virtually no tin, or 
platinum, or chromite, or antimony; precious little manganese, quicksilver, 
tungsten, and nickel Granted that the superb U. S. technology could stop 
some of these gaps if war or other force majeure cut off imports, the fact 
remains that in a number of categories the U. S. is far from being inde- 
pendent of the outside world. 

But in spite of all lacks and unfavorable comparisons the U. S. is the 
greatest nation on earth. It might be great simply on account of its 3,026,789 
square miles It might again be great on account of its 130,085,000 people. 
It might be great because of its tremendous agriculture. It might be great 
because of its vast industrialization. It might be great on account of basic 
mineral and energy resources. It might have greatness of a sort because of 
Its political system. But its actual greatness rests not on these single assets, 
but on their cpmbination The greatness of the U. S. is the sum of a vast 
land area; a great, resourceful population of diverse origins and talents; a 
great agriculture of such richness that it embarrasses; a universal industry 
of cosmic dimensions; an enormous treasury of resources; a form of govern- 
ment that has stimulated the optimum development of all the components 
of the economy. It is the compounding of all these sources of greatness that 
makes the U. S. great. 

And It IS this compounding that has resulted in the creation of an 
American superman For in a civihzation based on energy and productivity 
the meaning and the effectiveness of every U. S. citizen are magnified and 
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extended. Each has the largest per capita share of the world’s coal and corn 
and iron ore and wheat and electricity and automobiles and bathtubs and 
radios and telephones and machines in general. It is as a nation of indus- 
trialized individuals who arc in effect supermen that the U. S. has attained 
wealth, productivity, and strength far beyond comparison with any other 
nation, or, for that matter, most combinations of nations. 

Just as the greatness of the U. S. is a source of wonder and envy to the 
rest of the world, so the character of the U. S. people has always been a 
tantalizing enigma. The English are “great colonizers” and “shopkeepers.” 
The French are “a gay nation, fond of light wines and dancing.” The 
Russians invariably are “mad,” the Orientals “inscrutable,” the Germans 
“thorough,” the Italians “sentimental” Doubtless these epithets are highly 
inaccurate, but no handle has ever been fitted to the American character, and 
in spite of numerous attempts the psychoanalysis of the race is yet to be 
made. The world’s statesmen have spent a century and a half trying to un- 
derstand Americans, and countless European commentators have swarmed 
across the U. S. The commentators have gone everywhere, seen everything, 
talked with everyone, taken mountains of notes, and gone home to write 
searching books about the U. S , which invariably turn out to be no more 
than delightful commentaries on the commentators. The U. S. has been 
called “Uncle Shylock,” the “Land of Greed,” the “Land of Dollar Grab- 
bers,” but let a famine develop in Asia or a war break out in Africa or an 
earthquake level a city in South America and at once Americans rush to 
the rescue with fleets of supplies, or money, or ambulances, or anything else 
that would come in handy. 

The U. S. IS the world’s greatest democracy, but its fundamental law 
was written mainly by aristocrats and conservatives who feared the people 
The U. S. IS the world’s most tireless advocate of the principles of freedom, 
equality, tolerance, and due process of law Yet it is peculiarly susceptible 
to wholly undemocratic outbursts of mob violence resulting in lynchings, 
repression, and vigilantism; and every so often it produces a Ku Klux Klan 
or a Black Legion, and it supports a fair share of indigenous fascist move- 
ments. The U. S. IS a law-abiding nation, which recorded 1,400,000 major 
crimes in 1937 and has a hard time finding jail space to house the criminals. 
It has a divine faith in the power of legislation. It spends more money on 
making laws and governing itself than any other country, outside of the 
U.S.S.R., and it takes a peculiar satisfaction in circumventing or ignoring its 
own laws. The U. S. is the arch-enemy of injustice throughout the world, 
and sounds off at frequent intervals on the iniquities of foreign govern- 
ments, foreign philosophies, and foreign methods based on persecution, im- 
perialism, and force; yet it tolerates the most brutal exploitation of certain 
classes of its own people and shrugs nonchalantly at the organized persecu- 
tion of unpopular characters So close to the frontier that many a living man 
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has filed notches in his gun, the U. S. has canonized its most colorful ban- 
ditti— Jesse James and Bdly the Kid are typical heroes — and exhibits a thinly 
disguised admiration for its Dillingers and Baby Face Nelsons. 

The U. S. has over 30,000,000 students enrolled in schools and colleges. 
But over 4 per cent of the population is ilhterate, a rate comparing unfavor- 
ably with the averages of most European countries. The U. S. is a religious 
nation, with 64,000,000 chnrchgoers who occasionally visit 248,000 churches 
to worship and play bingo. It is a nation of home and family lovers, and 
its divorce rate of sixteen per hundred marriages is next to the highest in 
the world. 


INTEGRATION OF A UNIVERSE 

But if Americans are altogether too paradoxical for any compact descrip- 
tion, at least they can be measured in terms of their major achievement. 
That achievement has been the integration withm the boundaries of a 
single, unified nation of the infinite variety of racial, cultural, economic, and 
geographic components of the U. S. scene. 

In the beginning there were pioneers who created pioneer colonies based 
on the pioneer ideal of self-sufficiency. Although they achieved a loose po- 
litical unity when they were leagued under the Articles of Confederation, 
for all practical purposes they remained separate nations. Even under the 
Constitution the states placed their mdividual interests above the national 
interest, and this selfishness — becoming sectional — led to the Civil War. But 
a nation had been created, the frontier was pushed westward, and industry 
became a strong integrating force. A northern factory might employ 
southern labor and sell to the West; and the transcontinental railroads 
helped bind the nation together with their long steel tracks. For industry 
was essentially national rather than sectional or regional. It prospered in 
the expanding free-trade area. 

See the sweep, the magnitude of the achievement. On the map this 
gigantic slab of earth confronts the mind, the eye, and the imagination like 
a cake too big to eat. There is a thumb thrust toward the warm Caribbean, 
and here a fist reaching for icebergs in the North Atlantic. Here is the gentle 
loveliness of velvet lawns and darning autumn hillsides in New England, 
and here the parched, harsh desolation of the prairies on a snowless day in 
winter. Here is East Texas as fiat as a frozen lake, and here the high Sierras 
with their snowy crests floaung like swans in the tall blue sky. Here is the 
Boston Common calf-deep in mud on a dim November afternoon, and here 
on the same afternoon is a black-shadowed date grove in Phoenix under a 
sun that burns like mustard plaster, in air so dry it stings. Here is the moss- 
hung lushness of palms tossing in the moonlight on the Louisiana shore, and 
here the austere march of evergreens up the western slopes of the Cascades. 
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Here is New York at night, hell-red with neon and fogged by the factories 
in Hoboken, and here 1$ a lone rider herding sheep on an empty Wyoming 
plateau. Here is the whole land, laid lavishly across the belly of a continent, 
washed by three seas, warmed by a dozen suns, breathing a hundred airs, 
so vast its horizons exhaust the eye, so turbulent with beauty, ugliness, terror, 
and hope that it wears a thousand faces and speaks with ten thousand 
tongues. All this has been integrated. 

Or consider the history and derivation of the people. At first there are 
the Latins, here for plunder for the galleons of Spain, or land and furs for 
Paris. Then there are the English, commg for freedom, or what they then 
considered freedom; finding it, losing it, and fightmg to have it again. 
Narrow, stern, hard-muscled, tough-minded English yeomen in the North, 
and English Cavaliers of a quite different breed in the South. The Enghsh- 
men pushing westward out of curiosity, or because the land along 'the coast 
was thin, or because they hated the sight of the neighbors’ chimneys, or be- 
cause they wanted less government, ^me of them dropped like seeds into 
pockets of the Appalachians, but always there were some who could not 
stop. By 1810 they had traversed most of the West, and by 1850 had settled 
most of It — in spots. All this is very new. The battle of the Little Bighorn 
was fought in 1876, and as late as 1890 Pershing was campaigning against 
the Sioux in Dakota A hundred years ago the state of Texas was a full- 
fledged republic with heroic traditions and a promising future. The Latter- 
day Saints under Brigham Young not only created an independent nation 
beside the Great Salt Lake but established a moral code that made New 
England puritans shudder. Only seventy-five years ago we were “engaged 
in a great civil war, testing whether that nation or any nation so conceived 
and so dedicated can long endure." Only twenty-eight years ago the U. S. 
flag had forty-six stars, before New Mexico and Arizona were admitted to 
the union. All this has been integrated. 

And culturally land racially the country is still in the process of integra- 
tion. The tidal wave of immigration that started around 1820 had brought 
some 40,000,000 new Americans to the U. S. by 1938. The mass immigration 
ended in 1929, when a strict quota law went into effect, and in the next 
decade the net population gain from abroad was a mere 150,000. Still, over 
10 per cent of the total population— some 14,500,000 people— is foreign-born, 
and the melting pot has not yet produced the ultimate American man. 
Granted that Americans arc a mongrel race, they arc perhaps the one people 
with the energy, the vision, the guts, the greed, and the divine impatience 
to subdue so quickly the fecund, terrifying land and to create the historic 
phenomenon called the United States. All that is being integrated. 
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THE REGIONS 

But of course the overshadowing achievement of the American people — 
the achievement that is the foundation of the nation’s greatness — ^has been 
the integration of the divergent economies of the U. S. Externally the nation 
looks hke a compact, single economic unit, but a familiar inspection reveals 
that It is scarcely that. Indeed, it is a union composed of countless units, 
each with its own economy based upon its own sources of wealth, domi- 
nated by self-interest, and competing with every other unit. To take a 
reductio ad absurdum, each citizen is a complete unit, and essentially every 
worker is in competition with every other worker for the job he has, or a 
better one. At the other end of the scale there are certain vast and vague 
areas that have been traditionally divided against each other: the North 
versus the South, the East versus the West. The passions aroused by the 
conflicting, interests of those areas have at times been intense. In politics these 
passions are known collectively as sectionalism. 

Indeed there are any number of ways of dividing the U. S., and con- 
cerning few of them do scholars agree. But they are most nearly in agree- 
ment on the relatively modern doctrine of regionalism, which is distin- 
guished from sectionalism on a number of counts, but chiefly in the fact 
that, whereas the basis of sectionalism is often emotional and political, the 
basis of regionalism is truly economic, cultural, and social. In any event, a 
division of the U. S. into its regions provides the best opening to an under- 
standing of its fundamental achievement. 

Even regionally, however, there are a great number of ways of dividing 
the U. S. Few regions are crystallized; few correspond exactly to state bor- 
ders. Yet for statistical purposes the regions must be built of whole states. 
Fortune has arbitrarily chosen the division: the Northeast, the Southeast, 
the Middle States, the Mountain and Plains States, the Southwest, the Pa- 
cific Northwest, and the Far West. While each of these regions contains 
sub-regions, this division would seem to be the most realistic one, on most 
counts, that students have devised. 

THE NORTHEAST 

Closest to Europe, and more nearly European than any other U. S. 
region, the Northeast has three tiers — New England; New York, New 
Jersey, Pennsylvania; Delaware, Maryland, West Virginia. Almost any snap 
characterization of this group of states is certain to be wrong. It has thirty- 
four cities of more than 100,000. Therefore it is a metropolitan region. Yet 
there is nothing so truly rural in the U. S. as the New England villages off 
the big highways radiating north from New York, where farming is still 
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largely luunechanizcd and milch cows with bells around their necks are 
prodded down Mam Street by towheaded youngsters, and sheep crop the 
green plots around the monuments to those who died at Cold Harbor and 
Bi}ll Run. It IS a metropolitan region with a population of over forty million 
occupying about 7 per cent of the nation’s area. It is a highly civilized, 
highly educated, ultrasophisticated region, yet witchcraft flourishes in parts of 
southeastern Pennsylvania, where barns and houses wear cabalistic symbols 
designed to ward away the dreaded hex, and the pious Amish folk refuse 
to have their pictures taken. It is a calm, orderly, and settled region, but 
feuds still smolder and occasionally blaze among the mountain clans of 
West Virginia. 

Economically the Northeast stands in relation to the U. S. about the 
way England stands in relation to the British Empire. The region is de- 
pendent on the rest of the country for its wheat and flour, and for a large 
part of Its fresh meats, fruits, vegetables, and canned goods. It likewise is 
a heavy importer of lumber and allied products, newsprint, cotton, petro- 
leum, although It supplies most of its own iron and coal. 

To the U. S. the Northeast sells heavy machinery, coal, steel, railway 
equipment, paints, varnishes, glass, clothing and New England textiles, 
leather goods and shoes, paper, and tools. Again like England, the North- 
east IS the great concentration point of finance, ownership, and control Of 
the national income the region draws nearly 40 per cent, and has 41 per cent 
of the nation’s wealth. The value of its manufactures is 39 per cent of the 
nation’s total; half the foreign imports of the U. S. clear through its ports. 

Thus the Northeast draws financial tribute from every part of the U. S., 
and intellectual tribute as well. A common complaint throughout the coun- 
try is, “All our smartest young people go east.” They are drawn east, prin- 
cipally to New York and principally by the legendary glamour of the city 
that IS the country’s mam source of information and entertainment. On a 
rock beside a river that is still one of the loveliest in the world the metropolis 
perches and its skyscrapers “lift their foggy plumes of stranded smoke out 
of a stony mouth.” It is a phenomenon, but a typically American phe- 
nomenon. “Here, world, is a city,” it seems to say. “Where but m America 
could you expect to find the like'”’ 

From Pennsylvania on the south to New England on the north is a 
jump from a concentrated heavy-industry state to a section wherein industry 
IS a small-scale, specialized operation. Only 2 per cent of the industrial plants 
in New England employ more than 500 workers, while in 88 per cent of the 
factories there are fewer than 100. The New England economy is a craft 
economy, reflecting the section’s original isolation and its remoteness from 
the raw materials that make possible a mass-production economy. But the 
New Englander who first launched the craft economy had a native ingenuity 
that poverty sharpened. He put his eggs in as many baskets as possible, with 



AMERICAN HERITAGE 


4X6 

the result that there are 200-odd diflerent lines of manufacture in New Eng- 
land today, or about two-thirds of all the lines in the U. S. The section thus 
is virtually a “little nation” existing within the Northeast regional nation; 
economically indeed it is comparable to Switzerland. Its people are its chief 
asset, and its crafts its chief ratson d’Hre in the U. S. economy. New Eng- 
land IS preoccupied with its own problems, and they are sufficient to keep 
the New England mind firmly centered on New England. There is prob- 
ably no more insular city on earth than Boston, and a perfect commentary 
on the Boston attitude is contained m the little anecdote about the Bos- 
tonian who planned to drive to California, and when asked which route 
he intended to take replied that he was “going by way of West Newton.” 

THE SOUTHEAST 

The Southeast — ^Virginia, Kentucky, Tennessee, the Carolinas, Georgia, 
Alabama, Mississippi, Louisiana, Arkansas (which most Southerners con- 
sider more western than southern and pretty no-account anyway), and 
Florida (a freakish national phenomenon having bttle in common with the 
rest of the region) — ^has just entered the twentieth century. In a loose way 
It resembles the Northeast of the early days of the industrial revolution. 
The South begins in the Washmgton airport termmal where the signs on 
the two doors read “men (White Only)” and “women (White Only).” 
Across the Potomac he Virgima’s red<lay fields; to the southwest, the 
laurel-tangled mountains humping through Tennessee, Kentucky, and 
North Carolina; southward, the flatlands and thinly rooted pmes of Georgia 
and South Carolina, the treeless, hard-baked vistas of Alabama and Mis- 
sissippi, and the near-jungles of Florida and the lands along the Gulf. Down 
near latticed Charleston the Gullahs speak a primitive, liquid tongue, and 
bastard French is a useful language in the south Louisiana parishes. 
Mobile by night is hauntmgly lovely, and Paris, Algiers, and Marseille con- 
verge beneath the wrought-iron balconies of New Orleans. To the west 
across the Huey Long Bridge the country is like a Rousseau painting, with 
pink flamingos toe-dancing across the black, green-scummed bayous. In this 
romantic imagery, and indeed in almost every respect, the Southeast is the 
precise opposite of the Northeast. It has more than twice as much land as 
the Northeast but only two-thirds as many people. Of these 70 per cent are 
rural, and their per capita income is less than half that of the Northeast. 
Whereas the Northeast contains well over half of the 13,000,000 foreign-born 
U. S. white population, the Southeast has less than 2 per cent. Therefore it 
lays claim to being “the most American region,” even though 30 per cent 
of Its people are black and unassimilable. 

There 1$ no occasion here to trace the history of the Southeast through 
feudal beginnings to the Civil War and the later Reconstruction, which 
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failed to reconstruct. Slaves and cotton built the South, and the descendants 
of the slaves are today its greatest problem, and cotton us greatest curse. 
Among the U. S. regions it is the enfant terrible. Unhke New England, it 
is naturally rich, and if it is retarded the blame rests squarely on the shoul- 
ders of the inhabitants, whose character, economy, and attitude are so dif- 
ferent from New England’s, and who thus far have displayed httle of the 
Yankee’s ingenuity in squeezing the best out of the land, and in developing 
appropriate regional industries. 

However, precisely because it has been retarded the industrial South 
appears to have the greatest growth potential of any region in the U. S. 
Today the value of southern manufactures is 10 per cent of the U. S. total, 
and almost four times the value of the agricultural production of the region. 
It has 40 per cent of the U. S. forest land, accounts for 40 per cent of the 
total timber cut in the U. S., and has an investment of $225,000,000 in its 
pulp and paper industry. There is bauxite in Arkansas; there are oil, 
natural gas, and sulfur in Louisiana; phosphates in Florida, Tennessee, and 
South Carolina; marble, high-grade clays, and vast quantities of limestone. 
Around Birmingham coal crops up close to important iron deposits, and 
years ago the late Henry C. Frick predicted that by 1940 Birmingham would 
be a bigger steel city than Pittsburgh. It isn’t— its capacity is only 3-4 per 
cent of the total U. S. steel capacity. But it could be. 

The trouble with Birmingham — as the South sees it — ^is that it is owned 
by the North and, economically, that is the trouble with most southern in- 
dustry. And as a tributary region this one is saddled with not only absentee 
industrialism, but also absentee farming, and northern hands take the dol- 
lars out of Its pockets almost as rapidly as it puts them in. Thus its chronic 
depression will not be solved automaucally by further industrialization by 
the North. And while dreamily contemplating the ivy twining higher 
around the crumblmg white columns of a gracious, vanished southern past, 
the rest of the U. S. would do well to remember that if the per capita 
income of each Southerner were raised from its present $285 to the national 
average of $485 the nation would have captured a new market half again 
as big as the entire export trade, and be richer by billions. 


THE MIDDLE STATES 

If Hitler had captured the Russian Ukraine and annexed it to the indus- 
trial Reich, the combination would have produced an economy and a terri- 
tory similar m many respects to the Middle States region, takmg m Ohio, 
Indiana, Michigan, Illinois, Wisconsin, Minnesota, Iowa, and Missouri. Of 
all the regions, this one is most nearly mdependent of the others, could most 
easily drop out of the Union and survive as a separate nation. One of the 
world’s, greatest agricultural sections, it also ranks second only to the North- 
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east as an industrial region. It has few imports — coal, oil, lumber, and such — 
many exports, and its economy has been developed to a point where it proc- 
esses Its own raw materials and sells both commodities and finished goods. 
Smce it has no reason for being jealous of any other region it has few con- 
flicts. And the conflicts that exist are chiefly social and political and cultural, 
rather than economic. 

Settled originally by New Englanders and Southerners, followed by 
Germans and Scandinavians, the Middle States have a population of 
35,000,000 dwelling on 15 per cent of the U. S. land. About two and a half 
millions of the people are farmers, and there are over four million workers 
in the industrial cities — those cities strung like beads of stone around the 
southern shores of the Lakes. The chief cities are not merely the national 
but the world headquarters of an mdustry — ^Detroit, Akron, Cleveland. 
Manufacture ranges from beer and soap and cash registers to steel and the 
heaviest of heavy machinery, and brmgs an income of four billion dollars 
to the middle-western economy. 

The region is also second to the Northeast in the extent of urbanization. 
Yet It cannot by any stretch of imagination be called “urban.” The urban 
Middle West is an arc from Cleveland to Milwaukee — close to the docks of 
the long, flat-topped freighters that carry through Sault Ste. Mane locks 
more tonnage than clears the Suez or the Panama. Behind the cities of the 
Lakes lies a farming checkerboard, waving with yellow corn, black with 
plowed earth, and dotted loosely with fat red silos, magnificent barns, indif- 
ferent homes. Here — in addition to some 60 per cent of the nation’s corn 
and a good 20 per cent of its wheat — are half the hogs and the greatest 
number of purebred, registered cattle in the U. S., producing (chiefly in 
Minnesota and Wisconsin) half of all the creamery butter, 70 per cent of 
the factory cheese, more than 40 per cent of the milk. Here are also more 
than a third of the chickens laying nearly 40 per cent of the eggs. 

In such lavish country a fundamental optimism is natural and infec- 
tious. The Middle West sees no confining horizons, is confident, boastful, 
scornful of penny pinching. Chicago is big — biggest hotel, biggest trading 
center, biggest crooks, biggest recreational waterfront. Detroit too is big — 
biggest American flag (in a department store) and biggest crucifix (at Fa- 
ther Coughlin’s shrine) — but Detroit is a renegade that constantly strives to 
have Itself grouped with eastern rather than midwestern cities. And Cleve- 
land has forgotten about bigness and pays more attention to cultural and 
intellectual niceties. 

Outside of the cities the population is introspective rather than exu- 
berant. Your typical farmer of the region is an individualist who will not 
be bossed, yet nowhere will you find a man more eager to be taught or more 
willing to make sacrifices for co-operative ventures. He knows soil chem- 
istry, avidly follows the experimentation going on at his state agricultural 
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college, and sits on his county agent’s doorstep waiting for advice. He is 
rarely isolated, and almost never hidebound. The big cities he dislikes not 
so much on principle but because they represent — ^thc eastern cities espe- 
cially — the forces that are always trying to deprive him of political rehef for 
the “farm problem” — i.e , the glut resulting from the application of his 
superior agricultural technology to his extraordinarily fertile land. No 
humble peasant, he has successfully used his political power time and again. 
He flocked to the Progressive party in Wisconsin, the Bull Moose standard 
back in 1912, created the Farmer-Labor party in Minnesota; and in Iowa 
and elsewhere oiled his shotgun and halted the wave of mortgage fore- 
closures in 1932 by the simple expedient of preventing bidding on fore- 
closed farms. He is probably the most completely democratic individual in 
the entire U. S., and he knows how to make democracy work for him. 

the mountains and the plains 

West of the Mississippi you begin to find your pockets cluttered with 
round bits of white metal— mill pieces to pay the sales taxes — and west of 
the states bordering the river the last few vertebrae are ironed out of the 
land and the roads shoot westward like black arrows. To say that it is flat 
means nothing because flatness is only one dimension and here the sky 
closes in around your upraised hand, and the idea that the earth is round 
seems preposterous. Between the western Mississippi states and the foothills 
of the Rockies the only considerable break in the flatness occurs in the Black 
Hills of Wyoming and South Dakota, which loom up like a great island in 
a sea and then subside again in flatness You drive across the plains at sixty, 
seventy, eighty — ^any speed. The ditches beside the road are dry and seamed 
like gingerbread, and a rime of dust settles on your lips and on your wind- 
shield, Wheal stretches to the right of the road and to the left, and behind 
and ahead, and a few miles across the lonely flatness you see the combines 
spouting chaff. That treetop standing like a semaphore ten miles beyond 
your radiator cap means a farmhouse, and that gray smudge ten miles be- 
yond the tree, a town And when the wind blows hard, as it so often does, 
the tan dust eddies up above the tossmg wheat and an iridescent curtain 
dims the sun. 

There is no part of the American land that the men living on it do not 
love, but by all conventional standards the Northwest Plains states — Kansas, 
Nebraska, North and South Dakota— are the least attractive in the U, S. 
The plains run into the eastern halves of Wyoming, Montana, and Colo- 
rado, with the Rockies beyond running through Utah. These eight states 
cover 750,000 square miles — almost a quarter of the nation — and support a 
twentieth of the U. S. people. They were settled long after the Pacific sutes, 
in large part by a backwash of the Oregon and California migrations, and 
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lately the settling procells has been coming to a halt. The reason is simply 
that in spite of its great area the region is not productive enough to provide 
a living for its inhabitants. If the Middle West is an almost perfectly bal- 
anced economy this region is entirely off balance, and it is certamly the least 
independent U. S. region. It is almost wholly agricultural, with only about 
8 per cent of its $3,000,000,000 income coming from manufacturing, and it 
must import virtually all its finished goods, as well as many raw commodi- 
ties. The region possesses enormous mmeral resources — but these are largely 
low grade and unexploited, and the existing mining industry is controlled 
in large part by “foreign,” i.e., eastern, capital, which draws the profits out 
of the region as fast as they are created. 

Thus the region's most important resource is the land itself, and owing 
to a combination of factors the land is of diminishing value. Plowed up and 
mined for wheat during the years of the War wheat boom, the Plains states 
contain 165,000,000 acres of the most seriously eroded land m the U. S., and 
hardly a section in the area fails to show signs of damage by wind or water. 
By 1930 the region was growing half the U. S. wheat and had become the 
third biggest corn producer, the lar^st sheep raiser, and ranked second in 
horses and cattle. But its cows give less milk than other cows, and its horses 
and chickens arc valued lower at the market — m all, the realized agricul- 
tural mcome amounts to $530,000,000. Always and, the Plains have been 
experiencing a chronic drought for nearly ten years, and farmers have 
stopped hoping for more than the present average annual rainfall of 18.7 
inches. Wheat has sucked the subsurface moisture from the earth, the rain 
no longer flattens the dust, and a considerable fraction of the population can 
sit on their front porches and watch their livelihoods blowing away into the 
sky. As farmers go bankrupt, land reverts to the government by default of 
taxes, and much of it is returned to its original grass. Timothy and alfalfa 
replace wheat on thousands of acres, and the agronomists work ceaselessly 
to discover new crops suitable for the parched soil, new ways of utilizing 
the last drops of the scanty ram that falls. 

It would be hard to say that these states conflict with other regions in 
view of the dominant conflict of the region versus nature. It resembles the 
South in that its main resource is apparently declming, yet it lacks the 
South’s opportunities for expansion m other directions. Except for the 
$25,000,000 sugar beet crop, mming, oil, and range land, scenery and na- 
tional parks are the chief assets of Utah, Colorado, Wyoming, and Montana, 
and tourists are their mam source of cash. 

THE SOUTHWEST 

Historically the oldest, pohtically the youngest of the regions, the South- 
west IS a colonial economy exporting vast quantities of raw materials, im- 
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porting most fabricated goods, and having more than a superficial resem- 
blance to Brazil, Argentina, Venezuela, and Peru. It exports cotton for 
British, southern, and New England mills; cattle for the Chicago abattoirs; 
oil and minerals for the world. The region consists of Texas— where most 
of the developed resources are located and where the industrial dawn is 
breakmg in the sparkling new cities of the eastern plains— Oklahoma and 
empty New Mexico and Arizona. 

Texas is a thing apart; too big, too rich, too varied, too prophetic to be 
lumped in any general regional description, or synthesized in a paragraph 
or two. Bigger than any European nation except the U.S.S.R. and Germany, 
Its widest points are more than 800 miles apart, and it has close to a tenth 
of the U. S. land area with a population of only 6,200,000 — smaller than 
Greater New York. Texas grows more than a fourth of U. S. cotton and 
claims that it could supply the entire world. It furnishes close to 40 per cent 
of U. S. crude oil. On the coastal ranges it supports seven million head of 
cattle. Thanks to a $100,000,000 investment in irrigation dirrhes, the lower 
Rio Grande valley has already become a large producer of oranges, lemons, 
and grapefruit, and a distinct worry to the California citrus growers. 

Nearly all of this fabulous wealth and growth are in East and Central 
Texas. West of Big Spring, Texas blends into the New Mexico-Arizona 
Southwest, with "centers” (not cities) separated by scores oi miles of empty 
desert, incredible conformations of the land, always the hot sun, the high, 
dry air, the giant, theatrical, green cacti standing like sentries against the 
sky. New Mexico is Santa Fe, Roswell, and Albuquerque set down in 
123,000 square miles with 422,000 inhabitants. Arizona is another 114,000 
square miles, another 412,000 people, and Phoenix and Tucson, eternally 
bickering over each other’s attractions. Phoenix is a spectacular working 
model of what other parts of the region may someday hope to be — a road 
or a fence separating cactus desert from lushly blooming irrigated fields of 
lettuce, orange groves, and every fruit and vegetable. Here is an American 
machme-conscious culture, rather than machine culture, built upon deep 
strata of ancient Indian and Mexican civilizations, and achieving a wholly 
pleasant compromise. In addition to the $77,500,000 annual copper output, 
tourists constitute a main source of mcome in Arizona and New Mexico, 
approximately $48,000,000 being spent by visitors. Arizona in particular 
visualizes itself as a tourist center and is often tempted to make a good 
thing better by legalizing gambling and relaxing the divorce laws to steal 
Nevada’s lure. 


THE FAR WEST 

Nevada and California combine to form an almost indescribable region, 
with the infinite variety of California on one side of the mountains and the 
wild Nevada desert on the other. California is the second biggest state in 
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area and, with 6,154,000 people, is sixth in population; Nevada has only 
101,000 inhabitants and is forty-eighth in population, but sixth in area. Along 
with per capita income of $717, Cahfornia has the fourth highest total in- 
come in the U. S., whereas Nevada keeps herself going mainly by virtue of 
spinning roulette wheels, blinking red lights, the eastern cartwheels drop 
ping mto slot machines, and the complacent magistrates handing down three 
thousand six-week divorces per year in Reno, “The Biggest Little City in the 
World.” There is also a mining industry (chiefly copper) bringing in 
$14,000,000 annually; and there are minor hvestock and farmmg activities 
in the infrequent irrigated portions of the state. 

The great Golden State is a good deal like the amazing elephant en- 
countered by the blind men. The coast line measures a thousand miles, runs 
from Oregon to Mexico. The northern quarter of California has some of 
the wildest forest and mountain terram in North America; the southern 
quarter has an empty and dangerous desert — ^Death Valley. According to 
some experts the finest ski country m the U. S. lies along the slopes of the 
Sierra Nevada; a few hours away the Pacific rolls onto golden beaches under 
palms and a scmitropical sun The contrast between the state’s two great 
cities IS as sharp as any — San Francisco a cosmopolitan, compactly built, 
sophisticated place, probably more completely unionized than any other 
U. S. city; gusty, vital Los Angeles, the booster and cheesecake capital of 
the world, attempting to become a city but still nothing but a garbled town 
sprawling across 450 square miles. “L. A.” stands as immortal reproach to 
the subdividing realtors. It is bitterly anti-union, bitterly clear in its remem- 
brance of the bombing of the Times by the NcNamara brothers back in 
1910 Just as sharp as the contrast between Los Angeles and San Francisco is 
the contrast between the state’s intellectual centers and the southern Cali- 
fornia crackpot preserve, where new grocery stores arc inaugurated with 
floodlight displays. 

Since Sutter’s Mill in ’48, California has produced something like 
$2,000,000,000 in gold, and its gold production is still worth more than 
$40,ooo,(xx) a year — including the driblets panned by thousands of pros- 
pectors working the streams and earning from a quarter to $5 a day. But 
more important than the gold is the agriculture, which accounts for a good 
11 per cent of the state’s income. California produces everything from avo- 
cados and citrus fruits in the South to the wine grapes of the San Joaquin. 
Virtually no crop refuses to grow in California, and practically no crops 
are overlooked, although citrus is the leading one. On the state borders fruit- 
inspection stations have been established for the ostensible purpose of pre- 
venting the importation of insects or fruit diseases, but in effect they form a 
barrier against fruit imports — diseased or otherwise. 

A major part of California’s industry consists of canning, packing, bot- 
tling, and other functions subsidiary to its agriculture. Although southern 
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California is the chief center of the U. S. aircraft industry, and although 
more and more automobile-assembly plants have been erected by eastern 
companies, the state has comparatively few large factories. Its economy is in 
transition between the raw-material exporting economy of the Southwest 
and the agricultural-industrial economy of the Middle West. 

THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST 

Just as the Far West appears to be the least integrated of the regions, 
so the 250,01x1 square miles of Washington, Oregon, and Idaho are perhaps 
more closely unified than any other part of the (J S. Although the Pacific 
Northwest was explored by Lewis and Clark around 1805, intensive set- 
tlement did not begin until the Northern Pacific linked Chicago with Seattle 
in 1883. Today it is closer to the frontier — topographically and economi- 
cally — than the rest of the West, and, as of the census of 1930, less than half 
the population was native to the region. 

The population today amounts to 3,200,000, or 2.5 per cent of the nation’s 
total, whereas the Pacific Northwest has 8.3 per cent of the U. S. land, with a 
high ratio of resources to population. It has, for example, about 40 per cent 
of all U. S. potential waterpower, mostly accounted for by the Columbia 
River system. Yet this power is for the most part incidental to irrigation 
and water-conservation projects, because about fo per cent of the region lies 
to the east of the Cascades, which block the rams from the Pacific. The 
mountains make for fogs and forests on the western slope, but semi-arid 
areas mland. Thus the whole economy of the Pacific Northwest revolves 
around the problem of bringing water to the land, and it is laced together 
by the branches of the Columbia, the main source of water. Today only a 
quarter of the 160,000,000 acres is m farms, and almost two-thirds of this 
land IS suitable only for grazing. Here, and throughout the West generally, 
a good deal of the soil is potentially arable provided it can be watered, and 
the region looks forward to a conservative increase in productive farm 
acreage as the existing water supply is put to use. Grand Coulee alone will 
provide water for more than a million acres. 

On the land that it currently farms the region grows over a fifth of the 
nation’s apples, a quarter of the cherries, nearly a third of the pears, a tenth 
or more of the potatoes, onions, strawberries, green peas, and dry beans. It 
also accounts for close to an eighth of the wheat, over 10 per cent of the 
wool, and a slightly lower percentage of sheep and lambs. Mineral resources 
thus far have been scarcely touched, but even so the region mines large 
amounts of zinc, lead, and silver. However, its greatest source of wealth is 
the forest that covers the western slopes of the Cascades, representing about 
half the standing saw timber in the U. S. and producing roughly 40 per cent 
of the nation’s output of softwood lumber. Over 50 per cent of all wage 
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earners in Pacific Northwest manufacturing are employed in lumber indus- 
tries. Currently the annual cut of slightly under ten billion board feet runs 
ahoari of the new growth by two or two and a half to one, and the region 
is becoming pocked with stranded communities decaying in the devastated 
cutover areas similar to those in northern Wisconsin, Minnesota, and 
Michigan. There is much talk of bringing the cut and the groivth into bal- 
ance, but so far few effective steps have been taken. Safe from destruction 
are 70,000-odd square miles of forest standing in three great national parks 
and on other U. S. Government land— land that amounts to a phenomenal ' 
48 per cent of the region’s total and an incredible 58 per cent of the area 
of Idaho. 

The region is in competition with pracucally every part of the country. 
Its lumber competes with southeastern lumber; its wheat with the MidtUe 
West and Plains states; its orchards with those of the Northeast; its potatoes 
with Maine; its sheep and wool with the Southwest; and so on. Virtually 
its only noncompetitive export is the Columbia River salmon catch — and 
even that has Akskan competition. 

Meanwhile, with manufacturing accounting for only 16 per cent of its 
in rnme, the Pacific Northwest must import nearly all finished goods, as well 
as oil, sugar, and other commodities. Ostensibly the heavy raw-material 
exports would balance the imports for an over-all profit, but a catch exists 
in the form of freight rates. The region’s markets are thousands of miles 
a;vay — the fruit is shipped to New York, for example — and freight eats up 
from a quarter to a half of the farmer’s wholesale price in the East, whereas 
the local growers have no such handicap. The result is that the Washington 
farmer, to compete with the Easterner, must be content to receive far less 
in net cash. When middle-western wheat growers were complaining about 
fifty-four-cent wheat. Pacific Northwest farmers growing the same wheat 
were realizing only thirty cents per bushel for their crop. 

Conversely, the region is squeezed when it buys eastern manufactured 
goods. An Allis-Chalmers tractor delivered in Spokane would cost between 
20 and 30 per cent more than the same tractor unloaded in Ohio. In effect 
the Pacific Northwest produces raw materials, pays a stiff price to get them 
out of the region, pays agam to bring in its manufactured goods. Conse- 
quently, next to irrigation and power development, the freight-rate squeeze 
IS the region’s chief preoccupation, and few conversations go on very long 
without the subject’s coming up and without the city of Chicago’s bemg 
menuoned with infimte loathmg. 

However, these are familiar troubles in a pioneer economy, and the 
region will unquestionably outgrow them. For it has plenty of room, abun- 
dant resources, tremendous power, and perhaps more usable land. Cheap 
power IS certam to lead to the creauon of regional industries, and already 
Portland has begun an expansion that may make it the leadmg industrial 
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city pf the north coast. Seattle is a little San Francisco, economically and in 
spirit, with shipping and lumber to sustain it and Alaska acknowledging it 
as an “unofficial capital.” Posters in the state of Washington announce that 
such-and-such is the “fastest-selling” article of its kind in “the Pacific North- 
west and Alaska.” The northern U. S. outpost, which seems so remote to 
the rest of the country, comes close to being a part of the Pacific Northwest 
region. 

“e pluribus uvum” 

From this hasty tour of 3,026,789 square and fabulous miles the secret 
of U. S. power emerges clearly. The U. S. is not great by nature or by 
accident. It is great by the act of man. The purpose of the political system 
invented by the founders of the republic was the political integradon of 
sovereign states. But this political mtegration resulted in an economic in- 
tegration far beyond anything man had ever attempted before. The eco- 
nomic interests of the states burst the boundaries of the states; they inter- 
twined, merged, became compounded one with another. The result, as we 
have seen, has been the formation of shadow nations within a nation — seven 
of them by this count, fewer or more by others. The boundaries of these 
shadow nations arc economic rather than geographical; they do not neces- 
sarily coincide with political sovereignties. The northern part of California 
seems to belong to the Pacific Northwest instead of to the Far West, and so 
docs western Montana, though it is included in the Mountain States. The 
eastern half of the state of Texas goes with the old South, the western half 
with the Southwest. And so forth. The economic forces cut across political 
forces, check them, merge with political forces elsewhere, bind two into one. 
The action is like that within a huge retort in which dissimilar substances 
mix and compound, to create a new substance of a higher power. That new 
substance is what we know as the U. S. A. 

This new entity is greater than the sum of its own parts. If the shadow 
nations were real nations, if the political boundaries coincided with the eco- 
nomic boundaries, then the area now known as the U. S would be far less 
potent, far less rich than it is. Then New England would be struggling for 
food, and in the Northwest an automobile would be as rare as in other agri- 
cultural countries that have difficulty accumulating foreign exchange. It is 
when the Aluminum Co of America contracts for waterpower in Oregon 
that the U. S. is created. It is when the rich coupon clippers on Manhattan 
are taxed to help build highways in empty Nevada that the U. S. lives. 
Every time a freight train crosses a state line, every time a purchasing de- 
partment makes up its mind to buy an out-of-state commodity, every time 
an order clerk receives an out-of-state demand, the U. S. grows greater. For 
in these events, as in thousands of others, one is working for all, and all 
for one. 
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This — and not nature or accident — is why the U. S. has become the 
greatest agricultural nation on earth, ranking first, second, or third in most 
of the basic commodities. This is why the U. S. produces a third of the 
world’s coal and a third of the world’s iron ore; makes 27 per cent of the 
steel. This is why it produces more than 60 per cent of the oil — and 62 per 
cent of the automobiles. This is why it makes a quarter, of the wood pulp, 
generates almost a third of the electric power, produces 72 per cent of the 
sulfur, 20 per cent of the lead, almost 30 per cent of the zinc, more than 
a quarter of the phosphates. It is true that the U. S. has abundant supplies 
to start with, but so have other people who fail to produce them. That 
almost incredible — though fragmentary — record is more descriptive than 
words or statistics of what it means for 30,000,000 families to share some 
$322,000,000,000 worth of wealth, and about $62,450,000,000 ($2,082 per 
family) of national income. 


John Buchan 

John Buchan, Lord Tweedsmmr (i8^s-ig4o) was bom tn Scotland and 
educated at Glasgow and Oxford Trained for the law he early turned 
to Uteiatwe and, throughout a life crowded with action, found time to 
Witte over fifty boohs — war conespondence, history, bwgtaphy, and, 
above all, romances He entered Parliament tn his fifties, tn 7935 he was 
raised to the peerage and was made Governor General of Canada Char- 
acteristically he threw himself into hts new worh, traveling all over the 
Dominion tn order to know it at first hand. His devotion to hts office 
and his happy personality made him the most popular Governor tn 
Canada's history. That he had an equally remarkable understanding of 
the United States is shown in the following chapter from his beautifully 
told autobiography, Pilgnmls Way. 


MY AMERICA 

THE title of this chapter exactly defines its con- 
tents. It presents the American scene as it appears to one observer — a point 
of view which docs not claim to be that mysterious thing, objective truth. 
There will be no attempt to portray the “typical” American, for I have never 
known one. I have met a multitude of individuals, but I should not dare to 
take any one of them as representing his country — ^as being that other mys- 
terious thing, the average man. You can point to certain qualities which are 
more widely distributed in America than elsewhere, but you will scarcely 
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find human beings who possess all these qualities. One good American will 
have most of them; another, equally good and not less representative, may 
have few or none. So I shall eschew generalities. If you cannot mdict a 
nation, no more can you label it like a museum piece. 

Half the misunderstandings between Britain and America are due to 
the fact that neither will regard the other as what it is — in an important sense 
of the word — a foreign country. Each thinks of the other as a part of itself 
which has somehow gone off the lines. An Englishman is always inclmed 
to resent the unfamiliar when it is found under conditions for which he 
thinks he has some responsibility. He can appreciate complete and utter 
strangeness, and indeed show himself highly sympathetic towards it; but 
for variations upon his own ways — divergencies in speech, food, clothes, 
social habits — ^he has little tolerance. He is not very happy even in his own 
colonies and dominions, and in America he can be uncommonly ill at ease. 

On a higher level, when it comes to assessing spiritual values, he often 
shows the same mixture of surprise and disappointment. America has lapsed 
from the family tradition; what would have been pardonable and even com- 
mendable in a foreigner is blameworthy in a cousin. Matthew Arnold, for 
example, was critical of certain American traits, not on theu’ merits, but be- 
cause they were out of tune with that essential European tradition of which 
he considered himself the guardian. The American critic can be not less 
intolerant, and for much the same reason. His expositions of England are 
often like sermons preached in a Home for Fallen Women, the point being 
that she has fallen, that her defects are a discredit to her relations, that she 
has let down her km, and suffered the old home to fall into disrepute. This 
fretfulness can only be cured, I think, by a frank recognition of the real for- 
eignness of the two peoples No doubt they had a common ancestor, but he 
is of little avail against the passage of time and the estranging seas. 


2 

I first discovered America through books. Not the tales of Indians and 
the Wild West which entranced my boyhood; those seemed to belong to 
no particular quarter of the globe, but to an indefinable land of romance, 
and I was not cognisant of any nauon behind them. But when I became 
interested in literature I came strongly under the spell of New England. Its 
culture seemed to me to include what was best in Europe’s, winnowed and 
clarified. Perhaps it was especially fitted to attract youth, for it was not too 
difficult or too recondite, but followed the “main march of the human affec- 
tions,” and it had the morning freshness of a young people. Its cheerfulness 
atoned for its occasional bleakness and anaemia. Lowell was the kind of 
critic I wanted, learned, rational, never freakish, always intelligible. Emer- 
son’s gnomic wisdom was a sound manual for adolescence, and of Thoreau 
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I became— and for long remained-^n ardent disciple. To a Scot of my up- 
bringing there was something congenial in the simpheity, the mild austerity, 
and the girded discipline of the New England tradition. I felt that it had 
been derived from the same sources as our own. 

Then, while I was at Oxford, I read Colonel Henderson’s Stonewall 
Jackson and became a student of the American Civil War. I cannot say what 
especially attracted me to that campaign: partly, no doubt, the romance of 
it, the chivalry and the supreme heroism; partly its extraordinary technical 
interest, both military and political; but chiefly, I think, because I fell in 
love with the protagonists. I had found the kind of man that I could whole- 
heartedly admire. Since those days my study of the Civil War has contmued, 
I have visited most of its battlefields, I have followed the trail of its great 
marches, I have read widely in its literature; indeed, my memory has be- 
come so stored with its details that I have often found myself able to tell 
the descendants of its leaders facts about their forbears of which they had 
never heard. 

My interest soon extended from the soldiers to the civilians, and I ac- 
quired a new admiration for Abraham Lincoln. Then it was enlarged to 
include the rest of America’s history — the first settlements, the crossing of 
the Appalachians, the Revolution, the building of the West. Soon America, 
instead of being the unstoried land which it appears to most English trav- 
ellers, became for me the home of a long tradition and studded with sacred 
places. I dare to say that no American was ever more thrilled by the prospect 
of seeing Westminster Abbey and the Tower, Winchester and Oxford, than 
I was by the thought of Valley Forge and the Shenandoah and the Wilder- 
ness. 

I came first into the United States by way of Canada — a good way to 
enter, for English eyes are already habituated to the shagginess of the land- 
scape and can begin to realize its beauties. My first reflection was that no 
one had told me how lovely the country was. I mean lovely, not vast and 
magnificent. I am not thinking of the Grand Canyon and the Yoseraite and 
the Pacific coast, but of the ordinary rural landscape. There is much of the 
land which I have not seen, but in the East and the South and the North- 
west I have collected a gallery of delectable pictures. 1 think of the farms 
which arc clearings in the Vermont and New Hampshire hills, the flowery 
summer meadows, the lush cow-pastures with an occasional stump to re- 
mind one that it is old forest land, the quiet lakes and the singing streams, 
the friendly accessible mountains; the httlc country towns of Massachusetts 
and Connecticut with their village greens and elms and two-ccnturyold 
churches and courthouses; the secret glens of the Adirondacks and the 
mountain meadows of the Blue Ridge; the long-settled champaign of Mary- 
land and Pennsylvania; Virginian manors more Old-England perhaps than 
anything we have at home; the exquisite links with the past like much of 
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Boston and Charleston and all of Annapolis; the suphtirnt aromatic ranges 
of Montana and Wyoming; the Pacific shores where from snow mountains 
fishable streams descend through some of the noblest timber on earth to an 
enchanted sea. 

It is a coimtry most of which I feel to be m a special sense “habitable," 
designed for homes, adapted to human uses, a friendly land. I like, too, the 
way in which the nomenclature reflects its history, its racial varieties, its 
odd cultural mixtures, the grandiose and the homespun rubbing shoulders. 
That is how places should be named. I have no objection to MechanicsviUe 
and Higgmsville and Utica and Syracuse. They are a legitimate part of 
the record. And behind are the hoar-ancient memorials of the first 
dwellers, names like symphonies — Susquehanna, Ticonderoga, Shenandoah, 
Wyoming. 

3 

“Ah, my cabbages!” Henry Adams wrote, “when will you ever fathom 
the American? Never in your sweet hves.” He proceeds in his genial way 
to make epigrams about his own New Englanders: “Improvised Europeans 
wc were and — ^Lord God' — ^how thm*” — “Thank God I never was cheerful. 
I come from the happy stock of the Mathers, who, as you remember, passed 
sweet mornings reflecting on the goodness of God and the damnation of 
infants.” Where an Adams scrupled to tread it is not for a stranger to rush 
in. But I would humbly suggest a correction to one reading which, I think, 
has the authority of Robert Louis Stevenson. America is, no doubt, a vast 
country, though it can be comfortably put inside Canada. But it is not in 
every part a country of wide horizons. Dwellers on the Blue Ridge, on the 
prairies, and on the western ranges may indeed live habitually with huge 
spaces of land and sky, but most of America, and some of its most famous 
parts, IS pockety, snug and cosy, a sanctuary rather than a watch-tower. To 
people so domiciled its vastness must be like the mathematician’s space-time, 
a concept apprehended by the mind and not a percept of the eye. “The 
largeness of Nature and of this nation were monstrous without a corre- 
sponding largeness and generpsity of the spirit of the citizen.” That is one 
of Walt Whitman’s best-known sayings, but let us remember that the big- 
ness of their country is for most Americans something to be learned and 
imaginatively understood, and not a natural deduction from cohabitmg with 
physical immensities. 

Racially they are the most variegated people on earth. The preponder- 
ance of the Anglo-Saxon stock disappeared in the Civil War. Look today 
at any list of names in a society or a profession and you will find that, except 
in the Navy, the bulk are from the continent of Europe. In his day Matthew 
Arnold thought that the chief source of the strength of the American people 
laiy in their homogeneity and the absence of sharply defined classes, which 
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made revolution unthinkable. Other observers, hke Henry James, have de- 
plored the lack of such homogeneity and wished for their country the “close 
and complete consciousness of the Scots.” (I pause to note that I cannot 
imagine a more nightmare conception. What would happen to the world 
if a hundred and thirty million Scotsmen, with their tight, compact nation- 
alism, were living in the same country?) I am inclined to query the alleged 
absence of classes, for I have never been in any part of the United States 
where class distinctions did not hold. There is an easy friendliness of manner 
which conceals a strong class pride, and the basis of that pride is not always, 
or oftenest, plutocratic. Apart from the social snobbery of the big cities, there 
seems to-be everywhere an innocent love of grades and distinctions which 
is enough to make a Communist weep. I have known places in the South 
where there was a magnificent aristocratic egalitarianism. Inside a charmed 
circle all were equal. The village postmistress, having had the right kind of 
great-great-grandmother, was an honoured member of society, while the 
immigrant millionaire, who had built himself a palace, might as well have 
been dead. And this is true not only of the New England FT M.’s and the 
Virginian F.F.V.’s, the districts with long traditions, but of the raw little 
townships in the Middle West. They, too, have their “best” people who had 
ancestors, though the family tree may only have sprouted for two genera- 
tions. 

No country can show such a wide range of type and character, and I 
am so constituted that in nearly all 1 find something to interest and attract 
me. This is more than a temperamental bias, for I am very ready to give 
reasons for my liking. I am as much ahve as anyone to the weak and ugly 
things in American life; areas, both urban and rural, where the human 
economy has gone rotten; the melting-pot which does not always melt; the 
eternal coloured problem; a constitutional machine which I cannot think 
adequately represents the efficient good sense of the American people; a 
brand of journalism which fatigues with its ruthless snappiness and uses a 
speech so disintegrated that it is incapable of expressing any serious thought 
or emotion; the imbecile patter of high-pressure salesmanship; an academic 
jargon, used chiefly by psychologists and sociologists, which is hideous and 
almost meaningless. Honest Americans do not deny these blemishes; indeed 
they are apt to exaggerate them, for they are by far the sternest critics of 
their own country. For myself, I would make a double plea in extenuation. 
These are defects from which today no nation is exempt, for they are the 
fruits of a mechanical civilisation, which perhaps are more patent in 
America, since everything there is on a large scale. Again, you can set an 
achievement very much the same in kind against nearly every failure. If her 
historic apparatus of government is cranky, she is capable of meeting the 
“instant need of things” with brilliant improvisations. Against economic 
plague-spots she can set great experiments in charity; against journalistic 
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baby-talk a standard of popular wntmg in her best papers which is a model 
of idiom and perspicuity; against catch-penny trade methods many solidly 
founded, perfectly organised commercial enterprises; against the jargon of 
the half-educated professor much noble English prose in the great tradition. 
That is why it is so foolish to generalise about America. You no sooner con- 
struct a rule than it is shattered by the exceptions. 

As I have said, I have a liking for almost every kind of American 
(except the kind who decry their country). I have even a sneaking fond- 
ness for George Babbitt, which I fancy is shared by his creator. But there 
are two types which I value especially, and which I have never met else- 
where in quite the same form. One is the pioneer. No doubt the physical 
frontier of the United States is now closed, but the pioneer still lives, though 
the day of the covered wagon is over. I have met him in the New England 
hills, where he is grave, sardonic, deliberate in speech; in the South, where 
he has a ready smile and a soft, caressing way of talking; in the ranges of 
the West, the cowpunchcr with his gentle voice and his clear, friendly eyes 
which have not been dulled by readmg print — ^the real thing, far removed 
from the vulgarities of film and fiction. At his best, I think, I have found 
him as a newcomer in Canada, where he is pushing north into districts like 
the Peace River, pioneering in the old sense. By what signs is he to be 
known? Prmcipally by the fact that he is wholly secure, that he possesses 
his soul, that he is the true philosopher. He is one of the few aristocrats left 
in the world. He has a right sense of the values of life, because his cosmos 
embraces both nature and man. I think he is the most steadfast human being 
now alive. 

The other type is at the opposite end of the social scale, the creature of 
a complex society who at the same time is not dominated by it, but, while 
reaping its benefits, stands, a little aloof. In the older countries culture, as a 
rule, leaves some irregularity like an excrescence in a shapely tree-trunk, 
some irrational bias, some petulance or prejudice. You have to go to 
America, I think, for the wholly civilised man who has not lost his natural 
vigour or agreeable idiosyncrasies, but who sees life m its true proportions 
and has a fine balance of mind and spirit. It is a character hard to define, 
but anyone with a wide American acquaintance will know what I mean. 
They are people in whom education has not stunted any natural growth or 
fostered any abnormality. They are Greek in their justness of outlook, but 
Northern m their gusto. Their eyes are shrewd and candid, but always 
friendly. As examples I would cite, among friends who are dead, the names 
of Robert Bacon, Walter Page, Newton Baker, and Dwight Morrow. 

But I am less concerned with special types than with the American 
people as a whole. Let me try to set down certain qualities which seem to 
me to flourish more lustily in the United States than elsewhere. Again, let 
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me repeat, I speak of America only as I know it; an observer with a dif- 
ferent experience might not agree with my conclusions. 

First I would select what, for want of a better word, I should call home- 
liness. It is significant that the ordinary dwelling, though it be only a shack 
in the woods, is called not a house, but a home. This means that the family, 
the ultimate social unit, is given its proper status as the foundation of 
society. Even among the richer classes I seem to find a certain pleasing 
domesticity. English people of the same rank are separated by layers of 
servants from the basic work of the household, and know very httle about 
it. In America the kitchen is not too far away from the drawing-room, and 
it IS recognised, as Heraclitus said, that the gods may dwell there. But I am 
thinking chiefly of the ordinary folk, especially those of narrow means. It 
is often said that Americans are a nomad race, and it is true that they are 
very ready to shift their camp; but the camp, however bare, is always a 
home.^ The cohesion of the family is close, even when its members are scat- 
tered. This is due partly to the tradition of the first settlers, a handful in an 
unknown land; partly to the history of the frontier, where the hearth-fire 
burnt brighter when all around was cold and darkness. The later immi- 
grants from Europe, feeling at last secure, were able for the first time to 
establish a family base, and they chenshed it zealously. This ardent domes- 
ticity has had its bad effects on American literature, inducing a sentimen- 
tality which makes a too crude frontal attack on the emotions, and which 
has produced as a reaction a not less sentimental “toughness.” But as a social 
cement it is beyond price. There have been many to laugh at the dullness 
and pettiness of the “small town.” From what I know of small-town hfe 
elsewhere, I suspect obtuseness in the satuists. 

Second, I would choose the sincere and widespread friendliness of the 
people. Americans arc interested in the human race, and in each other. De- 
riving doubtless from the old frontier days, thefc is a general helpfulness 
which I have not found in the same degree elsewhere. A homesteader in 
Dakota will accompany a traveller for miles to set him on the right road. 
The neighbours will rally round one of their number in distress with the 
loyalty of a Highland clan. This friendliness is not a self-conscious duty so 
much as an instinct. A squatter in a cabin will share his scanty provender 
and never dream that he is doing anything unusual. 

American hospitality, long as I have enjoyed it, still leaves me breath- 
less. The lavishness with which a busy man will give up precious time to 
entertain a stranger to whom he is in no way bound remains for me one of 
the wonders of the world. No doubt this friendhness, since it is an estab- 
lished custom, has its fake side. The endless brotherhoods and sodalities into 

^ In the Civil War homesicknesi was so senous a malady that the “printed forms for 
medical reports contained an entry for nostalgia precisely as for pneumoma." — Douglas Free- 
man, Tkt South to Poitenty, p. 4. 
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which people brigade themselves encourage a geniality which is more a 
mannerism than an index of character, a tiresome, noisy, backslapping 
heartiness. But that is the exception, not the rule. Americans like company, 
but though they are gregarious they do not lose themselves in the crowd. 
Waves of mass emotion may sweep the country, but they are transient things 
and do not submerge for long the stubborn rock of individuahsm. That is 
to say, people can be led, but they will not be driven. Their love of human 
companionship is based not on self-distrust, but on a genuine liking for their 
kind. With them the sense of a common humanity is a warm and tonstant 
instinct and not a doctrine of the schools or a slogan of the hustings. 

Lastly — and this may seem a paradox — I maintain that they are funda- 
mentally modest. Their interest in others is a proof of it; the Aristotelian 
Magnificent Man was interested in nobody but himself. As a nation they 
are said to be sensitive to criticism; that surely is modesty, for the truly arro- 
gant care nothing for the opinion of other people. Above all they can laugh 
at themselves, which is not possible for the immodest. They arc their own 
shrewdest and most ribald critics. It is charged against them that they are 
inclined to boast unduly about those achievements and about the greatness 
of their country, but a smug glorying m them is found only in the American 
of the caricaturist. They rejoice in showing their marvels to a visitor with 
the gusto of children exhibiting their toys to a stranger, an innocent desire, 
without any unfriendly gloatmg, to make others partakers in their satisfac- 
tion. If now and then they are guilty of bombast, it is surely a venial fault. 
The excited American talks of his land very much, I suspect, as the Eliza- 
bethans in their cups talked of England. The foreigner who strayed into the 
Mermaid Tavern, must often have listened to heroics which upset his 
temper. 

The native genius, in humour, and in many of the public and private 
relations of life, is for overstatement, a high-coloured, imaginative, para- 
doxical extravagance. The British gift is for understatement. Both are legiti- 
mate figures of speech. They serve the same purpose, for they call attention 
to a fact by startling the hearer, since manifestly they arc not the plain truth. 
Personally I delight in both mannerisms and would not for the world have 
their possessors reject them. They serve the same purjxise in another and a 
subtler sense, for they can be used to bring novel and terrible things within 
the pale of homely experience. I remember on the Western Front in 1918 
that two divisions, British and American, aligned side by side, suffered a 
heavy shelling. An American sergeant described it in racy and imagina- 
tive speech which would have been appropriate to the Day of Judgment. 
A British sergeant merely observed that “Kaiser ’ad been a bit ’asty.” Each 
had a twinkle in his eye; each in his national idiom was making &ightful- 
ness endurable by domesticating it. 
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The United States is the richest, and, both actually and potentially, the 
most powerful state on the globe. She has much, I believe, to give to the 
world; indeed, to her hands is chiefly entrusted the shaping of the future. 
If democracy in the broadest and truest sense is to survive, it will be mainly 
because of her guardianship. For, with all her imperfections, she has a 
clearer view than any other people of the democratic fundamentals. 

She starts from the right basis, for she combines a firm grip on the 
past with a quick sense of present needs and a bold outlook on the future. 
This she owes to her history; the. combmation of the British tradition with 
the necessities of a new land; the New England township and the Virginian 
manor plus the frontier. Much of that tradition was relinquished as irrele- 
vant to her needs, but much remains: a talent for law which is not incom- 
patible with a lawless practice; respect for a certain type of excellence in 
character which has made her great men uncommonly like our own; a dis- 
position to compromise, but only after a good deal of arguing; an intense 
dislike of dictation. To these instincts the long frontier struggles added 
courage in the face of novelties, adaptability, enterprise, a doggedness which 
was never lumpish, but alert and expectant. 

That IS the historic basis of America’s democracy, and today she is the 
chief exponent of a creed which I believe on the whole to be the best in 
this imperfect world. She is the chief exponent for two reasons The first 
IS her size; she exhibits its technique in large type, so that he who runs may 
read. More important, she exhibits it in its most intelligible form, so that its 
constituents are obvious. Democracy has become with many an unpleasing 
parrot-cry, and, as I have urged elsewhere in this book, it is well to be clear 
what It means. It is primarily a spiritual testament, from which certain po- 
litical and economic orders naturally follow. But the essence is the testa- 
ment; the orders may change while the testament stands. This testament, 
this ideal of citizenship, she owes to no one teacher. There was a time when 
I fervently admired Alexander Hamilton and could not away with Jefferson; 
the latter only began to interest me, I think, after I had seen the University 
of Virginia, which he created. But I deprecate partisanship in those ultimate 
matters. The democratic testament derives from Hamilton as well as from 
Jefferson. 

It has two main characteristics. The first is that the ordmary man be- 
lieves in himself and in his ability, along with his fellows, to govern his 
country. It is when a people loses its self-confidence that it surrenders its 
soul to a dictator or an oligarchy. In Mr. Walter Lippmann’s tremendous 
metaphor, it welcomes manacles to prevent its hands shakmg. The second is 
the belief, which is fundamental also in Christianity, of the worth of every 
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human soul— the worth, not the equahty. This is partly an honest emotion, 
and partly a reasoned principle— that something may be made out of any- 
body, and that there is something likeable about everybody if you look for 
It — or, in canonical words, that ultimately there is nothing common or 
unclean. 

The democratic testament is one lesson that America has to teach the 
world. A second is a new reading of nationalism. Some day and somehow 
the peoples must discover a way to brigade themselves for peace Now, there 
are on the globe only two proven large-scale organisations of social units, 
the United States and the British Empire. The latter is not for export, and 
could not be duplicated; its strength depends upon a thousand-year-old 
monarchy and a store of unformulated traditions. But the United States was 
the conscious work of men’s hands, and a task which has once been per- 
formed can be performed again. She is the supreme example of a federation 
in being, a federation which recognises" the rights and individuality of the 
parts, but accepts the overriding interests of the whole. To achieve this com- 
promise she fought a desperate war. If the world is ever to have prosperity 
and peace, there must be some kind of federation — will not say of democ- 
racies, but of states which accept the reign of Law. In such a task she seems 
to me to be the predestined leader. Vigorous as her patriotism is, she has 
escaped the jealous, barncadoed nationalism of the Old World. Disraeli, so 
often a prophet in spite of himself, in 1863, at a critical moment of the Civil 
War, spoke memorable words: 

There IS a grave misapprehension, both in the ranks of Her Majesty’s Gov- 
ernment and of Her Majesty’s Opposition, as to what constitutes the true mean- 
ing of the American democracy. The American democracy is not made up of 
the scum of the great industrial cities of the United States, nor of an exhausted 
middle class that speculates in stocks and calls that progress. The American 
democracy is made up of something far more stable, that may ultimately decide 
the fate of the two Americas and of “Europe.” 

For forty years I have regarded America not only with a student’s in- 
terest in a fascinating problem, but with the affection of one to whom she 
has become almost a second motherland. Among her citizens I count many 
of my closest friends; I have known all her presidents, save one, since Theo- 
dore Roosevelt, and all her ambassadors to the Court of Saint James’s since 
John Hay; for five years I have been her neighbour in Canada. But I am 
not blind to the grave problems which confront her. Democracy, after all, 
is a negative thmg. It provides a fair field for the Good Life, but it is not 
in itself the Good Life. In these days when lovers of freedom may have to 
fight for their cause, the hope is that the ideal of the Good Life, m which 
alone freedom has any meaning, will acquire a stronger potency. It is the 
task of civilisation to raise every citizen above want, but in so doing to 
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permit a free devebpment and avoid the slavery of the beehive and the ant- 
heap. A humane economic policy must not be allowed to diminish the stature 
of man’s spirit. It is because I believe that in the American people the twm 
impulses are of equal strength that 1 see her in the vanguard of that slow 
upward trend, undulant or spiral, which today is our modest definition of 
progress. Her major prophet is still Whitman. “Everything comes out of the 
dirt — everything; everything comes out of the people, everyday people, the 
people as you find them and leave them; people, people, just people!" 

It is only out of the dirt that things grow. 


Gaetano Salvemini 

To a reporter seeding btographtcal information Dr. Salvemtni, a voluble 
Latin, exclaimed “No, no, no. I don’t even td\ about myself to myself. 
What do you thinly I am, a Hollywood actress? You are wasting your 
time. Go, go, go." However, it is a matter of record that Gaetano Sal- 
vemini {iSjj- ), a native of Italy, was Professor of Modern History 
in the University of Florence when, for his fearless denunciatton of 
Fascism, he was arrested and later went into exile. Since 19^^ he has 
been a Lecturer tn the History of Italian Civilization at Harvard and 
became an American atizen in 1^40. He is part author of What to Do 
with Italy, a blueprint for a future Italy based on democratic principles. 
The following essay furnishes a clear-headed exposition of what democ- 
racy IS and what it is not. 


WHAT IS FREEDOM? 

A FREE regime consists of three different groups 
of institutions. One group aims at assuring the personal rights of the citizen : 
the rights of habeas corpus and of freedom of thought, of worship, of edu- 
cation, of locomotion, and of work. Another set of institutions guarantees the 
citizen his political liberties: freedom of speech, of the press, and of associa- 
tion, and the right to participate in assemblies. Finally, there are those insti- 
tutions which entitle the citizen, if he $0 desires, to change the party in 
power by means of elections. Those atizens who do not share the opinions 
of the party in power are entitled to expound publicly their reasons for dis- 
sent and to form opposition parties .whose aim is the overthrow of the party 
in power. 

The existence of competmg parties is an essential feature of a free con- 
stitution. Liberty is fundamentally the right of the citizen to dissent from 
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the party that is in power, and from this right spring all the other rights of 
the citizen. 

Personal rights, political hberties, and representative institutions are in- 
dissolubly bound together. If we admit freedom of thought as a personal 
right of the citizen, we cannot contest his right to express his thoughts in 
speech or through the press, or to ]om his fellow citizens in associations for 
the propagation of their thoughts. Thus a constitution which recognizes the 
personal rights of the citizen cannot suppress his political liberties. Similarly, 
if we recognize the political liberties of the citizen — that is to say, his right 
to oppose the party m power— we must also recognize his right to substitute 
for the party in power an opposition party, when the latter has won the sup- 
porting faith of the majority of the citizens. 

If the citizen had the right to criticize the party in power but not the 
right to change it by means of lawful elections, either the exercise of the 
right of opposition would be reduced to fruitless slander, or freedom of 
speech, of the press, and of association, and the right to assemble would 
burst out mto the violence of revolution. On the other hand, a constitution 
which entitled the citizens to choose the men who were to control their gov- 
ernment would be a sham if the government were entitled to violate the 
habeas corpus of the citizens or to suppress their political liberties whenever 
they tried to oppose the party in power. 

As a consequence, we cannot have personal rights and political liberties 
without having representative institutions, and we cannot suppress repre- 
sentative institutions without suppressing, or at least deeply curtailing, po- 
litical liberties and personal rights. 

DEMOCRACY 

A free regime is not necessarily a democratic regime. The English con- 
stitution before the Reform Act of 1832 was free but not democratic. Per- 
sonal rights, political liberties, and the franchise were the privileges of an 
upper-class oligarchy. During the last century the English constitution has 
been democratized by the gradual extension of these privileges to all classes. 
The characteristic feature of a free but oligarchical constitution is a restricted 
franchise. The characteristic feature of a free constitution which has become 
democratic is universal suffrage. 

In Europe at the close of World War I, all the formerly oligarchical 
constitutions became democratic. Freedom and democracy became inter- 
changeable terms. The rise of dictatorships in recent years on the ruins of 
democratic regimes has drawn still more closely together the ideas of liberty 
and democracy. In the countries in which universal suffrage has been either 
abolished or reduced to a sham, personal rights and political liberties have 
also been abolished. One party only — ^the party in power — is allowed to exist; 
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opposition parties are criminal organizations; an opponent of the govern- 
ment is an outlaw. 

Under free and democratic institutions, you may curse freedom and de- 
mocracy and, if you like, invoke a dictatorship. Under a dictatorship, you 
are allowed only to sing the praises of the dictator and the benefits he has 
bestowed upon your country. And the more unhappy your country becomes, 
the louder your praises of the dictator must be. 

WEAK SPOTS IN DEMOCRACY 

One may be a convinced liberal and yet not feel oneself obliged to re- 
gard all free and democratic institutions as sacrosanct. 

When electoral institutions were created, they were based on the assump- 
tion that the electorate would choose the best among themselves as repre- 
sentatives, and that those who were chosen would legislate and supervise 
the work of the executive in the interests of the community. Experience has 
shown that the electorate rarely choose the best. In fact, they as a rule choose 
the mediocre, and sometimes they even choose the worst men in the com- 
munity. This IS the first weak spot in free and democratic institutions. 

Secondly, the task of the legislative power has been rendered more and 
more difficult by changing economic and social conditions. In the first half 
of the nineteenth century the government was not obliged to take cogni- 
zance of many matters which during the past half-century have gradually 
passed from the sphere of private initiative into that of public law. In those 
days a member of a legislative assembly could give a conscientious exami- 
nation tathe bills which he was called upon to sanction. Today, where can 
you find a man with the technical knowledge necessary to an intelligent 
evaluation of all the measures on which a congressman or a senator must 
vote? Even a man with a technical equipment above the average would not 
have time enough to master the enormous volume of business which claims 
his consideration. 

The third weak point in present-day democracy is the daily press. A 
century ago, when freedom of the press was ont of the principal demands 
of liberals everywhere, any group of men with talent and a small sum of 
money could start a newspaper and acquire an influence in the country pro- 
portionate to their ability. This was a period of free competition between 
small daily papers. But during the past half-century the daily newspaper has 
become a great capitalist enterprise requiring millions of dollars for its estab- 
lishment. Hence, whoever has the necessary millions is in a position to flood 
the country daily with tons of printed matter, although his genius may con- 
sist solely in knowing how to find out what particular brand of crime and 
type of feminine legs most appeal to the sensibilities of the less educated sec- 
tion of the population. Many of these papers are the property of capitalist 
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concerns or are subservient to personal vanities which too often do not pro- 
mote the welfare of the community. The publisher of one of these news- 
papers can poison the mind of a whole country with mendacious stories or 
by the suppression of news. He is a despot who is not responsible to any- 
one for the manner m which he exercises his authority; he has liberty with- 
out responsibility. 

The press is now a dictatorship of a unique kind. Planted in the midst 
of free institutions, it insidiously disturbs and perverts them. The division 
of powers on which free government was originally based has disappeared, 
and the Fourth Estate, the great daily press, having overcome all the other 
powers — the executive, the legislative, and the judicial — ^reigns supreme in 
their stead. The omnipotence of the press is perhaps the most dangerous 
disease which infects free institutions today. If the daily press were not so 
corrupt and stupid (probably more often stupid than corrupt), even the 
vote-catching system would not work so badly; and congressmen directed 
by an intelligent and honest press would be able to cut a better figure. 

I am not so presumptuous as to try to suggest solutions for these prob- 
lems in a few minutes. I confine myself to pointing out that one may ap- 
proach these problems from two different points of view. A liberal ap- 
proaches them with the desire and the purpose to heal free and democratic 
institutions of their present sickness and to make them more sincere and 
more cflScient through free discussion and the free cooperation of the ati- 
zens; he refuses to give up to one man and his party the right to work their 
will in a country of deaf-mutes and slaves A Fascist or a Communist, on 
the contrary, approaches these problems with the ulterior motive of taking 
advantage of the deficiencies of certain democratic institutions in order to 
destroy all of them. 


FALLAaES ABOUT DEMOCRACY 

Even the strictest dictatorship is not incompatible with a certain amount 
of liberty. No other man is so free as a dictator, for no opposition hampers 
him. And those who arc faithful to the dictator remain in full enjoyment 
of freedom of speech, of the press, and of association. In fact, they enjoy a 
more complete measure of freedom than they would under a free govern- 
ment, because their rights are not hmited by the rights of their opponents. 

Neither can dictatorship suppress all the personal rights of the subject. 
For example, in May 1927 Mussolini issued orders that Itahan women were 
to have more children. Nine months after the issue of these orders the 
Itahan birth rate was found to have dropped precipitously, and it continues 
to drop. There is a certain residue of personal right which no dictator can 
check or suppress. 

On the other hand, there is no free constitution in existence which does 



AMERICAK HERITAGE 


440 

not authorize the government to use some compulsion against its opponents. 
The latter have the right to criticize the laws made by the party in povrar, 
but they must obey those laws until they are abolished by legal means. Re- 
volt against those laws is punishable by imprisonment. Thus, even the most 
liberal form of democracy does not allow absolute liberty. 

The difference hes in the proportion of liberty to compulsion. Freedom 
and democracy begin when there is more liberty than compulsion for the 
opposition. Dictatorship begins when there is more compulsion than liberty. 
Neither pure dictatorship nor pure freedom is to be found anywhere. 

From this fact a fallacy easily arises: the mistake of concluding that 
there is no difference between a free and a dictatorial regime. Both Fascists 
and Communists make a wide use of such a fallacy. For example, if a daily 
paper is sentenced for libel in England, they say: “You see, freedom of the 
press does not exist even in England. Why then do you object to the fact 
that there is no freedom of the press in Russia, or m Germany, or in Italy?” 
The fallacy is based on the trick of giving the word “freedom” one mean- 
ing in the first sentence and a quite different meanmg in the second. If we 
eliminate this trick, the argument becomes as follows; “You see, unrestrained 
liberty does not exist even in England. Why then do you object to the fact 
that there is no freedom jor any opposition party in Russia, or m Germany, 
or in Italy?” 

In an address at Columbia University in December 1933, the German 
Ambassador to the United States, Dr. Luther, proclaimed that the German 
Nazi Constitution was democratic. Germany, Dr. Luther admitted, is not 
a nation in which parliament rules, but “the democratic idea appears in 
Chancellor Hitler’s submission to the vote of the people and his promise to 
submit himself to their vote in four years.” I surmise that while Dr. Luther 
was preparing his address he remembered Oscar Wilde’s remark that many 
people were rendered stupid by education, and hoped that this law applied 
to President Butler’s students. Undoubtedly democracy means submission to 
the vote of the people. But the vote of the people must be free. It is not free 
when the right to oppose the party In power leads to a concentration camp. 
One IS entitled to assert that autocracy is preferable to democracy. What not 
even an ambassador should allow himself to do is to try to fool his audience 
by describing an autocratic constitution as a democratic constitution. 

I was listening not long ago to a lecture on European dictatorships. 
During the question period the speaker, although himself a hberal, admitted 
that for the time being the majority of the German people had confidence 
in Hitler. Hereupon a voice in the audience made the fcdlowing comment: 
“Then Nazism is democracy.” Underlymg this comment was the idea that 
rule by the consent of the majority is democracy. 

This also is a mistake. The most absolute tyrant will always maintain 
that he is rulmg in behalf of the majority of the people — ^nay, more, in be- 
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half of all the people and by their consent. Similarly, under a democratic 
regime all the parties in power ma i nta i n that the majority of the people are 
on their side. The essential difference between dictatorship and democracy 
lies in the fact that under a despotic regime those who challenge that state- 
ment go to jail, while under a democratic regime anyone has the right to 
make such a challenge and may publicly attempt to prove the falsity of the 
statement in question. 

Democracy means not only that the right to rule is vested in the ma- 
jority, but also that the right to criticize the rule of the majority is vested 
in the opposition. 


POLmCAL AND ECONOMIC LIBERTY 

Wider powers concentrated in the executive in a period of emergency 
should not be termed dictatorship. In time of war or other emergency, even 
the most sincere believer in democracy may advocate a greater concentration 
of authority as a temporary measure to meet exceptional difficulties. As Mr. 
Walter Lippmann aptly puts it, a democracy which freely grants extraordi- 
nary powers to the executive but retains the authority to recall them at will, 
IS still a democracy. The dictator, on the contrary, holds his power by his 
own right, and remains in power until he is overthrown by force or his 
armed organization disintegrates from withm. 

The opposition is not between democracy and emergency powers, but 
between democracy, which to meet an emergency may provisionally grant 
wider powers to the executive, and dictatorship, in which absolute authority 
IS permanently vested in one man and his party without the coexistence of 
a check in the hands of a legislative body. 

Another fallacy to be avoided is that of confusmg political liberty with 
economic liberty, and therefore of callmg any intervention m economic life 
dictatorship or Fascism. This error is often made m this country in connec- 
tion with discussions of the economic policy of President Roosevelt. Presi- 
dent Roosevelt is often called a dictator because he intervenes in the proc- 
esses of production and distribution. Italian Fascists also regard Mr. Roose- 
velt as one of Mussolini’s disciples, though not so big and so heroic as the 
master. They say: “Either you stick to laisscz faire, or you have the state 
intervene in the production and distribution of wealth. If government inter- 
vention takes the form of complete operation of the machinery of production 
and distribution, then you have communism. If the government does not 
destroy private enterprise, but only obliges it to fit itself into the framework 
of a governmental program, then you have Fascism.” 

This fallacy is disproved if one remembers that every government, be it 
democratic or oligarchical, free or despotic, is obliged, in greater or less de- 
gree, to mtervene in economic life. Even a government which adhered most 
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fanatically to the doctrine of laissez faire must enforce respect for the penal, 
civil, and commercial codes, must issue paper currency, and must have a 
tariff system. Yet what are these if not examples of governmental interven- 
tion in business ? England, which in the nineteenth century was the classic 
country of laissez faire, gave the first examples of social legislation, which 
IS governmental interference with business. A policy of absolute disinterest- 
edness towards economic problems on the part of the government is impos- 
sible, and no such policy is known to have been practiced m the world’s 
history. There has always been more or less governmental interference in 
business. 

Such interference becomes a dictatorship only when it is coupled with 
the abolition of the political rights of the citizen. President Roosevelt would 
be a Fascist dictator if, besides intervening in economic life, he suppressed 
personal rights, political liberties, and representative insututions; if the citi- 
zens of the United States were no longer allowed to read whatever news- 
papers they liked; if they could not assemble freely in their associations and 
parties; if those who opposed President Roosevelt were interned on the 
Philippine Islands without trial, or bludgeoned or killed, while their assail- 
ants went unpunished. This would be Fascism. It is an entirely different 
thing from the intervention of the government in the process of production 
and distribution of wealth. . . . 

DEMOCRACY AND COMMUNISM 

This leads us to detect another fallacy which is circulated by Commu- 
nists when they speak of Soviet Russia. The Ambassador of Soviet Russia 
to the United States, when he was speaking in Cincinnati in 19^4, said’ 
“We believe that we already have full democracy.” If somebody had asked 
him whether Trotsky’s living in exile was a proof that Soviet Russia already 
had “full democracy,” the Ambassador would probably have answered that 
by “full democracy” he meant a regime which proposes to grant economic 
equality to all its subjects — ^not one which grants the right to dissent from 
the views and policies of Stalin and the other leaders of the Communist 
Party. He who deprives a word of its traditional meaning and uses it in a 
new sense which he does not define, seeks to deceive his listeners not by the 
lie direct, but by persuading them to deceive themselves. An ambassador — 
“a gentleman sent to he abroad for his country” — ^must make conunual use 
of this device. 

In actual fact, democracy is a system of political institutions, whereas 
Communism is a system of economic mstitutions. They are neither the same 
thing nor opposite things. They are different things. According to many 
Communists, they do not go together in Russia today, but they will go to- 
gether when a new generation comes to the front which has been completely 
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imbued with the Communist faith. Then there will be no more reason for 
suppressing hberty, that is, the right to disagree with the party m power, 
since there will be no disagreement. Political liberty, in other words, will rise 
again when it has become useless. Then, and then only, will a Soviet Am- 
bassador be entitled to state that Russia “already has full democracy.” 

It IS likely that an economy supervised by the government has become 
more necessary in modern society than in former periods of history. Just 
how far the government should mtervene in economic life — and whether 
It should go so far as to abolish private enterprise entirely or almost entirely, 
as the Bolshevists did in Russia — is a tremendous problem. But the more 
intense the intervention of the government becomes, the more we need to 
keep alive and active free institutions, that is to say, personal rights, political 
liberties, and the right of representation. The more governmental activities 
multiply, the more necessary becomes free discussion of the aims, the 
methods, and the results of those activities. The government becomes an 
appalling tyranny if the authority intrusted to it in the economic field de- 
generates into a political dictatorship — if, besides controlling the economic 
life of the citizen, it can forbid him to express his content or discontent by 
the normal means available under free rule. 

What, then, is the difference between a Fascist constitution, like those 
of Italy and Germany, a free and democratic constitution, like those of 
England and the United States, and a Communist constitution, like that of 
Soviet Russia? A Fascist constitution does away with personal rights, po- 
litical liberties, and representative institutions, but maintains private prop- 
erty, under more or less strict governmental supervision. A free and demo- 
cratic constitution grants the citizens personal rights, political liberties, and 
representative institutions, and either maintains private property, although 
under a system of more or less stnet governmental supervision, or sup- 
presses It altogether. Communism does away with political freedom and pri- 
vate property at the same time The leaders of the party in power — ^the Com- 
munist Party — are endowed with dictatorial powers, and through these 
powers they directly control and operate the whole economic machinery of 
the country. 

TWO CONFLICTING PHILOSOPHIES 

Freedom and democracy are based on the assumption that nobody is 
infallible and that no one person possesses the secret of good government. 

There is no social science in existence that is as exact as the physical 
sciences. The phenomena of social life arc infinitely more complicated than 
those of the physical world. Furthermore, the numerous and complex forces 
which keep the social machine working cannot be measured by objective 
standards as can those of the physical world. Finally, hypotheses about social 
facts cannot, as in the physical sciences, be verified by experiment. The more 
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complex society grows, the more diiHcult it becomes to foresee its future, and 
the more intricate becomes the art of government. No one, for instance, can 
tell in advance what repercussions a change in the American tariff system 
will have on the rest of the world and on the United States itself. A law like 
prohibition, promoted with the highest moral intentions, may produce disas- 
trous moral effects. Vice versa, a banking law promoted by men concerned 
only for their own profit at the expense of the country at large may end by 
producing results that arc highly beneficial to the country. 

Since no one has infallibility, there is no other method of facing prob- 
lems than to try out the various possible methods one after the other. The 
citizens organize themselves mto parties and confide the government to that 
party whose leaders for the time being inspire the most confidence. If this 
party fails to justify the confidence placed in it, another one is put in its 
place. By trial and error — “muddling through” as the English say — a way 
out is found. 

Dictatorship is based on the assumption that humanity is divided into 
two unequal parts: the mass, the “common herd,” which knows and under- 
stands nothing; and a minority, “the chosen few,” who alone know the secret 
which will solve all problems. Now, “the chosen few,” by definition, must 
be chosen by someone. This is the business of the dictator. “Authority comes 
from above.” 

The leader of a free and democratic regime says to his adversaries: “I 
think 1 am right, but I may be wrong; let me try and sec what are the prac- 
tical results of my actions. If they are bad, then you will have your chance 
to do otherwise.” 

The dictator says: “I am right, and the results of my activity will always 
be good”; “every man is cither for me or against me”; “everything within 
the state, nothmg outside the state, nothing against the state”; “I am the 
state.” 

Despotism is easier to conceive and to practice than liberty. Nothing is 
harder than to respect in our opponents the human dignity common to us 
both, to tolerate contradiction, to accept competition on equal terms, to trust 
to the good sense and moral sanity of our countrymen, to face with forti- 
tude the struggle of today which is preparing a broader and more stable 
cooperation for tomorrow. It is easier to crack the skull of an opponent than 
to convince him. As the great Italian liberal. Count Cavour, was wont to 
say: “Any idiot can rule a country by martial law.” 
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of American life. The following essay vigorously rejects the facile iden- 
tification of democracy and capitalism and shows how the democratic 
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THE RISE OF THE DEMOCRATIC IDEA IN THE 
UNITED STATES 

IS IT TRUE that democracy is only a mask for 
capitalism, that it contains no humane values forever defensible in them- 
selves, that it offers no methods for the solution of grave problems of state 
and for the continuous adjustments so necessary for social living^ Surely no 
other question is more fundamental, more worthy of our consideration. It 
is not academic. Our lives and welfare hang upon the answer to this ques- 
tion and upon our wilhngness to defend and develop democratic institutions 
by every sacrifice of fortune and comfort that may be required. 

The true answer to this question is not to be found in the fogs of meta- 
physical and dialectic debate. It lies written in the history of the centuries 
and in the plain experience of the hour. Whoever runs and reads may find 
it in the papers and documents that record the past and in the (iractices of 
legislatures, executives, and courts now open to general observation. 

Is democracy merely a mask for capitalism^ Is it true that capitalists 
originally conceived the idea of democracy in western civilization, that they 
put it forward in America, that they championed it, fought for it, and em- 
bodied it in constitutions and institutions — all for the purpose of providing 
a mask for their system? If it is true, then the records of history should dis- 
close the supporting facts. What do the records reveal? 

At the outset two preliminary definitions are necessary, unless we are 
to grope in the dark. If by capitalism is meant the mere private ownership 
of land and other instruments of production, then capitalism is far older than 
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anything that may be correctly'called democracy and has existed under many 
forms of government. But capitalism is not to be identified with private 
property as such; nor is it one and the same thing in all times and places. 
It IS only to be identified with the use of property for the prime purpose of 
making profits out of it, as distinguished from its use for the prime purpose 
of securing a livelihood. Moreover, capitalism is a matter of origins, growth, 
degree, and change. Certainly in the Middle Ages the great majority of the 
people and the major part of the instruments of production were employed 
primarily m the production of commodities for use, not for the profit of the 
owners in any exact sense of the term profit. 

It was only during three centuries of change that the production of 
wealth for profit became what may be called a major concern of economy 
in western nations. The degree of that concern varied from nation to nation. 
If we take 1850 as an arbitrary date we may say that the degree was higher 
in England than in Germany or Italy or France. It was about this time that 
the value of manufacturing enterprises, railways, ships, and urban property 
generally in the United States rose above the value of the land and capital 
employed in agriculture where production was extensively carried on for 
domestic use. It is fairly accurate to say that the general triumph of capi- 
tahsm in western civilization came m the closing decades of the nineteenth 
century. In human matters the exactness of mathematics and physics cannot 
be attained, but the weight of historical evidence supports this broad conclu- 
sion. If an arbitrary date must be chosen we may venture the judgment that 
capitalism did not become the dominant mode of production in the United 
States until after 1865, the year that marked the downfall of the planting 
class. 

Now let us define democracy provisionally as a government resting on 
a popular base and controlled direcdy or indirectly by all adults without dis- 
tinction of property. Certainly that is a justifiable definition of democracy 
in the political sense of the term even though the social implications of de- 
mocracy are as broad as life. 

Here too we find matters of growth and degree. The steps by which this 
system of government was approximated may be traced in the records of 
history as positively as the story of the earth in the findings of geology. 

Leaving antiquity and the Middle Ages out of account, for lack of time, 
we may open the record of democracy in England in the seventeenth cen- 
tury. There were rumblings and grumblings long before that period, but it 
is in the seventeenth century that we encounter on a large scale systematic 
demands for “natural rights” and for the right of all men to share in gov- 
ernment. Were these demands put forward, approved, or fought for by the 
' property owners and incipient capitalists of that century? The record 1$ 
plain. They were not. These demands were advanced by obscure, humble 
persons called “levellers” who were thoroughly despised by the possessing 
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classes of the time. The system of political democracy was attained in Eng- 
land by repeated struggles extending over three centuries, culminating m the 
suffrage acts of our own day. In these struggles we do not Bnd either capi- 
talists or landlords as a class looking with favor on universal suffrage. They 
were ready to demand the ballot for themselves, but their philanthropy was 
limited. Individual capitalists and landlords, sometimes for the purpose of 
partisan triumph, aided m the movement. But to say that the capitalist 
owners of property gave the vote to the propertyless for the sake of protect- 
ing property — as a mask for capitalism — is to falsify the facts of English 
history. 

The generalization also applies to American history. The property own- 
ers who voted under the British system in colonial times did not give the 
ballot to the property less when they threw off the British yoke in 1776. On 
the contrary the first state constitutions adopted after the revolution began, 
kept generally property qualifications on voting and office-holding, for the 
clear purpose of keeping government in the hands of property. It was only 
through innumerable local struggles that the suffrage was widened to in- 
clude substantially all adult white males. That state of affairs was practically, 
but not completely, achieved by 1835, years before the triumph of capitalism 
in the United States. 

And who led in these struggles to democratize our American govern- 
ment? Did capitalists as a class origmate them, approve them, and carry 
them to triumph, all for the purpose of providing a mask for capitalism? 
Here too the records of American hi^ory are clear. In the main the move- 
ment for democracy in America received its impetus from mechanics, indus- 
trial workers and farmers, who can scarcely be called capitalists by any 
stretch of the imagination. Leaders in this suffrage battle, men and women 
alike, derived some aid and comfort from individuals who may be called 
capitalists, but the establishment of democracy in the United States was 
not the work of capitalists. 

Apart from the cold historical facts, a glance at the theory makes it 
absurd on its face. Property owners and capitalists, it maintains, turned the 
government over to the propertyless majority for the sake of protecting their 
property, providing a mask for capitalism. Common sense logic makes the 
idea preposterous, while the facts of history demonstrate its falsity. The rise 
of capitalism coincided roughly with the rise of democracy in some respects; 
but capitalism did not originate the democratic idea, deliberately promote 
the realutation of the idea, or welcome its triumph. All through ^e long 
struggle for democracy, spokesmen of great wealth warned members of their 
class that democracy was incompatible with the prevailing concentration of 
property. If outstanding examples need be cited, Lord Macaulay and Daniel 
Webster may be chosen to illustrate the proposition. 
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No, the rise of democracy represented a movement of humane fnees 
deeper than capitalism, deeper than the accumulation of profits. Yet the idea 
democracy has never been entirely disassociated from the forms and dis- 
tribution of wealth. Thomas Jefferson did not choose the label “democrat" 
for himself or the party he founded, but he may be called, with some justi- 
fication, the leading promoter of the democratic idea in the early days of the 
American republic. And Jefferson associated popular government with a 
wide distribution of property. He beheved that the true basis of such a gov- 
ernment was an agricultural population, composed of freeholders and their 
families — not capitalists, but tillers of the soil who looked to the labor of 
their own hands — not to profits — for their sustenance, and thus possessed lib- 
erty and independence necessary for popular government. Jefferson thought 
that the safety of the republic was assured as long as there was an abun- 
dance of land for occupation, and that when Americans were piled upon 
one another in cities, as in Europe, they would start to eating one anodier 
up, as in Europe. This is what President Franklin D. Roosevelt must have 
meant when he quoted the old saymg that necessitous men are not freemen. 

So today American democracy, m seeking to preserve its institutions, 
does not offer itself as a mere foil or mask for capitalism and the poverty 
and degradation that have accompanied its triumph. It is not true that de- 
mocracy originated or is identical with the creed and practice of laissez-faire 
which capitalism and its professors have sought to impose upon the people 
as public policy. Raw and unregulated capitalism was far advanced before 
the mass of the people were allowed to vote in Great Britain and the United 
States. Adam Smith, Ricardo, Nassau Senior, and Herbert Spencer had 
elaborated the doctrme of capitalist anarchy plus the police constable for 
labor before democracy was well launched upon its career; and the impetus 
to social legislation mitigating the evils of capitalism and subjecting it to 
conceptions of common welfare came from the same sources as the impetus 
to democracy — ^from leaders in the democratic movement. If capitalist! has 
succeeded in delaying and beating off such legislation, it has been generally 
against the forces of democracy, not with the sanction of its thought and policy. 

At this very hour in the United States it is the spokesmen of democ- 
racy, not the spokesmen of capitalism, who inquire into the present concen- 
tration of wealth, demand security f(^ all, enact social legislation, seek to 
prevent additional concentration of capitalist power, and strive to effect a more 
equitable distribution of wealth. To be sure, enlightened capitalists recog- 
nize the justice and necessity of such demands, but the center of gravity of 
capitahsm is not on the side of this emphasis in contemporary democracy. 
It is democracy that now tears the mask of economic theory and legal fiction 
from the face of historic capitalism and proposes to state the terms on which 
it may continue to exist and operate. The resolve of democracy to do this is 
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lorgdy responsible for the tensions of the time, for the criticism off democ' 
racy in respectable circles, and for the demand that fascist dictatorship be 
substituted. 

No less significant for humamty than the democratic ideal and its eco* 
nomic aspects is the method which democracy offers for making the political 
and economic adjustments required by change in the production of wealth, 
the advance of knowledge, and the eternal urge of the human spirit. Demoo 
racy proclaims that these changes are to be effected by the processes of in- 
quiry, discussion, deliberation, popular decision, and continuous appraisals 
of results. It offers a way of enlightenment and peace under rules of law, 
and thus stands in eternal contradiction to government created by force, 
mamtained by force, and unchangeable save by force. It asserts for the 
human mind freedom of inquiry, without which knowledge cannot be ad- 
vanced. It upholds freedom of the press and communications, without which 
intelligence is crippled and discussion is a sham and a farce. It throws about 
the individual the protection of civil tribunals. It allows no leader hoisted 
into power by sheer force to imprison or shoot down citizens without trial, 
without a hearing, without the right to have the truth sifted by witnesses 
and judicial scrutiny. Its law and custom are yet far from perfect; in prac- 
tice ignorance and bigotry pervert their purpose; and their principles arc 
often violated. Yet with all the shortcomings, delays, and confusions duly 
admitted, the ideals and achievements of these institutions stand m flat and 
eternal contrast to the institutions and practices of governments founded on 
sheer force. 

The very substance of all discussion under this head turns upon the 
relation of government to change. Certainly the very essence of history is 
change. Men and women die. New generations arise. The sickle of time cuts 
down dictators as well as their victims. Ideas appear and exfoliate. Material 
and spiritual interests alter. Old values are discarded. New values are created 
and cherished. Neither Hitler nor Mussolini nor Stalin is immortal. No gov- 
ernment is fireproof against change. If confirmation be sought, look at the 
wrecks of states, empires, kingdoms, principalities, dictatorships scattered 
along the path of more than seventy centuries. Those that do not bend, 
adjust, or adapt, surely perish. Even despotisms are tempered by assassina- 
tions. 

All despotisms, under whatever name they masquerade, are efforts to 
freeze history, to stop change, to solidify the human spirit. There is only 
one way by which a despotism can be altered; that is, by revolution, by the 
kind of violence employed in its establishment. Such government may last 
many years. Cromwell created one; it passed. Napoleon I established one; it 
passed. Napoleon III established one; it passed. Diaz established one; it 
lasted longer than Napoleon I’s; but it too passed. It may be that none of 
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US assembled here will live to see the passing of the new dictators now preen- 
ing themselves for their brief period on the earthly stage. But history is 
merciless. The more they strut, the more they proclaim the eternity of their 
systems, the more certain we may be of their decay and doom. If there is 
not a Brutus for every Caesar, there is an old man lying in wait for him. 

The institutions of democracy, on the other hand, provide for change 
and depend not upon the life of any person or self-constituted group of per- 
sons. They do not form a closed system of economy or culture. They are 
devised to cope with the rise, flow, and alteration of social and economic 
systems, with the creation, modification, and adaptation of systems. They 
rest upon human ideals, interests and judgments more eternal than systems 
They do not deny the role of leadership in history; nor prevent masses of 
people from rallying around leaders. Indeed they are designed to facilitate 
this process through discussion, deliberation and matured decisions. 

All this the founders of the American republic understood. They were 
familiar with the history of despotism m the Old World. Between 1780 and 
1787 hundreds of Americans believed a republic impx>ssible and popular gov- 
ernment of any kind a chimera. In 1782 a colonel in the American army 
wrote to General George Washington: “The war must have shown to all, 
but to the military in particular, the weakness of republics.” He then pro- 
posed that an immense territory be set apart as a distinct state to be gov- 
erned under such a mode as the military men who moved to it might de- 
cide upon. In reply to this letter, Washington wrote a stinging rebuke which 
will forever stand among the landmarks in the history of American insti- 
tutions. 

No, the founders of popular government in the United States and the 
leaders among the men and women who have sought to extend democracy 
in every direction have not been ignorant of history, of the nature and fate 
of despotism and dictatorships. Nor have they been unaware of the difficul- 
ties, risks, and perils of self-government. After independence was declared 
the way was opened for a military dictatorship and there were many who 
would have walked therein; but that choice was deliberately rejected and 
the other course was deliberately taken. With these traditions and these in- 
structions imbedded in the very substance of their civilization, Americans 
may be pardoned for refusing to accept at face value the old maxims of new 
upstarts and for renewing their determination to preserve the democratic 
processes of government. In so doing they need not undertake to give 
Europe or the Orient any gratuitous lessons, save insofar as tending their 
own garden may seem instructive. 



Herbert Agar 

"There is nothing worth fighting for except an idea, for it alone can 
last, can provide a basts for the developing future." In World War II 
Agar has put his wards into action by directing, from London, a radio 
forum for United States soldiers in Europe. By experience as well as 
conviction he was well fitted to help the Army understand what it was 
fighting for. Herbert Agar (sSg^- ) ttuts bom in the state of New 
Yorlt^, he graduated from Columbia and earned a PhD. at Princeton. 
For five years London correspondent of the Louisville Courier, he was 
later its editor. He was an early and forceful advocate of American inter- 
vention in the European war. In Land of the Free, Pursuit of Happiness, 
and A Time for Greatness he urges no change of the American system 
but the recovery of our original faith in democracy If the spntual con- 
victions at the base of demociacy are forgotten, or if the economic rights 
of men are violated, all the machinery of politics is — machinery. America 
requites more of us than votes. 


DEMOCRACY IN THE MAKING 

DEMOCRACY cannot be understood if it is pic- 
tured solely as a political or economic system. Underlying all else, democracy 
must be a moral code, or it will not be effective. The concept of democracy 
has never been well defined; perhaps it eludes definition. . . . 

There arc three parts to the democratic ideal: the spiritual affirmation 
on which It rests, the economic order which it demands, and the political 
machinery which puts it into effect. I have stated the three parts in the 
order of their importance. The third is the least important part of democ- 
racy, and It IS the only part which exists fully m a place like New York City. 
It IS a mere tool, capable of implementing democracy, if democracy should 
exist. But if democracy does not exist, the tool cannot bring it into being. 
The tool will merely be used for other purposes. 

As a spiritual affirmation, democracy says that all men have certain 
minimum rights and requirements which must not be denied — the right to 
look after themselves and their families in decency without being forced into 
a slave relationship toward a master or toward the State, the right to a 
chance to do as well for themselves as their endowments permit, the right 
to the great basic freedoms which go with the name of civil liberties, the 
right to a recognition that m a true sense (perhaps best stated by the phrase, 
“in the eyes of God”) all men are equal. 
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These phrases have become smooth and soothing through much use. 
But if they be taken seriously, they arc hghtmg words. They are almost as 
revolutionary as Chrisuanity. . . . We must decide whether to take the 
phrases seriously, or whether to abandon them once and for all. We can no 
longer afford to use them merely as magic spells to keep our consciences 
quiet. . . . 

On the economic side democracy demands that society be so ordered 
that the spiritual affirmauon has a chance to come true. It demands that men 
shall not be chattel slaves or wage slaves. It demands that there shall not 
be such differences in economic opportunity and in chances for self-better- 
ment, that people at the bottom are denied hope. 

This, too, is revolutionary; but it is a necessary deduction from the first 
point. It is dishonest to pretend to accept an ideal if we are unwilling to 
arrange the physical facts of hfe in such a way as to give the ideal a chance 
to come true. Over large areas of Jimmy Hines’s ^ New York, in much of 
our farming country, in many of our mine and textile towns, it is ironic to 
talk about a man’s “right” to look after himself and his family in decency. 
The time has come to give up pretending to believe in that right, or else to 
give up pretending that conditions in many parts of our country can be 
endured. 

On the political .side democracy demands such machinery of govern- 
ment as will enable the free man, the citizen who is neither spiritually nor 
economically enslaved, to express his will, to have his way when he is in a 
majority, to seek to persuade his fellow<itizens when he is in a minority. 
This political machinery exists in America. It is the only aspect of democ- 
racy which we have fully attained. By itself, however, the political machinery 
means little. If we forget the spiritual demand of democracy, if we let our- 
selves be persuaded that the economic demand is so difficult that it is im- 
practical and may therefore be ignored, there is no use flattering ourselves 
that we are a democratic state, merely because we have met the third and 
easiest of the demands. Political democracy alone, without spiritual and eco- 
nomic democracy behind it, is a fraud. And because it is a fraud, it breeds 
corruption. 

We give the vote, for example, to every adult in Jimmy Hines’s district. 
But we do not give those people economic freedom, or even that minimum 
of economic safety which helps a man be true to his better nature. And we 
do not give them the feeling that we really believe all men have a right to 
self-respect and freedom, or that all men in the eyes of heaven arc equal. So 
what do they do with their vote? They sell it to Jimmy Hines for “a pair of 
shoes, a scuttle of coal, a parole, a job, or a bottle of milk.” But suppose our 
citizens could have these commodities without graft.? Suppose America, the 

^ James J. Hines, Tammany boss and dispenser (rf patronage, convicted m 1939 of sellmg 
protection to the policy racket 
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richest country in the world, had as little grinding poverty as Sweden, as 
much equality of opportunity as Denmark? Jimmy I^nes would go out of 
busmess. 

Another field in which we can see the machinery of political democracy 
breaking down under the absence of real democracy is the field of policy- 
making. If our democracy were vital, the major policies of government 
would be formed by a process of pubhc argument. “Such an argument,” as 
the National Pohey Committee has pomted out, “is the very essence of the 
democratic process. In a country where democratic procedure prevails, the 
Executive does what he finds to be pohtically possible after an open argu- 
ment has run its course, instead of merely doing what his experts tell him is 
best for the country. It does not make much difference who starts the argu- 
ment. The Executive may start it, or the Legislature, or some group of pri- 
vate citizens. The important thmg is that, prior to the enactment of legisla- 
tion, or the mitiation of administrative action, an argument should be started 
and carried on — citizens arguing with each other and with the government 
until the issue is de fin ed and the alternatives are understood.” 

In the absence of such creative argument, the Executive is forced to for- 
mulate policy, on expert advice, and to push the appropriate laws through 
the Legislature by means of party di«:ipline. But these policies may be in- 
adequate, or actively unpopular to that large part of the public which has 
had no hand m their formulation. The Executive may then be driven to 
popularize his policies by the use of propaganda. Or some demagogue may 
take advantage of the public’s bewilderment, may use the modern machinery 
of propaganda to foist off ready-made answers upon a public which has not 
faced the questions, has not argued them at home, has not heard them de- 
bated in public. 

In these ways the democratic machinery is step by step perverted into 
the machinery for a dictatorship. The essence of modern dictatorships is that 
the leader first initiates policy and the people are then propagandized into 
voting “Yes” by overwhelming majorities. The essence of democracy is that 
the people first discuss and argue over policy, lengthily and mefficiently, and 
the Executive then “does what he finds to be politically possible after an 
open argument has run its course.” 

An important point to notice, and a hopeful point, is that the size of 
America docs not defeat this process of open argument. For purposes of 
argument and public debate, America is smaller today than she was in the 
days of Jefferson and Jackson. For these purposes, America is smaller today 
than was the state of Virginia in the days of Jefferson and Jackson, Public 
policy-making is not defeated by geography or by Fate. It is defeated by our 
neglect of the two prime aspects of democracy— the spiritual ideal and the 
economic order. President Roosevelt says that a third of our people are “ill- 
clothed, ill-housed, and ill-fed.” The statement is probably opumistic. And 
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every report, public and private, on our system of popular education reveals 
a deplorable mediocrity. Can we expect these people to play a vital part in 
democratic policy-making ? Can we expect such a response from people who 
know we do not mean what we are saying when we talk of equality, and 
who know furthermore that we are not doing our best to provide a larger 
chance of equality for their children ? 

Modern means of communication can help support a true democracy, 
or they cah help turn a fraudulent democracy into a tyrant State. But no 
machinery can do either of these things by itself. The result depends on the 
moral purpose of the citizens. 

We shall never reform our society merely through trymg, from time to 
time, to tinker with the political machine — ^passing direct primary laws, or 
laws to secure an “honest count,” etc. The result of “reform” has always been 
disappointing — and for a good reason. For even if the political machinery 
should at last be made perfect, there would still be no true democracy in 
America until we had faced the other two demands. . . . No political re- 
form can save us until we accept the moral and economic obligations of our 
ideal. . . . 

I have not raised the question, “What has gone wrong?” in order to 
impose my own answer. I have raised it because I hope, by tracing the his- 
tory of the Democracy, to make the question come alive, so that more and 
more Americans will insist on facing it, insist on finding the answer that 
seems to them true. 

One man’s answer to this question is more than likely to be wrong. But 
the question itself is not wrong. The question is a great fact. Life has flung 
the question at us. If we face it wisely and explore its meaning, we are prob- 
ably good enough to find, through argument and experiment, a working 
answer. But if we deny the question, turning a foolish face of optimism on 
the problems which assail us, we shall not deserve success and neither shall 
we attain it. 

One moral, I think, can be drawn . . . The Episcopal prayer book has 
a phrase about “God, in whose service is perfect freedom.” And John Milton 
wrote, “None can love freedom heartily but good men.” If America is to 
become a free nation, she must find her freedom in the service of a high 
ideal. Freedom for its own sake, mere absence of restraint, is bound to mean 
freedom for the powerful to oppress the poor. It is bound to mean anarchy 
like that of the robber-baron period, when the foundations were laid for our 
present national plight. 

If democracy is taken with full seriousness, it means immense sacrifice, 
immense self-discipline on the part of society. It means a noble moral and 
economic code; it means no compromise with the forces that make for 
plutocracy. A society seeing democracy m these terms, and truly desiring- It, 
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truly submitting to the restraints imposed by the quest for it, might attaiA 
the freedom which the theologian finds in the service of God. But if democ- 
racy IS pictured solely in terms of votes for everybody and the least pos- 
sible restraint on enterprise, then democracy becomes the disorderly self- 
indulgence which the dictators say it is. 

If democracy means the slack as^rtion that every man is as good as 
every other (which in worldly terms is obviously a he), if it means that the 
prejudices of an ignorant or a misled majority are to be accepted as the last 
word, then democracy has become the degradation of a noble ideal. As such. 
It cannot be defended. It is open to all the popular attacks which are leveled 
against it today. 

“All men are created equal” can be interpreted in this shoddy way. It 
can be made into an excuse for spiritual sloth and for tolerating the second- 
rate. It can also be made into a demand for nobility and devotion. 

Let us imagine an America trying with self-sacrifice to live in steady 
consciousness of the affirmation that m some high sense men are equal. Our 
life would not then exhibit that vulgarization of democracy which the dic- 
tators deride. On the part of the privileged members of our world there 
would be a sense of noblesse oblige, a driving desire to create in more and more 
detail the physical circumstances which would make it possible for more and^ 
more men to experience equality. We should not be saying that “everybody 
ought to be equally rich”; but each year fewer of us would care whether we 
were rich or not. We should not be saying that “one man’s notion is intrin- 
sically as good as another’s”; but each year more of us would be in a posi- 
tion to make a wise contribution to our common life. Even so, we should 
never build a democracy. We should never reach our goal, with nothing 
further to do but stay there Yet so long as we remained keyed to this effort 
we should be attempting something noble. And in the process we should 
make America a great nation. . . . 

I have seen a real democracy in the making. I have seen a community 
that believes in the democratic life as strongly as the western counties of 
Virginia believed in it when they elected Jefferson President. Having seen 
this it IS not possible to be content with fake democracy or with none at all. 

The citizens of northeastern Nova Scotia — fishermen and farmers, 
miners and storekeepers, priests, teachers, and business men — ^have for 
twenty years been building a democratic society through adult education 
and co-operative enterprise. They have contrived no paradise; but they have 
lifted themselves out of poverty, ignorance, despair. And while improving 
their worldly state they have learned the excitement and the sense of good- 
ness that comes to people who work with their fellows disinterestedly for 
the common well-being. This rare excitement is shared by most of the com- 
munity; it IS not the privilege of a few superior people. 
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The movement, which started in one corner of Nova Scotia, has reached 
a point where it is an inspiration over the whole of the Maritime Provinces 
and out to the island of Newfoundland. If it continues to prosper it will 
not be long before all those Provinces see a demonstration of what can be 
meant, in this world, by the brotherhood of man. 

The movement may fail; but so far it has gone steadily ahead. If any 
American has forgotten what democracy feels like, he can learn his own 
heritage by visiting northeastern Nova Scotia. He will discover good men 
making a new world — ^unfrightened men who do not hate the enemy in a 
personal sense. It is not a class war these men are making. It is a war against 
institutions and against the sort of physical conditions that deprive men of 
hope. It IS also a war of reason and lib^ation against the antisocial elements 
in man. And it is not a fanatical war; it is a war m which the soldiers dare 
to have fun. 

I do not thmk that any social and pohtical ideal except democracy could 
produce this result among men. Democracy, as practiced by those Nova 
Scotians, could be the answer to the strife and hatreds which appear to be 
destroymg Western civilization. Statesmen and philosophers have for gen- 
erations been looking for the “moral equivalent to war.” Democracy, if taken 
with high seriousness, could be the answer to that long search. 

Anyone who has seen the ease with which all people can be roused to 
fight must know that war gratifies some important part of human nature. 
Much as we hate war there is a part of each one of us which loves it also. 
It IS that part which betrays us to the propagandists when the war-drums 
are beaten. And the most attractive feature of war is that it gives men a 
superb chance to work together, side by side in the same ditch and with the 
same fate before them. In a lonely and divided world, war breeds a com- 
radeship which most men want and which all men need. Democracy can 
breed that same comradeship — but only if we serve it honestly and with our 
hearts. For example, if we really should seek to practice the phrases of the 
Declaration of Independence we could build a good America without the 
use of guns or tear-gas or Siberias. We could even enjoy ourselves while we 
did it. 

The “if* may seem fantastic to many readers. I can only repeat that I 
have seen the thing happening. I do not think that Nova Scotia is the only 
corner of our continent where men can rise to moral passion. 
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Bruce Bltven (i88g- ) was bom in Iowa. He is a graduate of Stan- 

ford University. For several years he served on the editonal staff of the 
New Yorl( Globe; since he has been editor-in-chief of The New 
Republic. The following "nates" do not pretend to integration or com- 
pleteness, but they do suggest several approaches to a definition of that 
elusive and paradoxical myth, the average American citizen. 


NOTES ON THE AMERICAN CHARACTER 

THE last four decades in American life have been 
a period of extraordinarily complete disillusionment. The preceding forty 
years had been a time of widening horizons in science, of amazing progress 
in invention and discovery, a time when it seemed certain that things would 
go on getting better and better forevermore. Yet at about the turn of the 
century, doubts began to be heard. The reservations regarding the benefi- 
cence of the evolutionary process which Tennyson had uttered so far ahead 
of his time in “Locksley Hall,” began to sink mto the general conscious- 
ness. A few years later Freud knocked the props from under the false com- 
placency with which the average man had viewed the purity of his own 
character and the disinterestedness of his motives. The Great War shattered 
violently the dreams of a generation which supposed that force had been 
ruled out of a world dominated by sweetness of life. For a variety of reasons 
too complicated to discuss here, the autocratic character of the home, with 
the father as autocrat, crumbled away. The process of painful adjustment to 
reality reached its climax in the 1930’s when the totalitarian states completed 
the ruin of the Victorian ideal. Nazism in particular gloried in cruelty, de- 
nied the existence of objective truth, repudiated the very core of the nme- 
teenth-century code, which held that the human personality is sacred and 
central, that the state exists for man, and not the contrary. 

For millions of human beings, there was one particular disillusionment 
harder to bear than any other. For nearly a hundred years, the belief had 
been growing and spreading that many of the ills of our society could be 
traced to its wrong economic basis. The argument had for all these people 
been conclusive that if the injustice could be removed from the arrangements 
by which man’s worldly goods arc produced, cruelty and greed would dis- 
appear as poverty was vanquished. To be sure, the followers were always 
more innocently Utopian than their leaders; but it is the followers I am 
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talking about. When a group o£ men who accepted the Marxian analysis 
became the heirs, by default, of the Tsar’s empire, millions of persons 
throughout the world pmned their hopes for a new society to what was hap- 
pening in Russia. They of course overestimated the possibilities and under- 
estimated the difficulties. As the years passed and Russia looked little more 
hke Utopia than it had two decades earlier, as the promised civil hberties 
still remained largely on paper, as a dictator emerged for whom Marxian 
theory certainly had not provided, in the minds of milhons of too innocent 
and trusting souls, the disheartenment was great. 

The series of disillusionments referred to here have of course been 
worldwide; but for special reasons due to our peculiar position they have 
been less strong in America than elsewhere. The “American Dream,” incon- 
sistent as It IS with many of the known facts of today’s life, still exercises a 
compelling force upon vast numbers of our people. 

A common delusion on both sides of the Atlantic is that the Americans 
and the English are very much ahke. This is an error based on the simi- 
larity of language and the fact that so many Americans are descended from 
British, Welsh, Scotch or Irish ancestors. Actually, however, the American 
IS singularly unlike the Briton. The rhythm of his thought is different; his 
general outlook on life is wholly dissimilar; his preferences in literature, the 
theatre, recreation and everything else tend to diverge, with the area of dif- 
ference usually larger than the area of resemblance. Comparisons between 
nationalities are always dangerous, but if one felt compelled to find a resem- 
blance It would be between the American and the French or the Russians. 
The Americans arc quick, like the French; they also come much closer to 
the cynical-seeming realism of the French than they do to what someone 
has called England’s strangulated sentimentality. There are strong resem- 
blances between the Americans and the Russians. 

Despite the interesting work of Ellsworth Huntington and others, far 
too httle attention has thus far been paid to the influence of climate on 
character. Take mountain types from New Hampshire or Switzerland — tall, 
angular, taciturn and rather morose — ^and settle them on the level plains of 
the Upper Mississippi Valley: within a couple of generations, the children 
reveal all the attributes of the plain-dwelling inhabitants of the new home, 
volubility, optimism, good nature. It is no accident that nearly all the inhab- 
itants of Southern California come to exhibit the same mental and physical 
pattern in an astonishingly brief number of years. The cartoonists’ Uncle 
Sam, faithfully copied for three-quarters of a century, is a Vermont type no 
longer typical of the country as a whole. 

A hundred years hence, the anthropologists (if there are any left) may 
attach a good deal of importance to the year 1924, when the new immigra- 
tion restrictions went into effect. This law confirmed the stoppage of the 
immigrant flood which had taken place not long before the World War. 
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Since 1924, partly because of the depression, and partly because of restrictions 
on emigration by European countries, we have in most years lost more aliens 
than we have received. The immigration quotas, based upon the make-up 
of our population a quarter of a century earlier, were nicely calculated to 
permit the largest number of immigrants from the countries where the 
smallest number wanted to come, and vice versa. 

The stoppage of the immigration is already being reflected in many 
ways. In some mdustries such as steel and coal, machines at last take the 
place of men, since greenhorns are no longer so plentiful, or so capable of 
being malignantly exploited, as in the past. The foreign sections of our great 
cities, reservoirs of immigrants who formerly lived in the new world the life 
of the old, m costume, speech and social custom, are being drained off mto 
the general population as their children go to our schools, learn American 
ways and are vocally bitter about the fadure of the older generation to “talk 
United States.” 

At the turn of the century it really seemed possible that the American 
character might Anally be dominated by the vast hordes of East Europeans 
who came clumping through Ellis Island, a million a year. Not only were 
their numbers formidable, in relation to an America a good deal smaller 
than at present, but their birth rate was substantially higher than that of the 
older American stock. But the fears based upon the second of these phe- 
nomena have proved as chimerical as those which sprang from the first. 
Today the birth rate of the country districts (especially in the South) is 
higher than that of the cities, where immigrants and the sons of immigrants 
mostly dwell. It is higher among the poor than among the rich, for obvious 
reasons of ignorance and lack of money; but in the city there is no appre- 
ciable difference between the situation of the foreign-born and the native of 
the same station. 

The American type which seems destined to survive and to dominate 
is therefore that of the older American, the Anglo-Saxon Protestant stock 
which is found most characteristically in the small towns of the Middle 
West. What sort of man is he? This is an extraordinarily variegated country; 
generalizations are always dangerous and are subject to numerous excep- 
tions. Withm the limits of these restrictions, however, there are a few things 
that can be said. 

The American talks a great deal about democracy but his libertarianism 
is full of contradictions and inconsistencies in practice. He is wilhng to let 
you disagree with him, but only within fairly narrow hmits. If he is a 
Methodist, he doesn’t much mind your being a Baptist, but he objects 
strongly to atheism. Translated into political terms this means that a Re- 
publican tolerates a Democrat easily but a Socialist or Communist with diflS- 
culty if at all. 

Many Americans, certainly a majority in numerous communities and 
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perhaps in the country as a whole, don’t see very much point in protecting 
civil liberties for persons whose views difier widely from their own. (Hitler 
has been the best press agent democracy ever had. His repressions in Ger- 
many have been so obnoxious that people who have quite an impulse in the 
same direction are repelled into a considerably stronger affection for toler- 
ance.) Vigilantism, the tendency toward lynch law, which springs up so 
readily in many parts of the country, is not solely an immediate economic 
phenomenon, the well-to-do inciting the poor to oppress the trouble-maker, 
or one section of the poor acting against another section which is its com- 
petitor in the labor market. It is also an expression of several rather pro- 
found American traits: the violent lashing out at those who disturb the ac- 
customed mores, the lack of veneration for such established machinery as 
courts and juries, the determmation to have one’s own way which is essen- 
tially infantile and is a powerful part of the American character. 

No doubt for generations to come people will continue to talk about the 
continuing influence of the frontier on American mstitutions. That it has 
had an influence, no one can deny, any more than it is possible to fix a date 
in the past or predict one in the future which marks the termination of fron- 
tier psychology. The field in which generalization seems most safe is that 
of American optimism, the psychology of an expanding economy. Even 
today, when so many of the fundamental theses are clearly outmoded and 
in spite of the disillusionmcnts noted above, most Americans continue to 
think m terms of an assumption that everything is going to get bigger and 
better. No business man can imagine an existence in which his volume, 
even if not his profits, did not expand from year to year. The sudden sharp 
contraction in a period of depression is regarded as a temporary unavoid- 
able misfortune, hke spending a few days in bed with a cold. When the 
population really does turn downward, when the proportion of the aged is 
markedly increased and of the young diminished, this easy faith is going to 
have a head-on collision with some hard and unpleasant facts; but up to 
now, the iron has entered our collective soul only to a limited extent. . . . 

One American characteristic that comes near to being unique is our 
passion for individual self-improvement. The English tend to feel they are 
domg quite well as they are, thank you; the Frenchman naturally assumes 
that France and its inhabitants are perfect; the German, at least in his 
present incarnation, looks forward only to more blood and bigger monu- 
ments; the Russian ideal is improvement for the whole mass, at the pace of 
the most laggard (although genius is encouraged and, if not recalcitiant, 
given room to work in). Only the American is obsessed with the idea that 
he as an individual must become a paragon, and if possible, overnight. He 
buys rowing machines by the million, to be tried for three days and then 
hidden in a hall closet. He, or more probably she, takes a multitude of nos- 
trums to reduce weight and produce glowing health, neither of which things 



B&UeS BLIVEK 


461 

ever happens. He is forever buying encyclopedias of all human knowledge 
which he expects to read in his spare tune during the winter, only to dis- 
cover too late that he hasn’t any such time and that the encyclopedias bore 
him. He rubs paste on his hair until he is completely bald; he attends an 
incredible quantity of lectures. On the whole, the passion for self-improve- 
ment, for a desire to speak French, have good-looking hair, play the saxo- 
phone, be brilliant in repartee and a convincing after-dinner speaker, is part 
of the American myth that^evolution means improvement, that the world 
is getting more and more wonderful all the time and that each individual 
owes it to God and the American flag to help along the process as best 
he can. 

While the typical American is not very much interested in liberty, one 
must not overlook the existence of a large minority which is keenly con- 
cerned about the struggle for the preservation of avil rights. In part, this 
group is found within the ranks of organized labor (although there are also 
many unionists whose outlook is precisely that of the conservative middle 
class). In part, it consists of people who have no immediate axe to grind but 
recognize the importance of keeping the channels of communication open 
even for unpopular doctrines. These are the people who support the Ameri- 
can Civil Liberties Union, read the progressive weeklies, sign petitions and 
give financial aid to victims of oppression throughout the country, attend 
mass meetings for causes unpopular with the majority. They constitute, it 
seems to me, the most healthy single force within our body pohtic. As long 
as they continue to exist and to function, no one can say that pessimism 
about our future is wholly justified. 

The statement is often made that the American mind has been stand- 
ardized in the past decades by the tremendous influences making for uni- 
formity: syndicated newspaper features appearing simultaneously all over 
the country; movies that play in the course of a few weeks m every town 
from Florida to Oregon; nationwide radio programs with their audiences 
of thirty or forty millions. How far this is true it is impossible to say con- 
clusively. I suspect, however, that the importance of these things is exag- 
gerated. Americans were pretty much alike in the fundamentals before these 
devices came along, and I can’t see that they are any more so today than 
they were in my boyhood. Certainly, the radio has not succeeded in stand- 
ardizing American speech. It is still easy to identify on first hearing the ac- 
cents of Virginia, Georgia, Iowa and Maine. 

The important change of the past generation has been the great decrease 
in parochialism. There are still plenty of backwaters — ^in the South for in- 
stance — where the current civilization of movies, radio and automobiles has 
made little impression; but they are now the uncharacteristic exceptions. 
Today, all over the country even in remote farm ardas the young people 
(and the older ones too) listen to Charlie McCarthy on Sunday night. 
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follow their favorite movie stars in the county-seat picture house, know all 
about Oldsmobile’s new fluid clutch. Whether they get their clothes from a 
Chicago mail-order house or from the town an hour’s ride away over an 
amazingly good road, their styles are pretty much those to be seen on Park 
Avenue or Wall Street. This ability to participate in the national procession 
goes amazingly far down the economic scale, though of course the poorest 
group are cut off from participation and are isolated in the prison of their 
poverty. 

The country districts and the small towns are no longer parochial about 
foreign affairs (I suspect they were never so aloof as their detractors main- 
tained). A short-wave radio set works as well or better in Wyoming as in 
Connecticut; no one on the Atlantic seaboard could follow world events any 
more closely than do the inhabitants of the Mississippi Valley, the inter- 
mountain states and the Pacific slope. If these regions seem somewhat cooler 
in their judgments, more detached in their viewpoints than does the East, it 
is perfectly possible that they are right, and that their perspective is improved 
by their lack of the large masses of undigested foreigners who still, though 
their numbers are dwindling, bring European affairs vividly and immedi- 
ately and with bitter partisanship to many communities in the northeastern 
quarter of the country. . . . 

All this, at any rate, for the older generation. The younger is changing 
in ways that haven’t yet got into any textbook, ways that make tomorrow 
diiScult to predict. The hallmarks of the older America were its inhibitions 
and a sort of sublimated infantilism that went with them. The younger gen- 
eration seems to be losing these inhibitions with dizzying speed. Drop into 
any little country dance hall on a Saturday night, being careful to avoid the 
places where city people go, and watch the dancing not merely of the jitter- 
bugs but of the whole group, or see them while they listen to a swing band 
that is really in the groove. You will see a simple open pleasure in living and 
in rhythmic movement for its own sake that is new and very strange — at 
least, to the last generation. 

This new freedom extends into many fields. With the authority of the 
home destroyed, with the stern parent of the past a discarded image and the 
new-type father and mother pathetically straining to be just good pals, re- 
sponsibility rests with the young for their own behavior, and is on a basis 
nobody would dare to put into any book. In every part of the country, 
whether in theoretically dry states or those that have now returned to the 
open sale of alcohohe beverages, young men and women are facing and 
solvmg the problem of holding their hquor. With contraceptives on sale not 
only in every drug store but, in some parts of the country, in every filling 
station, sexual behavior is no longer dictated by fear of disastrous conse- 
quences any more than it is by the moral strictures of the past generation. 
A good many people are no doubt surprised and secretly a little regretful 
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to find that even under these circumstances the vast majority of the rising 
generation is “good,” even in the strictest interpretation of the word, and 
has the same ambitions that preceding generations did — a job, a home, chil- 
dren, health and security. 

It is obvious that the American character holds dangerous tendencies. 
We have a long tradition of violence, of overriding established legal forms, 
of reluctance to listen carefully or long to the other man. It is easy to say — 
and a great many people are saymg it — that we arc in danger of a native 
brand of fascism. If you use this term loosely enough, it may be true; but 
if you are thinking of anything hke what now exists in Germany or Italy, 
I would enter a strong exception. It has often been noted that fascism has 
never yet obtained control of any country where the people had enjoyed 
democratic political mstitutions for any length of time. The Americans arc 
proud and stubborn, individually, as the Germans and Italians have never 
been. I find it impossible to imagine Madison Square Garden or the San 
Francisco Municipal Auditorium full of people shouting the American 
equivalent of “Ducel” or “Sieg Hed!” The very fact that the American 
home long ago discarded parental tyranny gives us a safeguard that was 
lacking in those countries. Our people do not feel the need of a substitute 
father image as do Europeans brought up in homes that were little oli- 
garchies. 

To be sure, a triumph of fascism m Europe would have dangerous reper- 
cussions here; but far more dangerous would be a continuance of conditions 
under which some 30,000,000 people are half starving on public chanty, 
millions of skilled workers can End nothing to do, sharecroppers in the 
South get shelter worse than that of the cattle on a prosperous Iowa farm. 
Enough desperation, long enough continued, produces an explosion. To pre- 
vent It, we need all possible encouragement of democratic forces here and 
abroad. I see nothing in the American character to cause discouragement for 
democrats. I see only a reason to emphasize the ancient warning that eternal 
vigilance is the price of liberty. 



Frances Frost 


New Englanders especially will recognize she subject of Frances Frost's 
poem: forgotten ghosts of roads lost in the second growth which is cover- 
ing up the earlier stages of our history, reminders of the first settlers 
who came and saw and conquered. The budders of these roads were 
creators of the American heritage. 


LOST ROAD 

The feet which wore this earth to a twisted road 
Between two mountains, arc halted now and gone 
Under the mountains where restless feet arc still. 

The small green things with blossoms have come back: 
Year by year the tangl^ woods push down 
And thicken the shadows above the wagon-track 
And cover with fires of blossoming the brown 
Wander of dust. 

The russet ghosts of lilac-bloom are summer 
About a door long opened to the rain. 

A locust in a brazen, husky stammer 
Stretches tight a yellow afternoon; 

And sun and rain fall deeply on this rOad 

Where men with wide, burned shoulders and steady breath 

Went, through the ache of days and nights, toward death. 

The walls men made in woods . . . beneath the moon 
Of summer run forever . . . and by these 
Men outlive the hour wherein they die. 

Under a sky 

Of boughs, the way is lost by which a child 
Went laughing from one white house to another, 

Scuffling beneath the mounting, golden day. 

A road is a message many men wrote down 
In dust, of love that listened for the sound 
Of footsteps coming home. A road is where 
Women, at evening, before the light was gone, 
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Walked with childreti living in their flesh 
And dreamed of other roads on other moun tains 
To be carved by strong sons born to wilderness. 

A road is a chronicle of loves and years. 

A road remembers unul the green thmgs take 
With blossoms the last faint trace of footsteps going 
Between a beginning and an end. 

O bitter 

Growing of woods and sumac, of thorns and fern, 

Possess at last 

This road which is a word 

Spoken from darkness, uttered from the years 

Abandoned long ago. O wildness, burn 

With deep green shadow, the memory of those 

Who left this sign between tall grass and grass 

As they went past. 


Lewis Mumford 

Lems Mumford (/S95- ) was bom on Long Island, spent hts boy- 

hood in New Yorl( City, and attended the College of the City of New 
Yor\ and other institutions. With a universal range and a power of syn- 
thesis that suggest Rusl(tn he writes of the soaal problems of our modem 
civilization in terms of culture. Like Rus\in he points out, in Technics 
and Civilization, The Culture of Cities, and The Condition of Man the 
relation between architecture, especially city architecture, and a richer, 
freer life for all classes. In "Roots in the Region" he describes the loss 
and the return of regional loyalties in the United States. With a burning 
vision of the society which might be, he challenges youth to build the 
solid regional cultures which are the first requisite for the new America, 
the America where every man and woman will be firmly rooted tn his 
home soil. 


ROOTS IN THE REGION 

MEN are attached to places as they are attached 
to families and friends. When these loyalties come together, one has the 
most tenacious cement possible for human society. 

One of the great effects of the age of discovery and the age of invention 
that followed it was the worldwide displacement of million s of people. In 
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Europe, they left lands that their families had occupied for hundreds of 
years, sometimes a good thousand at least. They dropped their old associa- 
tions, with this river, with that mountam, with a castle hanging over a crag 
or a group of church towers pricking the sky over mist-hung marsh; they 
left the earth that had molded them to find a place for themselves in the new 
lands. First they trickled into the New World, trading and fighting and 
shrewdly seekmg profits; then the trickle, in the nineteenth century, became 
a spring flood of people carrying m its turbid course not merely human 
bodiss but the very silt and detritus of their cultures. 

Millions came to America: particularly, perhaps, those with shallow 
roots, or those whose rootlets had been killed by political despotism and 
economic oppression. Some of them struck root; from Massachusetts to 
Georgia there arc families that stayed put from scratch: groups that iden- 
tified themselves with a particular spot of soil and sky and water, and bear 
its marks on speech and skm. Others moved on, settled, became restless, 
kept moving: sometimes they turned their backs to the soil and found them- 
selves a place in the new cities. 

The will to move was there; so were the vehicles; people came by ocean 
steamship, and moved on by wagon and railroad. Merc ease in locomotion 
aided this transplanting of individuals and groups; the open land, so plenti- 
ful and so cheap, tempted them, too. Like a child confronted with too many 
toys at one time, they grabbed everything, stuck to nothing, and kept on 
changing over. 

A certain uniformity in superficial things abetted this movement in the 
United States: a common system of government that by mid-century covered 
a good part of the continent: laws and canned goods and sheet-iron roofs 
and transport vehicles and plumbing, being all uniform, kept the restless 
pioneers from feeling any shock when they shpped from one environment 
to another. Underneath, regional differences continued to exist; but, after 
1850, national fashions and a national market began to minimize them. 

Quickly enough these new immigrants became patriotic; but, unlike 
the older families and regions, the patriotism of the newcomers was attached 
to institutions rather than to places. It had to do with the machinery for 
voting, making laws, imposing taxes. Hence patriotism became entangled in 
a quite abstract conception: political uniformity and national unity. After 
the War between the States, it was finally established that laws that are 
passed by the Congress of the United States must apply uniformly to all 
citizens, without regard to local conditions and regional characteristics. 
This either put the burden for local legislation on the separate states, which 
often had no geographic or social identity, or made it necessary to recognize 
differences within the national pattern by subterfuge and hypocrisy. Local 
politics became shabby and down at the heels; only national government 
mattered. 
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Another result of this thinning out of a community’s natural loyalties 
to the land, was the fact that patriotism tended to identify itself with the 
reactionary and the old-fashioned: a httle like religion, it reserved its cere- 
monies for occasional use; piously permitting the wealth of the country to 
be hastily extracted by those who had an eye on the mam chance. Even 
today, at the hint of a national emergency, the first instinct of many selfish 
people is to suggest an immediate abandonment in the name of patriotism 
of any laws or acts that restrain the privileges or emoluments of their group. 

Surely there is not the least reason why patriotism should be monopo- 
lized by reactionaries. Neither is there any reason why the only kind of 
patriotism that should be recognized is that which is identified with the 
sovereign national state. On this point, one feels that the Southern regions 
lost a war in fighting for a poor cause that one might well have wished 
them to win had they been fighting solely for the right to retain their mdi- 
vidualities as communities Sectionalism became a word of reproach after 
the Civil War. People tried to forget Hawthorne’s wise dictum, to the effect 
that New England was as large a spot of earth as he could love. As a result 
our politics lacked love : love of country was honored by words of praise on 
the Fourth of July, not by actions evdry day in the year. 

Now patriotism is a universal attribute of normal people. It is grounded 
in space and time; that is, in the actual soil and landscape of a region, and 
in the experience of life that, in retrospect, constitutes its people’s history. 
The deepest source of this love of country is neither law nor property, 
although they play a part in qualifying it: the ultimate source is the land as 
land, the sky as sky, the people as people. 

— ^The red soil of the Shenandoahs in Virginia, with the apple trees 
whose boughs skirt the ground; the granite hills of Vermont with their 
white churches, stiff against the north winds, honest and unyielding as only 
fanatics are honest and unyielding; the undulating meadow land of Iowa, 
with curves as delicate as a pea’s tendrils; or the hard primeval clarity and 
the envelopmg loneliness of the desert, from the white alkali of Utah to the 
r^d canyons of Arizona. 

These are samples of our regions, samples of backgrounds, to be filled 
out with the stories that are told and the pictures painted, by the houses 
that are fabricated, by all that the hand of man has added. All that— and the 
people themselves, speaking an English speech that now glides over the 
tongue and now clogs it, that halls at the nose or escapes half formed 
through soft and lazy lips. The plow and the lariat; the yoke that holds the 
maple bucket; the dusty threshing machine; the filling station and the re- 
lentless assembly line; the steel mill and skyscraper that is itself a gigantic 
filin g ram-j holding Other filing cases. The things that men love because 
they are easy, and those they love because they are hard and the men can 
take it — the hayfield at 110 degrees or the rolling mill at lao. 
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These are the sights and experiences and places and ways and tools that 
make the indehble reality of our American patriotism. But m its best sense, 
patriotism is always narrow and intense; close to one’s family, one’s village 
or city and*the land around. Regional sentiments spring out of a settled way 
of life: deep roots in the*soil itself. 

In the restless movmgs about of the last two centuries, this essential rela- 
tion between the human spirit and* ite background was derided, under- 
estimated, sometimes overlooked. Had it been acknowledged for what it 
was worth, it might have stayed the pioneer in his very act of pulling up 
stakes and movmg away. The land itself was looted and mined because 
men did not yet love it sufficiently; nor did they heed what sort of life they 
would leave for those who came after them. What had posterity done for 
them^ Where men shifted so easily no cultural humus formed; no human 
tradition thickened. Did the farmers who became rich in Iowa after World 
War I stay in their state, and devote their leisure and their savings to its 
common life? By report, just the opposite happened: they uprooted them- 
selves from their lovely landscape, to become a herd of flighty, money- 
obsessed people in California. 

But now the period of terrestrial exploration is over. All over the world 
men arc beginning to settle down and take root. Or rather, that was what 
was happening before the new fascist barbarians began to tear men away 
from their dear lands. In America the process of settlement reached its first 
apogee along the Eastern seaboard between 1800 and 1850: the period of 
the Golden Day. Now it is beginning over again; and what happened in 
New England in the period of Hawthorne’s and Emerson’s youth, when 
every village had its history and its lovers of tradition, is at last startmg to 
happen in every part of the country. 

The reason is plain. Great continental states or empires are too big to 
be in intimate relations with men’s daily needs and desires; great financial 
corporations and administrative organizations are likewise too impersonal 
by nature and cover too small a fragment of life, even when their intentions 
are humane. But there must be a focus for communal attachment, bigger 
than the family or the city, smaller than the country or all mankind; and 
the surest source of that sustaming kind of patriotism is the region. 

The conscious recovery of regional roots has been going on in the world 
for almost a hundred years; indeed, if one counts in New England, where 
the roots had not been severed, it goes back longer than this. This move- 
ment IS sometimes confused with nationalism; but it has a more local and 
concentrated objective, except in places where the regional and the national 
boundaries coincide, as in Ireland. Actually, the conscious re-establishment 
of the local and historical tradition first was the work of a group of 
Provencal poets in France; the Felibrigistes. But what happened in France, 
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once the most centralized of modern states, has been happening everywhere 
else. 

To create a balanced life in each region has become a contribution to 
local self-respect and to world-culture. We must concentrate our loyalties 
before we can expand them; we must have the practice of dressing and keep- 
ing the land, and embodying our love for it in the very way we fashion the 
buildings that we build. Regionalism, then, grows out of an irntnediai-f 
fondness for a soil and a way of hfe: for the language and the cultural 
products of a group of people, intimately connected with a particular land- 
scape. As it develops, regionalism embraces more and more die political and 
economic aspects of a community. When a people, like the Jews, lacks a 
regional home it restores its loss through dreams and utopias, like that of 
Zion. At the first opportunity it returns, even under hardships and handi- 
caps, to its land. The alternative to regionalism is not nationalism, but dis- 
persion. 

In America, regionalism has two sides to it; one, the conservation move- 
ment, connects with the use of resources, with the balance of nature, with 
the intelligent exploitation of water power, minerals, forests, and the like. 
The other side is the cultural and sentimental side. Each of these move- 
ments lacks something that the other supplies; for a sentimental regionalism, 
that dreams dreams without putting a foundation under them, must finally 
•lose Its own self-respect and be pushed over by more aggressive economic 
and political interests origmatmg outside the region, sometimes hostile to 
It, sometimes simply callous. The conservation of resources, on the other 
hand, is hardly a program to stir men’s blood: one might as well intone the 
World Almanac for inspiration. Polmcs is always a battleground of interests; 
and a low, anti-social interest can be combated only by another interest that 
shows a higher human potential. 

Conservation, it is true, has had many modest triumphs in America, 
ever since the first National Parks were set aside as public domains. Yet it 
IS hard to imagine any considerable body of our youth being willing to die 
for the ideal of conservation. At times, where the imagination is kindled 
by a visible threat, the need for conservation may persuade a university 
town, like Eugene, Oregon, to buy up a neighboring mountain to keep the 
forest on it from being cut down completely. But one does no injustice to 
the conservation program to say that, admirable as it is, it has not awakened 
anything like a universal sense of obligation. 

The same observation applies in part to the valuable studies of the Na- 
tional Resources Committee and the various co-operating State Boards. They 
have every indispensable characteristic, many of these studies, except the 
breadth of imagination, the human sentiment, and the co-operative under- 
standing that would bring them to life. 

The regionahst movement, at the same time, has shown a characteristic 
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weakness, which was not lacking in the earliest stages and has not yet been 
completely sloughed off. This is visible in the South and in New England — 
the tendency to hark back too fondly to its image m the past. In New Eng- 
land this makes the local patriots thmk highly of their Puritan or Georgian 
architecture, but to forget the noble-lookmg factories of Fail River and 
Lowell, and to ignore the freshest contributions of all before the twentieth 
century, the cottage architecture of Richardson. It makes the regionalist 
think that old iron forges were indeed worthy of another generation, but 
new steel mills are ]ust the horrid present. It even makes people take pride 
in local warts, because they are local, and forget the unblemished face, be- 
cause It IS universal. 

Sometimes, then, the regional patriot tries to isolate the local unit itself 
from the great stream of history, which carried it along, and gave it its 
larger meanmg. The historical basis of development, which should serve 
as a point of departure, becomes a resting place, a trap that lures the re- 
gionalist into attempting to return to a past that has ceased to exist. Under 
this delusion history becomes a utopia; the good days are always behind; 
and instead of his undertakmg the perpetual reconquest of the environment, 
in terms of all man’s accumulating inventions, purposes, and desires, the 
regionalist contents himself with a dream of archaic reconstruction — as if life 
could be lived in a museum. 

Even on the purely practical side, regionalism tends often unconsciouslyi 
to misdirect its aims to an obsolete past Witness the attempt on the part 
of individual states to erect trade barriers against other states. What is this 
but a blind chaouc effort to go back to a past when natural obstacles created 
a narrow, self-sufficient economy? The means which would serve to create 
a balanced region demand quite a different kind of planning: planning 
which would embrace a continental or a global area, and would not merely 
provide for an intensive, many-sided development of resources and industries 
within the local area, but would at the same time provide a planetary or- 
ganization of markets, for the orderly interchange of surpluses, specialties, 
and highly localized resources. This not merely means cultivating all that 
one has; it also means reaching out for all the things that the region lacks. 
That principle applies on both the economic and the cultural levels. 

We in America have often taken the view, to use Carlyle’s brutal words 
about Whitman, that we must be a great people because we live in a large 
country. We have acted as if the mere abundance of natural resources and 
raw materials was any guarantee that we would utilize them in a rational, 
purposeful fashion. Similarly we have created units of local government 
and administration, our states and counties, without worrying in the least 
whether the land enclosed by their legal boundaries constitutes any sort of 
organic unit, in history and geography, to which men’s natural loyalties and 
affections would cling. Hence we have river valleys like the Connecticut, 
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the Ohio, the Mississippi, and the Columbia, in which the very unity that 
IS promoted by a river system is destroyed by the mapmaker’s ingenious 
nonsense of calling a river a boundary line because the black Ime that rep- 
resents it on the map looks like one. 

Our belief that resources by themselves make us great has another 
serious defect. It gives but feeble counsel to those parts of the country that 
nature has endowed sparingly with wealth, as in our grand desert regions, 
or in those parts which war and human erosion have left blighted, as in 
certain regions of the South. 

In renewing our relations with the land we must not be deceived by 
the specious belief that abundance is the sole guarantee of culture. Dearth 
and poverty are sometimes more effective challenges to human powers than 
IS wealth; witness the case of Holland, which lacked, so to say, ground to 
stand on. Out of their poverty the Netherlanders won from the sea and re- 
claimed for agriculture one of the richest and most thriftily used soils in 
Europe; and as a by-product they achieved a skill in hydraulic engineering 
and building that gave them pre-eminence in the seventeenth century, both 
in technics and science. Thanks to their original poverty, they created a 
garden where four hundred years before a handful of fishermen kept a bare 
hold on a spit of sand. The same is true of our salt desert, Utah; which pro- 
vided the stimulus for the most provident and politically adroit piece of 
colonization that the country can boast. 

At best, resources are capital reserves. It is well to have rich land, a 
plentiful water supply, a heavy forest cover, an abundance of metals and 
minerals. But none of these things is indispensable; and the mere quantity 
of resources does not determine the purposes and ends of a regional culture. 
Purpose rather determines the quanaty that shall be used. Where money 
purposes have been consistently uppermost, resources that should have lasted 
half a millennium have been gutted out in twenty years. Without vision, 
therefore, both resources and people perish. 

The Grand Coulee Dam, for example, is a piece of imaginative plan- 
ning of genuine value, on the level of technics: it promises potentially to 
transform a region of difficulty into a region of increment; and it does this 
with a breath-taking adroitness in commanding natural possibilities. Thanks 
to the dam and its hydro-electric works and its coming irrigation system, 
there is the opportunity of creating a desert culture that will offer far 
higher possibilities for the life abundant than the half-arid, thmly settled 
region that now exists. 

But is anything like the same quahty of imagination available as yet 
on the h uman and communal level? To ask that question is to make the 
answer ludicrous. The new resources that will be created in eastern Wash- 
ington by the new dam demand an heroic order of public service, a genera- 
tion disciplined to creative thinking and co-operative public action, a corps 
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of architects, educators, poets and philosophers, no less than formers, agri> 
cultural experts, and engmeers. Do they exist in the Pacific Northwest except 
in minute samples? No. Do they exist even in the United States? Only a 
handful. 

We are not handicapped by lack of opportunity to exploit our regional 
resources; we are burked by lack of creative purposes^ Our love for the land 
is a lazy one. Our civilization as a whole is partly parasitic on both the 
machme and nature; it has yet to create a pattern for regional hvmg and the 
means that would make that pattern effective. 

Meanwhile our young people are starving for lack of real tasks and vital 
opportumties. Many of them live like sleepwalkers, apparently in contact 
with their environment, but actually dead to everything but the prmt of the 
newspapers, the blare of the radio, or the flickering shadows on the 
screen. . . . 

Work alone is no answer to this frustrauon; not even part of an answer. 
Work at good wages, with social security and an ultimate pension, seems 
a promise of paradise only to a starved, anxiety-ridden body. For the very 
nature of the work itself, its impersonality, its automatism, its impervious- 
ness to human requirements, makes it almost as much the cause of frustra- 
tion as unrelieved idleness. 

But the young will care for their regional home if they have a part in 
creating it. They will live an effective and responsible life if once they have 
an opportunity to see and feel and touch and listen to all those activities 
that belong to their native scene. Why should the young people not have 
their first experience of public service on work that serves for local improve- 
ment? They should help clear the slums, as well as study housing; they 
should help plant the forests as well as study conservation; it is our school 
children, and not the dreary and defeated Joads, who should have a turn at 
camping and pickmg the peaches and apples— on terms that will wipe out 
every last vestige of economic despotism in places like the Imperial Valley. 
It is our youngsters nearing military age who should be toughened off in 
lumber camps, on fishing boats, behind the hay-wagon and the threshing 
machine, on the road gang and in the quarry. 

Such regional experiences — and inter-regional experiences — are the very 
basis of communal health. They begin and end with a lovmg awareness of 
one’s environment, comradely intercourse with and participation in the lives 
of one’s fellows: a role m the regional drama, and a part, if only a super’s 
part, in regional history. 

The Civilian Conservation Corps and the various activities of the Na- 
tional Youth Administration have made a brave start here. But the chief 
defect of both these organizations is that they deal only with those who are 
unemployed: a segregated class. We need a Civilian Conservation Corps that 
will enlist, at least for a year’s service, every girl and boy in the country. This 
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corps should be organized on a regional basis; but there should be special 
opportunities, for those most adventurous and capable, of taking on work 
in other parts of the country. This would be a true circulation of the flitc. 

Such a corps will become the very backbone of our new democracy. By 
mixing classes and groups, it will undermine the dreary caste system that 
now pushes its snobberies and impertinences right into many of our public 
high schools, and has already left dead areas of social' isolation throughout 
our once largely democratic country. The work of this larger CCC will 
eventually include far more than reforestation: the Quaker work camps, for 
example, have pointed the way to wider social efforts. 

These youngsters will not merely reforest our barren slopes and fight 
insect pests; they will plant trees along bare roads, for shade and beauty, 
pushmg the trail of Johnny Appleseed beyond the Alleghenies; they will 
keep up our otherwise too costly parkways and help extend them further; 
they will clear out the rural slums, trim up the rundown edges of our land- 
scape, and bring music, art, and personal beauty into parts of the country 
that are now ugly, infamous, and unfit for human habitation. 

Such universal service was advocated earnestly a generation ago by one 
of the stoutest exponents of American individualism and self-reliance. Lib- 
erty Hyde Bailey, a name that every American with a rural background 
must respect to the point of reverence. Without such a collective instrument 
of democratic service as this Civilian Corjjs, our young people must remain 
at loose ends, tied to petty tasks, cramped by lack of a horizon, never quick- 
ened to the opportunities for comradeship and bold pioneering that our 
country offers — offers and demands if we are to create a worthier civilization. 

All the new tasks of regional improvement claim more than routine 
service; and the performance of them in youth will be a disciphnc in public 
duties that our democracy has long lacked. Those who have camped to- 
gether, traveled together, worked together, and exchanged ideas and matched 
beliefs while scrubbing their clothes or jawing over a campfire, will have a 
new stake in their country and a new confidence in themselves. The hard- 
ships they will encounter in the service, the lack of domestic comforts, the 
lean days of backbreaking, sometimes ugly work, the individual’s occasional 
loneliness far from his own roof — all this will breed a toughness that no 
other mode of education, short of war, can produce, except under conditions 
that permanently stultify the spirit. 

And mark this: to be able to stand routine and hardship is an abso- 
lute necessity of personal development. All play and no work is as debili- 
tating a prescription for education as all work and no play is for life itself. 
Every citizen should have, as a condition of his holdmg the full privileges 
of citizenship, a spell of disciplined collective work: bread-work, earth-work, 
man-work: work devoted to improving the face of the land, to combating 
the destructive natural forces that are in action, to salvaging and redeemmg 
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for civilization those families and communities that are near to relapsing mto 
barbarism, out of their poverty and isolation. 

That way lies a democracy of comrades, as staunch in peace as in war; 
and that way, too, lies the intimate knowledge of our human background 
that will guide effectively our eifforts to make the community itself a high 
work of art. 

On his weekend ‘walks over the Boston hinterland the planner, Charles 
Eliot, Jr., when only a schoolboy, laid out in his mind the great Metropolitan 
Parks System of Boston* an outstanding feat of the imagination. When such 
deliberate first-hand contact with nature and man becomes a common ele- 
ment in American citizenship and education, there will be no lack of oppor- 
tunities for our youth. If their elders falter, youth will have the discipline 
and insight and experience that will fit them to deal with political realities. 
They will be ready for more vital changes in our institutions than the copy- 
book communism that is now offered to them can suggest. 

In short, education begins at home; and one of the outstanding advan- 
tages of identifying oneself with one’s regional home, native or adopted, lies 
in the land’s capacity to provide the materials for an effective education. 
Regional survey and regional service — these arc the chief ingredients for a 
responsible citizenship; and laboring on the land, laboring u/itA the land, 
laboring for the land, should be the first initiation of every boy and girl in 
their duties toward the whole community. 

Before we Americans can effectively enter in a wider partnership on the 
basis of a worldwide civilization — and that after all is one of the prime 
meanings of a long religious and scientific development — we must first of 
all strike root. It is by regional cultivation, not by the legal tokens of citizen- 
ship, that patriotism in the deepest sense, now vitiated by all manner of 
cynicism, will come back to us. Without it, the ideas of democracy can have 
no body. 

Already we have made a serious start here. That love for the sea and 
the soil that made Ryder, Homer, and Fuller the very breath of New Eng- 
land has spread outward over the country. Up and down the land young 
men and women are looking at their country and painting it. They have 
gone forth with kodaks and motion picture cameras, showing its woes, pro- 
claiming Its beauties: they have floated down the Mississippi and followed 
the Plow That Broke the Plains. There has been a stir during these last ten 
years: more vital culture has come out of the sobering poverty of the depres- 
sion than ever came out of the riotous period of so-called prosperity in the 
twenties. 

Above all, our WPA projects in music, drama, literature, and the graphic 
and plastic arts — ^and not least the great series of state and regional guide- 
books — ^have shown what new energies these regional interests can unleash, 
even in their first bare beginnings. Out of this will grow a pride of life, an 
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eagerness, a deep and intimate knowledge, and a sentiment of possession: 
qualities that will bring within the realm of practical operation a multitude 
of projects that now lack understanding and backing. And partly out of this 
new knowledge and pride, many half-baked or irregional projects, like sky- 
hne drives and National Parks developed as primeval Coney Islands, will 
be passionately rejected. 

In this mood, one can repeat again, with an even more solemn sense of 
obligation, Thoreau’s question: 

WAo would not rise to meet the expectation of the land? 

A new generation is already at hand, eager to answer this question. 
They have tasted their native soil and found it good; and they have dreams 
for it that gallop far ahead of any politician’s promise. They will write for 
their region a platform no pohtician would dare to stand on yet: the restora- 
tion of the land to the people and the people once more to the land. 

If old property lines and mortgages and franchises and vested mterests 
get in the way, these firm young hands will give the tractor a little more gas 
and push over such ancient snags. This sohd partnership, with loving knowl- 
edge to guide it, will cultivate the entire countryside and rebuild and re- 
arrange the cities. That will be only a beginning. Our regions— from the 
heights of Mt. Hood, where the moccasin flower blows, to the swampy 
Everglades of Florida — expect more than this of us Americans; and we will 
not be loath to rise still higher, once we get a start. 


Carl Sandburg 

Carl Sandburg (18^8- ) was bom in Illinois, the son of poor but 

sturdy Swedish immigrants. Although he grew up with little schooling 
and much hard wot\, he managed to enter Lombard College and rap- 
idly asserted his powers as a umter. For some years he was a newspapet 
man. Chicago Poems {1916) established him as a “red-blooded' inter- 
preter of the American city. Later volumes have shown a mellowing 
lyricism, though The People, Yes is a return to the socitd assertion of 
his earlier poetry. Section ^7 of this pageant of democracy is a poet’s 
distillation of the tad stones about Paul Bunyan, most typical of Amen- 
can fol\ heroes. 


WHO MADE PAUL BUNYAN? 

Who made Paul Bunyan, who gave him birth as a myth, who joked him 
into life as the Master Lumberjack, who fashioned him forth as an 
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apparition easing the hours of men amid axes and trees, saws aiKl 
lumber? The people, the bookless people, they made Paul and had him 
ahvc long before he got into the books for those who read. He grew up 
in shanues, around the hot stoves of winter, among socks and mittens 
drying, in the smell of tobacco smoke and the roar of laughter mock- 
ing the outside weather. And some of Paul came overseas in wooden 
bunks below decks in sailing vessels. And some of Paul is old as the 
hills, young as the alphabet. 

The Pacific Ocean froze over in the winter of the Blue Snow and Paul 
Bunyan had long teams of oxen hauling regular white snow over from 
China. This was the winter Paul gave a party to the Seven Axmen. Paul 
fixed a granite floor sunk two hundred feet deep for them to dance on. 
Still, it tipped and tilted as the dance went on. And because the Seven 
Axmen refused to take off their hob-nailed boots, the sparks from the 
nails of their dancing feet lit up the place so that Paul didn’t light the 
kerosene lamps. No woman being on the Big Onion river at that tune 
the Seven Axmen had to dance with each other, the one left over in each 
set taking Paul as a partner. The commotion of the dancing that night 
brought on an earthquake and the Big Onion river moved over three 
counties to the east. 

One year when it rained from St. Patrick’s Day till the Fourth of July, Paul 
Bunyan got disgusted because his celebration on the Fourth was spoiled. 
He dived into Lake Superior and swam to where a solid pillar of water 
was coming down. He dived under this pillar, swam up into it and 
climbed with powerful swimming strokes, was gone about an hour, 
came splashing down, and as the ram stopped, he explained, “I turned 
the dam thing off.” This is told in the Big North Woods and on the 
Great Lakes, with many particulars. 

Two mosquitoes lighted on one of Paul Bunyan’s oxen, killed it, ate it, 
cleaned the bones, and sat on a grub shanty picking their teeth as Paul 
came along. Paul sent to Australia for two special bumble bees to kill 
these mosquitoes. But the bees and the mosquitoes intermarried; their 
children had stingers on both ends. And things kept getting worse till 
Paul brought a big boadoad of sorghum up from Louisiana and while 
all the bee-mosquitoes were eating at the sweet sorghum he floated them 
down to the Gulf of Mexico. They got so fat that it was easy to drown 
them all between New Orleans and Galveston. 

Paul logged on the Little Gimlet in Oregon one winter. The cook stove 
at that camp covered an acre of ground. They fastened the side of a hog 
on each snowshoe and four men used to skate on the griddle while the 
cook flipped the pancakes. The eating table was three miles long; ele- 
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vators carried the cakes to the ends of the table where boys on bicycles 
rode back and forth on a path down the center of the table dropping 
the cakes where called for. 

Benny, the Little Blue Ox of Paul Bunyan, grew two feet every time Paul 
looked at him, when a youngster. Ihe barn was gone one morning and 
they found it on Benny’s back; he grew out of it m a night One night 
he kept pawing and bellowing for more pancakes, till there were two 
hundred men at the cook shanty stove trying to keep him fed. About 
breakfast time Benny broke loose, tore down the cook shanty, ate all the 
pancakes piled up for the loggers' breakfast. And after that Benny made 
his mistake; he ate the red hot stove; and that finished him. This is only 
one of the hot stove stories told m the North Woods. 


Louis Zara 

Lotus Zara {igio- ) was bom in New Yorl(, educated at the Univer- 
stty of Chuago, and maXes hts home in Chicago. Before turning to lit- 
erature he followed a variety of occupations; as a umter he is a versatile 
producer of short stones, novels, and movie and radio scripts. In This 
Land Is Ours he has wntten a novel of American history. "The 
Citizner'’ tells a story that has been repeated thousands of times in our 
great aties, yet no other author has written it down to bring out, with 
such understanding, the dignity of citizenship in the humblest indi- 
vidual. 


THE CITIZNER 

MAMA KRAMER waited for the sun to come 
up: she had not been able to sleep at all. She was too excited to stay in bed. 
She put on her old quilted robe and watched for the dawn through the 
window. The night was so long a person could fall asleep waiting for it to 
end. But soon the stars were fading, the night was lifting, and the golden 
shadow of the sun was advancing from the east. She looked out gratefully. 
Such a lovely mornmgl 

She could eat no breakfast; she had no appetite. She bustled about nerv- 
ously and glanced every few mmutes at the kitchen clock. This morning 
passed reluctantly. At last she dressed. She spent nearly two hours over her 
clothes, running from the clock to the mirror and from the mirror to the 
clock. 

She was a gray-haired woman, short and plump, her hands rou ghened 
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from housework, her body from childbearing. There were furrows in her 
cheeks, deep hnes in her forehead, and suffering in the set of her jaw. She 
was often sad, even morose. But this morning she was transformed. Her 
dark eyes lit up; her mouth became broad with such love of life she felt 
young again. Today she would go agam to the Court House and — ^if God 
were willing and the questions not too hard — she would become a citizner 
of the United States! 

Her heart pounded. If the questions were not too hard I A flood of 
harsh interrogations swept her mind and chilled her. She flew to her purse. 
She took the booklet with the Constitution in English and in Yiddish. She 
fumbled for her spectacles and sat down at the window. In the morning 
light she went over the articles, the sections, and the clauses. It was all won- 
derful, even if the phrases did make her head swim. 

A President must be thirty-five years old, not less. A President is four 
years elected, then tf they lt]{e him he has another chance, A Senator is 
thirty, a Representative is only twenty-five. It bothered her that the Repre- 
sentatives should be such young fellows, but the Constitution said so, black 
on white. 

I^ow the Supreme Court has nine men, and not a word about how old 
they should be. A Senator has a job for six years, a Representative for two 
years, the President for four years, and the Supreme Court judges for life. 
The difference puzzled Mama Kramer, but the Constitution said so. On the 
Fourth of July was Independence. George Washington was the first Presi- 
dent and today is F. D. R., Franklin D. Roosevelt. The capital city was New 
York, — no, Washington: the same as the first President. Abraham Lincoln 
freed the slaves. 

She rocked back and forth as she studied, her lips moving, her eyelids 
fluttering. What a shame it was that Ezra Kramer — ^may he rest in peace I — 
had not thought to take out “second papers” before they changed the law. 
Then she would have been a citizner without these endless sections and 
clauses and questions. But Ezra had been neglectful. The man — ^may he for- 
give us! — was always like that, good to a fault but neglectful. A man who 
never dunned a debtor, who gave his chanties without adding his name and 
descent, who was more interested in his children’s education than in the size 
of his fortune — how should such a man remember? An easy-going man, 
who had been in America forty years or more, but had not got all his papers 
until his oldest son insisted on it, so that his father might vote in the Presi- 
dential election of 1928. 

It was her own fault, too. After all, a woman who had lived in a land 
forty years, who had raised four children and had seen one go off to war in 
1917 and never return, who had a grandson now in an aviation school in 
New York, such a woman should know better herself. It was when she had 
to register as an alien that her heart ached so that she resolved to have 



LOUIS ZAKA 


479 

“papers,” too. Why should they hngerpriat her and ask her so many ques- 
tions and give her a passport and call her “alien” ^ She had children and 
grandchildren and nephews and nieces, all born in America, all ciazners. 
And she loved America! 

She had not consulted the children. Her only daughter lived in the city, but 
Hadassah had troubles enough of her own with litde Edgar learning a whole 
concert to play at a recital m Kimball Hall. And the other children were 
scattered and had their own problems. Secretly Mama Kramer hoped to ac- 
complish this all by herself. lEe children lived their lives and she lived hers. 

What ts the Bill of Rights'^ Why was it called a “bill”.? Maybe it meant 
It was something the Government owed the citizner. Freedom of the speech, 
of the press, of meetings, of praying to anybody you li^e, a trial by jury. . . . 
She swayed as she studied and wondered whether her Ezra — may he rest in 
peace! — ^had known every jot and tittle. Were they making it harder for 
people to become citizners, or easier.? Would she get a strict judge or an easy 
one? Would she be deported if she failed on the questions? She had an- 
swered them once safely. Would they be harder in this final examination ? 

Outside a horn tooted. She ran to the window. A long black limousine 
was waiting. 

“Krakauer, don’t go away!” she shouted and completed her prepara- 
tions feverishly. “Hurry, hurry*” she panted. The witnesses were down there 
waiting. Witnesses should not be kept waiting. “Quickly, Goldie*” 

For SIX months she had had ready two witnesses — Slemo Marcus, the 
butcher, and Abraham Loeb, the fish man. She had been buying her meats 
and fish from them for twenty-odd years. But the first summons to come 
to the Naturalization Court had appointed a Tuesday, and Tuesday is no 
small day at the fish market. So Abraham Loeb had had to excuse himself. 
Desperately Mama Kramer had looked about for another witness. Her oldest 
friends were all dead or removed to distant quarters. The younger people 
worked during the day and could not leave their jobs In that moment of 
trial she had happened to pass a group of mourners near Perez’s Chapel and 
met her old landsman, Jake Krakauer. This was the Jacob Krakauer who 
had from a peddler of fruits and vegetables become very wealthy. He now 
owned the Krakauer Krown Food Stores and lived in a suburb. His house, 
they said, was the size of a small hotel. 

Gray, weary-lookmg, he studied her. “Mama Kramer!” 

“You still haven’t forgotten your own people, Jacob! At least you come 
to their funerals.” 

Krakauer shrugged. “I am a plam man, Mama Kramer. If you could 
look inside my heart, you would see that I am still a democrat. The Angel 
of Death is also a democrat. He does not look at the income tax. When our 
time comes, he takes all.” 
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She smiled. “Jacob,” she asked, fixing her dark eyes on him, “when my 
times comes, would you do it £or me, too^ Would you come to my services?” 

He blinked solemnly. “That I promise you. Mama.” 

“Ah, you’ll help the dead but not the living!” she exulted. 

A look of pain came into his face. “Who ever said that of Jacob 
Krakauer?” 

“Then be for me a witness so that I can die a citizner.” 

“Be a citizner, Mama Kramer, and live to a hundred and twenty!” He 
wrenched out a smile. And this morning, here he was again, as he had prom- 
ised faithfully, waiting for her in his big black limousine. 

She bustled down the stairs and across the walk, a new flowered hat on 
her head, her purse under her arm, and an envelope of documents clutched 
to her heart. “A good morning, Krakauer!” 

The chauffeur leaped out. 

Krakauer offered his hand to help her in. “Good morning. Mama 
Kramer! All ready, nu?" 

She sighed and settled into the upholstery. “All ready is right. So what 
are we waiting for, Jake?” 

The car floated down to Twelfth Street and stopped at Slemo Marcus’s 
butcher shop. Slemo, a little man with a tuft of a gray beard and a hunted 
look in his brown eyes, came out wearing his black derby and his Sabbath 
coat. 

After the greetings, he sat on one side of Mama Kramer, Jacob Kra- 
kauer on the other. He uttered hardly a word on the long ride to the Natu- 
ralization Court. Sittmg in that hmousinc, he could find no words. But 
Mama Kramer talked; she was very fond of Slemo. He had taught her to 
write her own name in English. 

When the first summons had come, she had marched into his meat 
market and slipped behind the counter. 

“Slemo, show me how to write the name.” She pushed the pencil and 
paper at him. “Write: ‘Goldie Kramer’!” 

“Goldie . . . Kramer,” he wrote out laboriously. “Goldie! I don’t like 
that Goldie.” 

“What’s a matter with Goldie?” 

Slemo tweaked his beard. “Now is a chance. Change into something 
fancy. Could be Gertrude or Gladys. Make it Gladys.” 

She frowned. “Make it nothing. Gladys Kramer!” Her shoulders jerked 
up. “I am not a Yankee. I am Goldie," she prodded him. “I was born 
Goldie, Goldie I lived, Goldie I’ll die. Write Goldie!” 

He shrugged and wrote Goldie and let her toil over it. The pencil was 
nearly hidden in her large work-roughened hands. Her lips moved, her 
eyebrows twisted, her breath labored: she moved the pencil slowly and 
spelled the letters. She showed Slemo her first effort. He lifted his eyes to 
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heaven. She wrote a third and a fourth, a fifth and a sixth. She covered one 
sheet and another. She paused only when her fingers cramped and her arm 
ached. 

She applied herself again the next day ai^d the next. Sympathetically, 
her fingers and eyes spelled it out — ^mvisibly — when she washed dishes, when 
she made the bed, when she kneaded bread, when she scrubbed the floor, 
when she chopped meat or fish, and even when she lay down to sleep. 
“Goldie Kramer . . . Dzshee aw ell dee eye ee — ” She wished she had a 
shorter name, but soon she had learned to write it. She was so pleased she 
wrote it on the mailbox.' She wrote out slips to put in the pockets of her 
dresses and in her coat. It was so wonderful to be able to write: “Goldie 
Kramer . . . Dzshee aw ell — ” 

As she rode in Krakauer’s limousine, Mama Kramer spelled her name 
in the air. How many men on the Supreme Court? If it were only over! 

In the old Court House the halls were broad and gray. People wound 
out of this room and into that, and weary policemen herded them along. 
“So many people!" thought Mama Kramer. When she went up in the ele- 
vator, she held on to her witnesses. The cage was packed; she might lose 
them. On the sixth floor they worked mto a line toward a large painted sign 
which read “Naturalization Court.” Krakauer went ahead and held Mama 
Kramer’s hand; Slemo Marcus tagged behind. 

“So many people!” muttered Mama Kramer to herself. “And all ' not 
citizners!” She looked at them closely. 

There were other Jewish women hke herself and many Jewish men, 
but there were also people who looked hke “Yankees,” English or Irish or 
perhaps Scottish, and Mexicans, Poles, Greeks, Italians, Armemans, Bohe- 
niians, Norwegians, and so many others that neither she nor Slemo Marcus 
could hazard what they were. 

Jacob Krakauer smiled loftily. “What difference what they are today.?” 
he asked. “Tomorrow they are United States citizners.” 

A child began to weep and Mama Kramer patted it. When she looked 
up at the mother, she thought the other must be German. For a moment 
she shuddered, but the woman’s face was drawn and worried. Soon Mama 
Kramer was holding the child in her own arms. 

The line moved on slowly. Mama Kramer reviewed the questions in her 
mind and grumbled, "If they made so much trouble for Columbus, he would 
never have come to America!” 

Krakauer chortled. “Columbus had troubles, too. Mama. Plenty!" 

At last they were in the courtroom. It was like a big schoolroom, and 
the teacher the Judge, a white-haired smooth-shaven man in a black 
robe, who sat behmd a high bench. When he rapped his gavel, people rose, 
others sat down. Hands shot into the air. People mumbled words. Then he 
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looked at his papers, rapped his gavel again. People tiptoed out. Some sat 
down; others got up. 

“Goldie Kramer!” 

Neither Mama Kramer nor Jacob Krakauer nor Slemo Marcus heard 
it the first time. The third call she shook herself. “Is it me, Krakauer?” 

“You, you!” 

Slemo trembled. “Go first, Mama!” 

But she was frightened, too. “You go first, Krakauer.” 

“Ladies first!” he said. 

All eyes were on her — she was sure of it — as she went down the aisle, 
her purse in one hand, her documents in the other. Her witnesses shuffled 
behind her. 

“Goldie Kramer!” the Judge read from his papers 

“Here I am, Judge!” She stood before the high bench. 

He looked down at her while a clerk pushed more papers toward him. 
“You are Goldie Kramer?” 

“Of course, Judge.” 

“Goldie Kramer, are you ready to be a citizen?” 

She smiled. “What do you think. Your Honor? What did I come for 
but to—” 

“Are you ready to be a citizen of the United States of America?” His 
voice was suddenly stern. 

She became rigid. “Sure, sure^ Judge'” Her hand jerked. “Of course, 
I want to be a citizner.” Tears welled m her eyes. 

“Do you understand what is meant by the Constitution?” 

Fear blanched her face ConsMuttonl She wanted to talk but couldn’t. 

He looked at her keenly. “Constitution. Do you know what tha^ 
means?” 

Her eyes wandered from his face to the flag, to the clerk, to the bailiff. 
Where was Krakauer? Where was Slemo Marcus? She looked at the pic- 
tures of Washington and Lincoln on the wall behind the bench. “Ye-ye- 
yeah!” she stuttered. 

She saw the clerk smiling and she remembered. “Oh, Constitution!” 
she cried. “Constitution! Judge, I’m surprised' Constitution is the laws of the 
land. ‘We, the People of the United States because we want to make a per- 
fect government — ’ We have Congress, is Senators, two to a State, and Rep- 
resentatives, lots of them, and a President, a Supreme Court — ” She tittered. 
“Oh, Judge, I been studying the Constitution. Ask me anything. Judge!” 

He brushed at his mouth and chin. “So you know the Constitution, 
Goldie Kramer? Good. Now tell me what is the capital of the United 
States?” 

Again she was horror-stricken. She heard Jacob Krakauer harumphing 
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at her side. “Vashington,” she replied nervously. Her fingers knit together 
and her lips quivered to pronounce the name: “Washmgton.” 

“Who makes the laws? Do you know that?” 

Her tongue was thick and her knees were trembling. “Congress makes 
the laws.” 

“What does the Supreme Court do?” 

“You want,” she began timidly, “I should say the truth?” 

He nodded. His eyes crinkled. 

“Then, Judge, if it’s the truth — the Supreme Court they say if the law 
that Congress makes is any good.” 

The gavel rapped as an audible chuckling rattled about the bench. 
“Goldie Kramer, what do you know about the President?” 

She beamed. “Oh, the President is thirty-five years old. At least. He 
has a job four years. Maybe more if the people want him. He works hard. 
Judge. Then he becomes an cx-President.” 

Gravely the Judge studied his papers. He spoke briefly to the witnesses. 
“That’s all, Goldie Kramer.” 

She frowned. “That is all you are going to ask me. Judge?” 

“That’s all.” 

“But I learned so much. Judge!” She gestured excitedly. Krakauer and 
Marcus nudged her, but she ran on. “For three months now I studied and 
you don’t ask me — ” 

The Judge pulled at his ear. “Very good, Goldie Kramer. One more 
question. Do you love this country?” 

She smiled. “Oh, Judge, what a question! Do I love it? Who wouldn’t 
love such a country? Forty years I been here. My oldest boy he died in 
France. My grandson will fly an airplane soon for the Army.” Her dark eyes 
flashed. “Judge, even if you gave me some other countric.s, gave them to me 
free — ^just like that — I wouldn’t take them. But America, Judge — America is 
for me — and me. I’m for America*” 

The courtroom applauded. The Judge smiled. Again he rapped his 
gavel. “It is a pleasure,” he declared, “to say, ‘Welcome, Goldie Kramer, to 
our free commonwealth of citizens!’ ” 

She listened, bewildered, but he sounded nice. She wanted to say some- 
thmg, but Krakauer nudged her. 

“Clerk, will you administer the oath?” 

She looked straight at the Judge as she raised her right hand and listened 
to the oath of allegiance. “I do!” she responded clearly. 

It was all over. Before she knew what had happened, she was in the 
hall and Krakauer and Marcus were shaking her hand. 

A flood of tears poured from her eyes. Krakauer offered her his hand- 
kerchief; Marcus wrung his hands. Then she dried her eyes, blew her nose, 
and cleared her throat. The men gazed at her in astonishment. 




AMERlCAUr HERITAGE 


484 

“What for did you cry, Mama?” Krakauer asked. 

“You are not a judge to ask questions,” she said. “I wanted to cry, so 
I cried.” 

“But Mama Kramer, you should be happyl” 

She gave him a look of scorn. “Slemo, who said I wasn’t happy?” 
Slcmo shrugged his shoulders and pursed his lips. 

They went down in the elevator and walked across the lobby. 

She stood on the walk and looked up at the sky. 

“A beautiful dayl" she sighed happily and began to cry again. 


Margaret Walker 

Margaret Wall^er (191$- ), <» native of Alabama, is the first Negro 

poet to win the annual competition of the Yale Senes of Younger Poets. 
Passionately conscious of the gulf between blac\ and white she urges. 
With dignity and simplicity, a common ground of interracial good will 
and co-operation' 

“This IS a journey from the me to you 
This IS a journey from the you to me. 

A union of the two strange worlds must be." 


FOR MY PEOPLE 

For my people everywhere singing their slave songs repeatedly: their dirges 
and their duties and their blues and jubilees, praying their prayers 
nightly to an unknown god, bending their knees humbly to an unseen 
power; 

For my people lending their strength to the years, to the gone years and the 
now years and the maybe years, washing ironing cooking scrubbing 
sewing mending hoeing plowmg digging planting pruning patching 
dragging along never gaming never reaping never knowing and never 
understandmg; 

For my playmates in the clay and dust and sand of Alabama backyards 
playing baptizing and preaching and doctor and jail and soldier and 
school and mama and cooking and playhouse and concert and store and 
hair and Miss Choomby and company; 

For the cramped bewildered years we went to school to learn to know the 
reasons why and the answers to and the people who and the places 
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where and the days when, in memory of the bitter hours when we dis- 
covered we were black and poor and small and different and nobody 
cared and nobody wondered and nobody understood; 

For the boys and girls who grew in spite of these things to be man and 
woman, to laugh and dance and smg and play and drink their wine 
and religion and success, to marry their playmates and bear children 
and then die of consumption and anemia and lynching; 

For my people thronging 47th Street in Chicago and Lenox Avenue in New 
York and Rampart Street in New Orleans, lost disinherited dispossessed 
and happy people filling the cabarets and taverns and other people’s 
pockets needing bread and shoes and milk and land and money and 
something — something all our own; 

For my people walking blindly spreading joy, bsing time being lazy, sleep- 
ing when hungry, shouting when burdened, drinking when hopeless, 
tied and shackled and tangled among ourselves by the unseen creatures 
who tower over us omnisciently and laugh; 

For my people blundering and gropmg and floundering in the dark of 
churches and schools and clubs and societies, associations and councils 
and committees and conventions, distressed and disturbed and deceived 
and devoured by money-hungry glory-craving leeches, preyed on by 
facile force of state and fad and novelty, by false prophet and holy 
believer; 

For my people standing staring trying to fashion a better way from confu- 
sion, from hypocrisy and misunderstanding, trying to fashion a world 
that will hold all the people, all the faces, all the adams and eves and 
their countless generations; 

Let a new earth rise. Let another world be born. Let a bloody peace be 
written in the sky. Let a second generation full of courage issue forth; 
let a people loving freedom come to growth. Let a beauty full of heal- 
ing and a strength of final clenching be the pulsing in our spirits and 
our blood. Let the martial songs be written, let the dirges disappear. 
Let a race of men now rise and take control. 



Langston Hughes 

Langston Hughes (7902- ) was born tn Missouri, the son of a lawyer. 

After various humble fobs tn New Yor\, at sea, and m Pans, he got his 
opportunity in a Washington hotel where he was working as a bus-boy. 
He left three of his poems beside Vachel Lindsay's plate and the famous 
poet read them to his next audience. When others became interested tn 
the young man he found a publisher for hts The Weary Blues and was 
enabled to attend Lincoln University. Since his graduation he has be- 
come a leading writer on Negro life tn the United States. He went to 
Spam dunng the Civil War as a correspondent sympathetic with the 
Loyalist cause. Hts poetry shows the influence of Sandburg and Whit- 
man, still more of the blues singers. But it is above all proudly race- 
conscious: "I, too, am America." 


THE NEGRO SPEAKS OF RIVERS 
I’ve known nvers: 

I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of human 
blood in human veins. 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 

I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 

I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lmcoln went down to New 
Orleans, and I’ve seen its muddy bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 

I’ve known rivers: 

Ancient, dusky rivers. 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 
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Alexander Woollcott 


Alexander Woollcott (188^-1^4^) needs no mtroductton to those who 
have seen The Man Who Came to Dinner. Even allowtng for faracal 
exaggeration , the portrait is “all Woollcott and a yard wide." For some 
twenty yeats he contributed his highly personalized theater reviews to 
various New Yor\ newspapers. Later, as a literary critic, he commanded 
a huge radio following. His free-lance writings were distinguished by 
their excessive elegance, their urbane and gossipy wit, their audacious 
combination of sophistication and sentimentalism. 


COLOSSAL BRONZE 

LATE on the first night of 1933, I started back to 
London from the country house m Kent where I had been spending the 
week-end to see the New Year in — started back in a hired Daimler which 
moved majestically through the fog and was about the size and shape of a 
small house boat. Clutched in one hand was a spray of priceless orchids from 
the nursery on the place, and in the other was a forty-mch cutlass of smister 
appearance. 

My host had heard me innocently admiring them, and to my genuine 
surprise had pressed them into my hands at parting. As I drove off into the 
night, I made a note to remember that on my next visit I must be overheard 
expressing my enthusiasm for several paintings there by Augustus John and 
the late Mr. Sargent, for a small bronze head by Epstein, for the avenue of 
immemorial yews which glorifies the drive, for the bride of the younger son 
of the house, and for a small black spaniel bitch named, if memory serves. 
Tiny. 

But as my car trundled along in the midnight fog my thoughts shifted 
to the music we had plucked from the air after dinner, and, with that as a 
start, I found myself from there on reviewmg, as one might a parade, the 
long procession of my acquaintance with one who was a groping and per- 
plexed youth when first I met him, and is today a colossus bestriding the 
world — the wide, wide world which is his home. You see, we had tuned 
in that evening on the Hilversum station which broadcasts from the Neth- 
erlands, and we were the more amused to stumble on someone singing no 
quaint old Dutch tune at all, but a melody as unmistakably American as 
Hucl(leberry Finn, corn pone, or the late Calvin Coohdge. 

“He don’t plant ’taters, 

He don’t plant cotton, 

An’ dem dat plants ’em is soon forgotten . . 
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This, mind you, from Holland, on New Year’s Night. It was “Ol’ Man 
River,” and we realized too that it was being sung with a voice of such 
ripe, rich, moving beauty that it could belong onjy to him for whose uses 
that song originally was written. 

Wherefore, I fell to thinking of all the times my path had crossed Paul 
Robeson’s in years past, and if Sherlock Holmes had been sharing the car 
with me and could see in the dark, he might have read the sequence of my 
recollections just from the way I sighed, chuckled, groaned, snorted, scowled, 
and hummed my way to London. For Paul Robeson and I are old friends 
and neighbors — ^neighbors in a sense possible only to those of us whose tent 
is usually pitched at one or another of the great crossroads of the world. 
Such a one is a species of innkeeper, and can count the times when this or 
that person has dropped out of the caravan for a moment and rested under 
his roof. 

Thus Paul Robeson has come my way a dozen times. Often a year 
or two will go by without my seemg him or havmg a word from him, 
and then, unannounced, his great, dusky bulk will fill my doorway and my 
heart rejoices, for of the countless people I have known in my wandermgs 
over the world, he is one of the few of whom I would say that they have 
greatness. I do not mean greatness as a football player or as an actor or as 
a singer. I am not, I think, confusing his personal quality with his heroic 
stature. I do not even have in mind what is, I suppose, the indisputable fact, 
that he is the finest musical instrument wrought by nature m our time. 
I mean greatness as a person. 

In his case I despair of ever putting into convmcing words my notion 
of this quality in him. I can say only that by what he does, thinks and is, 
by his unassailable dignity, and his serene, incorruptible simplicity, Paul 
Robeson strikes me as having been made out of the original stuff of the 
world. In this sense is he coeval with Adam and the redwood trees of Cali- 
fornia. He is a fresh act, a fresh gesture, a fresh effort of creation. I am 
proud of belonging to his race. For, of course, we both are members of the 
one sometimes fulsomely described as human. 

“or Man River I” I remembered a day in 1926 when Jerome Kern 
telephoned me in what seemed a state of considerable excitement. That 
me^austible nund of melody had just read a story which he thought 
would provide him with the libretto for which he had been waiting all his 
life. It was called Show Boat. Had I read it? I had. And did I know this 
Edna Ferber? I did, mdeed. Well, then, would I give him a note of intro- 
duction to her ? This was too much. 

“If you were to call her up and say you were Jerome Kern and tell 
her you wanted to write a score for that story of hers,” I said bitmgly, “I 
suppose she would slam down the receiver and barricade the door.” 

But he wanted a note, so I did as I was bid. And posted it to him. It so 
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happened that that very night I went to the theater with Miss Ferber and 
that in the lobby between the acts none other than the shrinking Kern 
drifted in our direction. I assumed, of course, he had done so to scrape an 
acquaintance with his favorite authoress, and scarcely bothered to introduce 
them. It was only a chance word udiich identified her for him. 

“You mean this is Edna Ferber?” he cried, and metaphorically fell 
into her arms. From then on, neither of them remembered that I was there. 

But even then the exit speech had not yet been written for my own 
modest role. Two weeks later, he was on the wire again. This time he was 
in too fine a frenzy of creation to bother with mere introductions. That 
morning he had written a song called “Ol’ Man River” and please did I 
have Paul Robeson’s telephone number? A half-hour later he was climbing 
the steps to Paul Robeson’s flat in Harlem. 

Afterwards I heard all about that first meeting. The song was sung 
for the first time from a rough manuscript, with Kern himself at the piano 
and Mrs. Robeson as audience. Then the composer was possessed that Robe- 
son should come right downtown with him and sing it for young Oscar 
Hammerstein, who had written the words. 

Paul did not mind, but turned for funds to Mrs. Robeson. She is a flash- 
ing, resourceful woman, far lighter in color than her husband, being of 
mixed Negro and Jewish blood. Hers is the custody of the privy purse. He 
wanted two dollars for taxi fare. But Kern was going to drive them down. 
She knew he would need only fare for the ride back. One dollar would be 
plenty. 

“Aw, go on,” he said; “be all nigger and give me two.” 

Yet because the production of Show Boat was delayed and delayed, 
when finally its first curtain rose, Robeson had been booked for a concert 
tour and was not free to join the cast and sing his song. He did not become 
available until a London cast was assembled to duplicate Show Boat in 
Drury Lane. Thus it happened that New York never heard or saw Paul 
Robeson in this role until after an interval of two years. After only two 
years it was revived at the Casino in New York in the spring of 1932. 

Agamst the recklessness of such revival after so short a time, Miss 
Ferber protested vehemently. It was, she said, about as bad an example of 
showmanship as she had ever known. No one, she said, would come to see 
it. And when she was voted down, she could at least refuse to attend the 
openmg. Her family might go, and did, but, for her own part, she an- 
nounced loftily that nothmg would drag her there. 

As they left for the theater she called out after them, “I am not one 
to enjoy seeing something I love killed before my eyes.” But let me quote 
from the letter she wrote me about it afterwards : 

So at ten minutes to nine I put on my hat and coat and took a walk enjoying 
the fine spring night and thinking about Life and one thing and another and 
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imagine my surprise to find myself in front of the Casino Theater. There was 
what appeared to be a mild not going on outside and I immediately decided that 
infuriated ticket-purchasers were already demanding their money back. Sure 
enough, as I fought my way inside there was a line in front of the box office, 
though the play had begun. They were milling around and thrusting their 
hands forward toward the man in the box office. He was saying, over and over, 
in a firm, monotonous chant, “Nomoreseatsnomoreseatsnomoreseatsnomoreseats.” 
I trampled down women and children and pressed my white little face up against 
the bars and said, “I want to buy a seat." He said, “I’m sorry. Miss Foibah, 
nomoreseatsnomoreseatsnomore — ” 

“I’ll stand up.’’ 

The Casino doesn’t allow standing room because there’s no place to stand. 
The last row is smack up against a wail, and that settles it. I went in, leaned 
against the door and looked at the audience and the stage at the very moment 
when Paul Robeson came on to sing “Ol’ Man River.” 

In all my years of going to the theater — and that dates way back to the 
Ottumwa, Iowa, Opera House, when I judiciously regarded the drama from the 
cushioned comfort of Mrs. Julia Ferber’s lap — ^I never have seen an ovation like 
that given any figure of the stage, the concert hall, or the opera. It was completely 
spontaneous, whole-hearted, and thnllmg. The audience was what is known as a 
fashionable one — “carriage trade.” Motor cars, evening clothes, warm May night, 
and a revival ordinarily would make a combination to cause any lover of the 
theater to rush sobbing into the night. That audience stood up and howled. They 
applauded and shouted and stamped. Since then 1 have seen it exceeded but once, 
and that was when Robeson, a few minutes later, finished singing ” 01 ’ Man 
River.” The show stopped. He sang it again. The show stopped They called him 
back again and again. Other actors came out and made motions and their lips 
moved, but the bravos of the audience drowned nil other sounds. 

And here, in the last hours of that same year, he had been singing it 
from Holland — singing it to all Europe, to the islands thereto adjacent, 
and to ships at sea. As I rode on through the fog, I fell to thinking of the 
first time I met him. That was in 1922, when he came around to see me 
in a small flat I had in the gas-house district of New York. 

He was twenty-four then, having been born in Princeton, New Jersey, 
in 1898, the son of a Negro preacher who, through some skulduggery on 
the part of two scheming divinity students, was ousted from his pulpit 
when Paul was a little boy. Instead of leaving town under a cloud, old Mr. 
Robeson got him a wheelbarrow and a rake and went right to work in 
Princeton as a free-lance gardener, standing his ground until the truth pre- 
vailed. He lived long enough to see his son triumphant at Rutgers — a Phi 
Beta Kappa man and not only an All-American football player in 1918, 
but pretty generally recognized as one of the greatest players the game had 
ever known. 

Even while he was studying law at Columbia and setting up his bride 
in a Harlem flat, he* would slip out of town for the autumn week-ends to 
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finance his studies and his new household with a few bouts of professional 
football. There had been a rather nasty ruckus on the field in Milwaukee 
one afternoon in the preceding faU. Paul’s team was playmg against the 
team from Marion, where Mr. Hardmg came from. It was a team of 
Indians, and one of them was a real bad boy. He had, Paul was warned, a 
mean trick of sticking his fingers mto^the eyes of the player opposite. 

In the middle of one play that afternoon, Paul saw those fingers headed 
for his own eyes. He also saw red, and promptly knocked the brave un- 
conscious. At that, the opposing eleven fell upon him as one Indian. Out 
of the corner of his eye, Paul could sec his own one-hundred-per-cent 
Anglo-Saxon team-mates discreetly leaving the scene. It looked as if he 
might have to beat up all those Indians single-handed. Before intervention 
became effective, he had entered upon this chore with such a genuine pleas- 
ure and such concentrated destructiveness that the story of his quality as a 
fighter spread over the country before nightfall. Drooping fight-promoters 
were galvanized into sudden action. Within a week, more than a million 
dollars had been confidentially pledged to back him as the prospective 
heavyweight champion of the world I think he must have shown consider- 
able promise for, as Frank Lloyd Wright once scornfully remarked, there 
IS nothing so timid as a million dollars. 

But Robeson would have none of them. He was uncertain what he 
wanted to be, but he was quite sure it wasn’t a prize fighter. No, nor a 
lawyer, either. He would finish the law course because he had started 
it, but a Negro lawyer’s chances are slim, and anyway, he felt he was 
meant to be something quite different. An actor, perhaps. He had already 
tried himself out as an actor in a small-scale revival of The Emperor Jones. 
I was skeptical, because the number of available Negro roles was even 
smaller then than now. 

Well, then, he might do something with his voice. He told me shyly 
that he had just discovered (which is more than the Rutgers Glee Club 
ever did) that he had a pretty good voice. He would come around some 
evening, he said, and roar a few spirituals at me. With which promise, 
he pulled his vast bulk together and roamed off through the gas-house 
district. 

Perhaps I am only being wise after the event, but I think I felt at the 
time that I had just crossed the path of someone touched by destiny. He 
was a young man on his way. He did not know where he was going, but 
I never in my life saw anyone so quietly sure, by some inner knowledge, 
that he was going somewhere. 

When I ran into him in London ten years later — it was the week before 
Christmas of the year just past — it was plain that he had not only traveled 
quite a distance, but now saw the rest of his road stretchmg clear and invit- 
ing before him. In those ten years, he had become famous as a singer of 
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spirituals, had, with increasing skill played many roles both in New York 
and London, and had set for himsetf the goal of becoming a jongleur of 
such equipment that he could forget the frontiers which crib, cabm, add 
coniine the rest of us. 

More than any other artist in the world, save, perhaps, their own lost 
Chaliapin, the Russians are eager to have Paul Robeson come to them, and 
he is even now getting ready the songs he wants to smg there and the plays 
he dearly wants to play. For he has found, in the homemade speech of 
Pushkin and m the rugged music of Moussorgsky, the one medium that 
really delights him. 

My Russian friends tell me he already speaks their language without a 
trace of accent, and if that surprises you as much as it did me, I can explam 
it only by saying that Paul Robeson has such extraordinary powers of con- 
centration that he can sit rapt at a Lmguaphone twelve hours a day, leaving 
it only long enough to go to the ice box for an occasional glass of milk, 
but never leaving it at all to answer the persistent telephone. Offers of vast 
sums for movie and vaudeville work arrive by mail and remain blandly un- 
answered. Only when word comes from Mrs. Robeson that the rent is due 
on their Hat in the Strand, or from Switzerland that his small son in school 
there needs a new pair of skis — that husky kid who adores his father but 
is pretty patronizing about the latter*s imperfect German — only then does 
the old man emerge and sing or play for a week or two to establish a little 
balance in the bank. Then back he goes into the luxurious seclusion of the 
work which he now at last enjoys as much as he once enjoyed football. 

As an economist, Robeson reminds me of the darky in a story 1 used 
to tell with some condescension and great success. A householder, whose 
lawn needed cutting, saw Mose scuffling along the dusty road and called 
out, “Hey, Mose! Want to make a quarter?” Mose paused only long enough 
to reply, ‘‘No, suh, Ah got one.” Which used to seem to us more bee-like 
economists an amusingly childish reply. Of late I have had rather less suc- 
cess with this once dependable anecdote. Perhaps there has begun to dawn 
on more and more people an uneasy suspicion that Mose had the right idea. 
Anyway, it is Paul Robeson’s idea. 

In those ten years he has jogged on his way unperturbed by the most 
head-turning experiences. On my way back from Kent, I fell to thmking 
of the time when he played Othello in London. I did not see that perform- 
ance, but Rebecca West and Aldous Huxley tell me they never saw better 
Shakespearean actmg m all their days. . . . 

Then I remembered how confidently, but how inaccurately, the tabloids 
had prophesied the Robeson divorce during the precedmg summer. And 
the agitation m London when Lady Mountbatten could scotch a preposter- 
ous rumor linking her name with Robeson’s only by bringing a libel action 
against the deluded newspaper which had done some baseless hinting. And 
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I recalled, with malicious pleasure, Robeson’s little exchange of discourtesies 
with Lady Astor, whose visit to his dressing room in Drury Lane brought 
such a rush of southern blood to her head that she seemed to think she was 
benevolently visiting one of the cabins on the old family plantation. 

Indeed, I was just thinking that I would some day do a story about 
that encounter and call it “Paul and Virginia” when the aforesaid Daimler 
turned into the Haymarket and drew up at the curb m front of the Carlton. 
One New Year’s Eve reveler, insuffiacntly recovered from his celebrations, 
was seemingly impressed with the vehicle and yelled out, for obscure reasons 
of his own, “Make way for Lord Kitchcnerl” 

This clarion call naturally drew quite a little crowd, which was con- 
siderably surprised when there emerged from the car, not the ghost of 
Kitchener of Khartoum at all, but merely a well-nourished American in a 
camel’s-hide coat with a spray of orchids in one hand and a dangerous 
weapon m the other. Surprised, and, I think, family alarmed. At least, the 
block emptied in what is technically known as a twinkling. 

Since then Robeson has made a screen version of The Emperor Jones 
in Haiti and for three weeks he played Eugene O’Neill’s All God’s Chtllun 
in London with an extraordinary new-risen actress named Flora Robson. 

I have seldom read such tributes as that revival wrung from the usually 
comatose critics of the English press. The Manchester Guardian was delir- 
ious, and even the old London Times picked up her bombazine skirts and 
did a fandango in the streets. The phrase “great acting” was tossed about 
like confetti. These two were compared to John Philip Kemble and Mrs. 
Siddons. Robeson sent me the clippmgs with a brief message — my favorite 
among the epistles of Paul. He merely said: “How’m 1 dom’?” 
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Gunnar Myrdal {i8g^ ) it a prominent Swedish social-economist, a 

Professor in the University of Stocl^holm, and a member of the Swedish 
Senate. Seeding a scholar untrammeled by American preconceptions, the 
Carnegie Corporation engaged him to mal{e an objective study of our 
Negro problem. An American Dilemma, in two volumes, was the result 
of five years’ research The dilemma teferred to in the title is the conflict 
between our good intentions, which we lt\e to call the American Creed, 
and our actual practices, our local interests, personal jealousies, group 
prejudices and so fotth, which l^eep us from realizing our ideal of de- 
mocracy. In the final analysis Dr. Myrdal stresses the problem of white 
Americans, for it is their failure to live up to their high principles which 
creates the problem of blac\ Americans. 


AMERICAN IDEALS AND THE AMERICAN CONSCIENCE 

IT IS a commonplace to point out the hetero- 
geneity of the American nation and the swift succession of all sorts of 
changes in all its component parts and, as it often seems, in every conceiv- 
able direction. America is truly a shock to the stranger. The bewildering 
impression it gives of dissimilarity throughout and of chaotic unrest is indi- 
cated by the fact that few outside observers — and, indeed, few native Ameri- 
cans — ^have been able to avoid the intellectual escape of speaking about 
America as “paradoxical.” 

Still there is evidently a strong unity in this nation and a basic homo- 
geneity and stability in its valuations. Americans of all national origins, 
classes, regions, creeds, and colors have something in common: a social 
ethos, a political creed. It is difScuIt to avoid the judgment that this “Ameri- 
can Creed” is the cement in the structure of this great and disparate nation. 

When the American Creed is once detected, the cacophony becomes a 
melody. The further observation then becomes apparent: that America, 
compared to every other country in Western civilization, large or small, 
has the most explicitly expressed system of general ideals in reference to 
human interrelations. This body of ideals is more widely understood and 
appreciated than similar ideals are anywhere else. The American Creed is 
not merely— as in some other countries— the implicit background of the 
nation's political and judicial order as it functions. To be sure, the political 
creed of America is not very satisfactorily effectuated in actual social life. 

494 
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But as principles which ought to rule, the Creed has been made conscious 
to everyone in American society. 

Sometimes one even gets the impression that there is a relation between 
the intense apprehension of high and uncompromising ideals and the spotty 
reality. One feels that it is, perhaps, the difficulty of giving reality to the 
ethos in this young and still somewhat unorganized nation — that it is the 
prevalence of “wrongs” in America, “wrongs” judged by the high standards 
of the national Creed — which helps make the ideals stand out so clearly. 
America is continuously struggling for its soul. These principles of social 
ethics have been hammered into easily remembered formulas. All means 
of intellectual communication are utihzed to stamp them into everybody’s 
mind. The schools teach them, the churches preach them. The courts pro- 
nounce their judicial decisions in their terms. They permeate editorials 
with a pattern of idealism so ingrained that the writers could scarcely free 
themselves from it even if they tried. They have fixed a custom of indulging 
in high-sounding generalities in all written or spoken addresses to the 
American public, otherwise so splendidly gifted for the rnatter-of-fact ap- 
proach to things and problems. Even the stranger, when he has to appear 
before an American audience, feels this, if he is sensitive at all, and finds 
himself espousing the national Creed, as this is the only means by which a 
speaker can obtain human response from the people to whom he talks. 

The Negro people in America are no exception to the national pattern. 
“It was a revelation to me to hear Negroes sometimes indulge in a glorifi- 
cation of American democracy in the same uncritical way as unsophisticated 
whites often do,” relates the Dutch observer, Bertram Schrieke. A Negro 
political scientist, Ralph Bunche, observes: 

Every man in the street, white, black, red or yellow, knows that this is “the 
land of the free,” the “land of opportunity,” the “cradle of liberty,” the “home 
of democracy,” that the American flag symbolizes the “equality of all men” and 
guarantees to us all “the protection of life, liberty and property,” freedom of 
speech, freedom of religion and racial tolerance. 

The present writer has made the same observation. The American Negroes 
know that they are a subordinated group experiencing, more than anybody 
else in the nation, the consequences of the fact that the Creed is not lived up 
to in America. Yet their faith m the Creed is not simply a means of plead- 
ing their unfulfilled rights. They, like the whites, are under the spell of the 
great national suggestion. With one part of themselves they actually be- 
lieve, as do the whites, that the Creed is ruhng America. 

These ideals of the essential digmty of the individual human bemg, of 
the fundamental equahty of all men, and of certain inalienable rights to 
freedom, justice, and a fair opportunity represent to the American people 
the essential meaning of the nation’s early struggle for independence. In 
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the clarity and intellectual boldness of the Enlightenment period these 
tenets were written into the Declaration of Independence, the Preamble 
of the Constitution, the Bill of Rights and into the constitutions of the 
several states. The ideals of the American Creed have thus become the 
highest law of the land. The Supreme Court pays its reverence to these 
general principles when it declares what is constitutional and what is not. 
They have been elaborated upon by all national leaders, thinkers and 
statesmen. America has had, throughout its history, a continuous discussion 
of the principles and implications of democracy, a discussion which, in 
every epoch, measured by any standard, remained high, not only quanti- 
tatively but also qualitatively. The flow of learned treatises and popular 
tracts on the subject has not ebbed, nor is it likely to do so. In all wars, in- 
cluding World War II, the American Creed has been the ideological foun- 
dation of national morale. 

AMERICAN NATIONALISM 

• 

The American Creed is identified with America’s peculiar brand of na- 
tionalism, and It gives the common American his feeling of the historical 
mission of America in the world — a fact which just now becomes of global 
importance but which is also of highest significance for the particular prob- 
lem studied in this book. The great national historian of the middle nine- 
teenth century, George Bancroft, expressed this national feeling of pride 
and responsibility: 

In the fulness of dme a republic rose in the wilderness of America. Thou- 
sands of years had passed away before this child of the ages could be bom. From 
whatever there was of good in the systems of the former centuries she drew her 
nourishment; the wrecks of the past were her warnings . . . The fame of this 
only daughter of freedom went out into ail the lands of the earth; from her the 
human race drew hope. 

And Frederick J. Turner, who injected the naturalistic explanation into 
history that American democracy was a native-born product the Western 
frontier, early in this century wrote m a similar vein: 

Other nations have been rich and prosperous and powerful. But the United 
States has believed that it had an onginal contnbution to make to the history of 
society by the production of a self-detentumng, self-restrained, intelligent democ- 
racy. 

Wilson’s fourteen points and Roosevelt’s four freedoms have more recently 
expressed to the world the boundless idealistic aspirations of tl^is American 
Creed. For a century and more before the present epoch, when the oceans 
gave reality to the Monroe Doctrine, America at least applauded heartily 
every uprising of the people in any corner of the world. This was a tra- 
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dition from America’s own Revolutioa. The political revolutionaries of 
foreign countries were approved even by the conservatives in America. And 
America wanted generously to share its precious ideals and its happiness 
in enjoying a society ruled by its own people with all who would come 
here. James Truslow Adams tells us: 

The American dream that has lured tens of millions of all nations to our 
shores in the past century has not been a dream of merely material plenty, though 
that has doubtless counted heavily. It has been much more than that. It has been 
a dream of being able to grow to fullest development as man and woman, unham- 
pered by the barriers which had slowly been erected in older civilizations, unre- 
pressed by social orders which had developed for the benefit of classes rather than 
for the simple human being of any and every class. And that dream has been 
realized more fully in actual life here than anywhere else, though very imperfectly 
even among ourselves. 

This IS what the Western frontier country could say to the “East.” And 
even the skeptic cannot help feeling that, perhaps, this youthful exuberant 
America has the destiny to do for the whole Old World what the frontier 
did to the old colonies. American nationalism is permeated by the American 
Creed, and therefore becomes mternational in its essence. 

SOME HISTORICAL REFLECTIONS 

It is remarkable that a vast democracy with so many cultural disparities 
has been able to reach this unanimity of ideals and to elevate them su- 
premely over the threshold of popular perception. Totalitarian fascism and 
nazism have not in their own countries — at least not in the short range of 
their present rule — succeeded m accomplishing a similar result, in spite of 
the fact that those governments, after having subdued the principal pre- 
cepts most akin to the American Creed, have attempted to coerce the minds 
of their people by means of a centrally controlled, ruthless, and scientifically 
contrived apparatus of propaganda and violence. 

There are more things to be wondered about. The disparity of national 
origin, language, religion, and culture, during the long era of mass immi- 
gration into the United States, has been closely correlated with mcome 
differences and social class distinctions. Successive vintages of “Old Amer- 
icans” have owned the country and held the dominant political power; they 
have often despised and exploited “the foreigners.” To this extent condi- 
tions in America must be said to have been particularly favorable to the 
stratification of a rigid class society. 

But It has not come to be. On the question of why the trend took the 
other course, the historians, from Turner on, point to ^e free land and 
the boundless resources. The persistent dnvc from the Western frontier — 
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now and then swelling into great tides as in the Jeffersonian movement 
around 1800, the Jacksonian movement a generation later, and the succes- 
sive third-party movements and breaks in the traditional parties — could, 
however, reach its historical potency only because of the fact that America, 
from the Revoluuon onward, had an equahtarian creed as a going national 
ethos. The economic determinants and the force of the ideals can be shown 
to be interrelated. But the latter should not be relegated to merely a de- 
pendent variable. Vernon L. Farrington, the great historian of the devel- 
opment of the American mind, writes thus: 

The humanitarian idealism of the Declaration [of Independence] has always 
echoed as a batde<ry,in the hearts of those who dream of an America dedicated 
to democratic ends. It cannot be long ignored or repudiated, for sooner or later 
it returns to plague the council of praaical politics. It is constantly breaking out 
in fresh revolt. . . . Without its freshening influence our political history would 
have been much more sordid and materialistic. 

Indeed, the new republic began its career with a reaction. Charles Beard, 
in An Economic Interpretation of the Constitution of the United States, 
and a group of modern historians, throwing aside the much cherished 
national mythology which had blurred the difference in spirit between the 
Declaration of Independence and the Constitution, have shown that the 
latter was conceived in considerable suspicion against democracy and fear 
of “the people.” It was dominated by property consciousness and designed 
as a defense against the democratic spirit let loose during the Revolution. 

But, admitting all this, the Constitution which actually emerged out of 
the compromises in the drafting convention provided for the most demo- 
cratic state structure in existence anywhere in the world at that time. And 
many of the safeguards so skdlfuUy thought out by the conservatives to 
protect "the rich, the wellborn, and the capable” agamst majority rule 
melted when the new order began to function. Other conservative safe- 
guards have fastened themselves into the political pattern. And “in the 
ceaseless conflict between the man and the dollar, between democracy and 
property” — ^again to quote Farrington — property has for long periods tri- 
umphed and blocked the will of the people. And there are today large 
geographical regions and Helds of human hfe which, particularly when 
measured by the high goals of the American Creed, are conspicuously 
lagging. But taking the broad historical view, the American Creed has 
triumphed. It has given the mam direction to change in this country. 
America has had gifted conservative statesmen and national leaders, and 
they have often determined the course of public affairs. But with few excep- 
tions, only the hberals have gone down in history as national heroes. 
America is, as we shall point out, conservative in fundamental prmciples, 
and m much more than that, though hopefully experimentalistic in regard 
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to much of the practical arrangements in society. But the principles con- 
served care liberal and some, indeed, are radical. 

America got this dynamic Creed much as a political convenience and a 
device of strategy during the long struggle with the English Crown, the 
London Parliament and the various British powerholders in the colonies. 
It served as the rallying center for the growing national unity that was 
needed. Later it was a necessary device for buildmg up a national morale 
in order to enlist and sustain the people in the Revolutionary War. In this 
spirit the famous declarations were resolved, the glorious speeches made, 
the inciting pamphlets written and spread. “The appeal to arms would 
seem to have been brought about by a minority of the American people, 
directed by a small group of skillful leaders, who, like Indian scouts, cov- 
ered their tracks so cleverly, that only the keenest trailers can now follow 
their course and understand their strategy.” 

But the Creed, once set forth and disseminated among the American 
people, became so strongly entrenched in their hearts, and the circum- 
stances have since then been so relatively favorable, that it has succeeded in 
keeping itself very much alive for more than a century and a half. 


THE ROOTS OF THE AMERICAN CREED IN THE PHILOSOPHY OF F.NLIGHTENMENT 

The American Creed is a humanistic liberalism developing out of the 
epoch of Enlightenment when America received its national consciousness 
and Its political structure. The Revolution did not stop short of anything 
less than the heroic desire for the “emancipation of human nature.” The 
enticing flavor of the eighteenth century, so dear to every intellectual and 
rationalist, has not been lost on the long journey up to the present time. 
Let us quote a contemporary exegesis: 

Democracy is a form of political association in which the general control and 
direction of the commonwealth is habitually determined by the bulk of the com- 
munity in accordance with understandings and procedures providing for popular 
participation and consent Its postulates are: 

1. The essential dignity of man, the importance of protecting and cultivating his 
personality on a fraternal rather than upon a differential basis, of reconciling 
the needs of the personality within the frame-work of the common good in a 
formula of liberty, justice, welfare. 

2. The perfectibility of man; confidence in the possibilities of the human per- 
sonality, as over against the doctrines of caste, class, and slavery. 

3. That the gains of commonwealths are essentially mass gams rather than the 
efforts of the few and should be diffused as promptly as possible throughout 
the community without too great delay or too wide a spread in differentials. 

4. Confidence in the value of the consent of the governed expressed in institu- 
tions, understandings and practices as a basis of order, liberty, justice. 
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5. The value of decisions arrived at by common counsel rtther than by violenoe 
and brutality. 

These postulates rest upon ( i ) reason in regarding the essential nature of the 
political man, upon (2) observation, experience and inference, and (3) the ful> 
iiilment of the democratic ideal is strengthened by a faith in the final triumph 
of ideals of human behavior in general and of political behavior in particular. 

For practical purposes the mam norms of the American Creed as usually 
pronounced are centered m the belief in equality and in the rights to liberty. 
In the Declaration of Independence — ^as m the earlier Virginia Bill of Rights 
— equality was given the supreme rank and the rights to liberty are posited 
as derived from equality. This logic was even more clearly expressed in 
Jefferson’s original formulation of the first of the “self-evident truths”: 
“All men are created equal and from that equal creation they derive rights 
inherent and unalienable, among which are the pre.servation of life and 
hberty and the pursuit of happiness.” 

Liberty, in a sense, was easiest to reach It is a vague ideal: everything 
turns around whose liberty is preserved, to what extent and in what direc- 
tion. In society liberty' for one may mean the suppression of liberty for 
others. The result of competition will be determined by who got a head 
start and who is handicapped. In America as everywhere else — and some- 
times, perhaps, on the average, a little more ruthlessly — ^liberty often pro- 
vided an opportunity for the stronger to rob the weaker. Against this, 
the equalitarianism in the Creed has been persistently revolting. The strug- 
gle IS far from ended. The reason why American liberty was not more dan- 
gerous to equality was, of course, the open frontier and the free land. When 
opportunity became bounded m the last generation, the inherent conflict 
between equality and liberty flared up. Quality is slowly winnmg. The 
New Deal during the ’thirties was a landslide.^ 


THE KOOTS IN CHRISTIANITY 

If the European philosophy of Enlightenment was one of the ideological 
roots of the American Creed, another equally important one was Christian- 
ity, particularly as it took the form in the colonies of various lower class 
Protestant sects, split off from the Anglican Church.® “Democracy was 
envisaged in religious terms long before it assumed a political terminology.” 

1 New Dealers, like most Amencao liberals today, pronounce hberty before equality. But 
they do so in the eighteenth century Jeffersonian sense, not m the American businessman’s 
sense The “four freedoms” of Frankhn D Roosevelt are liberties, but they are liberties to get 
equality, not liberties of the stronger to infringe on the weaker In this sense, equahty is log- 
ically derivable from hberty, just as liberty is from equality* if there is real hberty for all there 
will be equal opportunity and equal justice for all, and there will even be social equality limited 
only by minor biological inequalities. 

* While the Protestant sects emphasized the elements of the Amencan Creed, it should not 
be forgotten that there was an older trait of humamtariamsm and equalitarianism in the creed 
of the Medieval Church. 
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It is true that modern history has relegated to the category of the pious 
patriotic myths the popular belief that all the colonies had been founded 
to get rehgious hberty, which could not be had in the Old World. Some 
of the colonies were commercial adventures and the settlers came to them, 
and even to the religious colonies later, to improve their economic status. 
It is also true that the churches in the early colonial times did not always 
exactly represent the idea of democratic government in America but most 
often a harsher tyranny over people’s souls and behavior than either King 
or Parliament ever cared to wield. 

But the myth itself is a social reality with important effects. It was 
strong already in the period of the Revolution and continued to grow. A 
small proportion of new immigrants throughout the nineteenth century 
came for religious reasons, or partly so, and a great many more wanted to 
rationalize their uprooting and transplantation m such terms. So religion 
Itself in America took on a spirit of fight for hberty. The Bible is full of 
support fiir such a spirit. It consists to a large extent of the tales of oppres- 
sion and redemption from oppression: m the Old Testament of the Jewish 
people and in the New Testament of the early Christians. The rich and 
mighty are most often the wrongdoers, while the poor and lowly arc the 
followers of God and Christ. 

The basic teaching of Protestant Christianity is democratic. We arc all 
poor sinners and have the same heavenly father. The concept of natural 
rights in the philosophy of Enlightenment corresponded rather closely 
with the idea of moral law in the Christian faith: 

The doctrine of the free individual, postulating the gradual escape of men 
from external political control, as they learned to obey the moral law, had its 
counterpart in the emphasis of evangchasm upon the freedom of the regenerated 
man from the terrors of the Old Testament code framed for the curbing of unruly 
and sinful generations. The philosophy of progress was similar to the Utopian 
hopes of the miUennanans. The mission of American democracy to save the world 
from the oppression of autocrats was a secular version of the dcstmy of Chris- 
tianity to save the world from the governance of Satan. 

But apart from the historical problem of the extent to which church and 
rehgion in America actually inspired the American Creed, they became a 
powerful container and preserver of the Creed when it was once in exist- 
ence. This was true from the beginning. While in Europe after the Napo- 
leonic Wars the mcreasmg power of the churches everywhere spelled a 
period of reaction, the great revivals beginning around 1800 in America 
were a sort of rehgious continuation of the Revolution. 

In this way great numbers whom the more-or-less involved theory ot natural 
rights had escaped came under the leveling influence of a religious doctrine which 
held that all men were equal in the sight of God. Throughout the Revival period 
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the upper classes looked upon the movement as “a religious distemper" which 
spread like a contagious disease, and they pomted out that it made its greatest 
appeal to “those of weak intellect and unstable emotions, women, adolescents, and 
Negroes.” But to the poor farmer who had helped to win the Revolution only to 
find himself oppressed as much by the American ruling classes as he had ever 
been by Crown offiuals, the movement was “the greatest stir of Religion smee 
the day of Pentecost.” 

Religion is still a potent force in American life. “They are a religious 
people,” observed Lord Bryce about Americans a half a century ago, with 
great understandmg for the importance of this fact for their national 
ideology. American scientific observers are likely to get their attentions 
fixed upon the process of progressive secularization to the extent that they 
do not see this mam fact, that America probably is still the most religious 
country in the Western world Political leaders are continuously deducing 
the American Creed out of the Bible. Vice-President Henry Wallace, in 
his historic speech * of May 8, 1942, to the Free World Association, where 
he declared the present war to be “a fight between a slave world and a free 
world” and declared himself for “a people’s peace” to inaugurate “the cen- 
tury of the common man,” spoke thus; 

The idea of freedom — the freedom that we in the United States know and 
love so well — is derived from the Bible with its extraordinary emphasis on the 
dignity of the individual. Democracy is the only true political expression of Chris- 
Uanity. 

The prophets of the Old Testament were the first to preach social jusuce. But 
that which was sensed by the prophets many centuries before Christ was not 
given complete and powerful political expression until our Nation was formed 
as a Federal Union a century and a half ago. 

Ministers have often been reactionaries in America. They have often 
tried to stifle free speech; they have organized persecution of unpopular 
dissenters and have even, in some regions, been active as the organizers of 
the Ku Klux Klan and similar “un-American” (in terms of the American 
Creed) movements. But, on the whole, church and religion in America arc 
a force strengthening the American Creed. The fundamental tenets of 
Christianity press for expression even in the most bigoted setting. And, 
again on the whole, American rehgion is not particularly bigoted, but on 
the contrary, rather open-minded. The mere fatt that there arc many 
denominations, and that there is competition between them, forces Amer- 
ican churches to a greater tolerance and ecumenical understanding and to 
a greater humanism and interest in social problems than the people in 
the churches would otherwise call for. 

I also believe that American churches and their teachings have contrib- 

* See page 521. 
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uted something essential to the emotional temper of the Creed and, indeed, 
of the American people. Competent and sympathetic foreign observers have 
always noted the generosity and helpfulness of Americans. This and the 
equally conspicuous formal democracy m human contacts have undoubtedly 
had much to do with the predominantly lower class origin of the American 
people, and even more perhaps, with the mobility and the opportunities — 
what de Tocqueville called the “equality of condition” — in the nation when 
It was in its formative stage. But I cannot help feeling that the Christian 
neighborlmess of the common American reflects, also, an influence from the 
churches. Apart from its origin, this temper of the Americans is part and 
parcel of the American Creed It shows up in the Americans’ readiness to 
make financial sacrifices for charitable purposes. No country has so many 
cheerful givers as America. It was not only “rugged individualism,” nor a 
relatively continuous prosperity, that made it possible for America to get 
along without a publicly organized welfare policy almost up to the Great 
Depression in the ’thirties, but it was also the world’s most generous pri- 
vate charity. 

THE ROOTS IN ENGLISH LAW 

The third main ideological influence behind the American Creed is 
English law. The indebtedness of American civilization to the culture of 
the mother country is nowhere else as great as in respect to the democratic 
concept of law and order, which it inherited almost without noticing it. 
It is the glory of England that, after many generations of hard struggle. 
It established the principles of justice, equity, and equality before the law 
even in an age when the rest of Europe (except for the cultural islands 
of Switzerland, Iceland, and Scandinavia) based personal security on the 
arbitrary police and on lettres de cachet. 

This concept of a government “of laws and not of men” contained 
certam fundamentals of both equahty and liberty. It will be a part of our 
task to study how these elemental demands are not nearly realized even 
in present-day America. But in the American Creed they have never been 
questioned. And it is no exaggeration to state that the philosophical ideas 
of human equality and the inalienable rights to life, liberty, and property, 
hastily sowed on American ground in a period of revolution when they were 
opportune — even allowing ever so much credit to the influences from the 
free life on the Western frontier — ^would not have struck root as they did 
if the soil had not already been cultivated by English law. 

Law and order represent such a crucial element both in the American 
Creed and in the spotty American reality that, at a later stage of our 
argument in this chapter, we ^all have to devote some further remarks 
to this particular set of ideological roots. 
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AMERICAN CONSERVATISM 

These ideological forces— the Christian religion and the English law— 
also explain why America through all its adventures has so doggedly stuck 
to its high ideals: why it has been so conservative in keeping to libualism 
as a national creed even if not as its actual way of life. This conservatism, 
in fundamental principles, has, to a great extent, been perverted into a 
nearly fetishistic cult of the Constitution. This is unfortunate since the 
Constitution of 1789 is in many respects impractical and ill-suited for 
modern conditions and since, furthermore, the drafters of the document 
made it technically didScult to change even if there were no popular feehng 
against change. 

The worship of the Constitution also is a most flagrant violation of the 
American Creed which, as far as the technical arrangements for executing 
the power of the people are concerned, is strongly opposed to stiff formulas. 
Jefferson actually referred to the American form of government as an 
experiment. The young Walt Whitman, among many other liberals before 
and after him, expressed the spirit of the American Revolution more 
faithfully when he demanded “continual additions to our great experiment 
of how much liberty society will bear.” Modern historical studies of how 
the Constitution came to be as it is reveal that the Constitutional Conven- 
tion was nearly a plot against the common people. Until recently, the 
Constitution has been used to block the popular will: the Fourteenth 
Amendment inserted after the Civil War to protect the civil rights of the 
poor freedmen has, for instance, been used more to protect business corpora- 
tions against public control. 

But when all this is said, it docs not give more than one side of the cult 
of the Constitution. The common American is not informed on the tech- 
nicalities and has never thought of any great difference in spirit between 
the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution. When he worships 
the Constitution, it is an act of American nationabsm, and m this the 
American Creed is inextricably blended. The hberal Creed, even in its 
dynamic formulation by Jefferson, is adhered to by every American. The 
unanimity around, and the explicitness o^ this Creed is the great wonder of 
America. The “Old Americans,” all those who have thoroughly come to 
identify themselves with the nation — which are many more than the Sons 
and Daughters of the Revolution — ^adhere to the Creed as the faith of their 
ancestors. The others — the Negroes, the new immigrants, the Jews, and 
other disadvantaged and unpopular groups — could not possibly have in- 
vented a system of political ideals which better corresponded to their 
interests. So, by the logic of the unique American history, it has developed 
that the rich and secure, out of pride and conservatism, and the poor and 
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iiuecure, out of dire need, have come to profess the identical social ideals; 
The reflectmg observer comes to feel that this spiritual convergence, more 
than America’s strategic position behind the oceans and its immense material 
resources, is what makes the nation great and what promises it a still greater 
future. Behind it all is the historical reality which makes it possible for 
the President to appeal to all in the nation in this way: “Let us not forget 
that we are all descendants from revolutionaries and immigrants.” . . . 

“up-service” 

The conflict in the American concept of law and order is only one side 
of the “moral overstrain” of the nation. America believes m and aspires 
to something much higher than its plane of actual life. The subordinate 
position of Negroes is perhaps the most glarmg conflict in the American 
consaencc and the greatest unsolved task for American democracy. But 
it is by no means the only one. Donald Young complains: 

In our more introspective moments, ncariy all of us Americans will admit 
that our government contains imperfections and anachronisms. We who have 
been born and brought up under the evils of gang rule, graft, political incom- 
petence, inadequate representation, and some of the other weaknesses of democ- 
racy, American plan, have developed mental calluses and are no longer sensitive 
to them. 

The popular explanation of the disparity in America between ideals and 
actual behavior is that Americans do not have the slightest intention of 
living up to the ideals which they talk about and put into their Constitution 
and laws. Many Americans arc accustomed to talk loosely and disparagingly 
about adherence to the American Creed as “lip-scrvice” and even “hypoc- 
risy.” Foreigners are even more prone to make such a characterization. 

This explanation is too superficial. To begin with, the true hypocrite sms 
in secret; he conceals his faults. The American, on the contrary, is strongly 
and sincerely “against sin,” even, and not least, his own sins. He investi- 
gates his faults, puts them on record, and shouts them from the housetops, 
addmg the most severe recriminations against himself, including the accu- 
sation of hypocrisy. If all the world is well informed about the political 
corruption, orgamzed crime, and faltering system of justice in America, 
it IS primarily not due to its malice but to American publicity about its own 
imperfections. America's handling of the Negro problem has been criticized 
most emphatically by white Americans since long before the Revolution, 
and the criticism has steadily gone on and will not stop until America has 
completely reformed itself. 

Bryce observed: “They know, and are content that all the world should 
know, the worst as well as the best of themselves. They have a boundless 
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&ith in free inquiry and full discussion. Tliey admit the possibility of any 
number of temporary errors and delusions.” The present author remem- 
bers, from his first visit to this country as an inexperienced social scientist 
at the end of the ’twenties, how confused he often felt when Americans 
in all walks of life were trustingly asking him to tell them what was 
“wrong with this country.” It is true that this open-mindedness, particularly 
against the outside world, may have decreased considerably since then on 
account of the depression, and that the present War might work in the same 
direction, though this is not certain; and it is true also that the opposite 
tendency always had its strong representation in America. But, by and 
large, America has been and will remain, in all probability, a society which 
is eager to indulge in self-scrutiny and to welcome criticism. 

This American eagerness to get on record one’s sins and their causes is 
illustrated in the often quoted letter by Patrick Henry (1772), where he 
confessed that he had slaves because he was “drawn along by the general 
inconvenience of living here without them.” 

I will not, I cannot, justify it. However culpable my conduct, I will so far 
pay my devotr to virtue as to own the excellence and rectitude of her precepts, 
and lament my want of conformity to them 

American rationalism and moralism spoke through Patrick Henry. Am erica 
as a nation is like its courageous and eloquent son of the Revolution. It is 
continuously paying its devotr to virtue; it is repeating its allegiance to the 
full American Creed by lamenting its want of conformity to it. The 
strength and security of the nation helped this puritan tradition to continue. 
No weak nation anxious for its future could ever have done it. Americans 
believe in their own ability and in progress. They are at bottom moral 
optimists. 

In a great nation there is, of course, division of labor. Some Americans 
do most of the sinning, but most do some of it. Some specialize in muck- 
raking, preaching, and lamentation; but there is a little of the muckraker 
and preacher m all Americans. On the other hand, superficially viewed, 
Americans often appear cynical. Their social science has lately developed 
along a deterministic track of amoralistic nonconcernedness; but this is 
Itself easily seen to be a moralistic reaction. As a matter of fact, this young 
nation 1$ the least cynical of all nations. It is not hypocritical in the usual 
sense of the word, but labors persistently with its moral problems. It is 
taking its Creed very seriously indeed, and this is the reason why the ideals 
are not only continuously discussed but also represent a social force — ^why 
they receive more than “lip-service” in the collective life of the nation. The 
cultural unity of the nation is this common sharing in both the consciousness 
of'sins and the devotion to high ideals. 



John Steinbeck 

John Stetnbec\ (ipo2- ) u>tis bom tn Caltfornta. He attended Stan- 
jord University as a special student but left to pursue a writing career in 
New Yorl^. Failing in this put pose he returned to Ctdifoinia where, tn 
/9J5, he achieved his first success. Tortilla Flat. Since then the growth 
of his reputation has been phenomenal' first in the novel and play. Of 
Mice and Men, then in the novel. The Grapes of Wrath. Stetnbec\ is 
endowed with a powerful and individual style, to which he joins a lively 
social conscience. The Grapes of Wrath made the whole United States 
suddenly conscious of what had been a local problem, the dispossessed 
Oljtes. From The Grapes of Wrath is selected one of the chapteis in 
which the scope of the novel is widened for the purpose of panoramic 
soaal commentary. 


TWO FOR A PENNY 

ALONG 66 the hamburger stands — ^Al & Susy’s 
Place— Carl’s Lunch— Joe & Minnie— Will’s Eats. Board-and-bat shacks. 
Two gasoline pumps in front, a screen door, a long bar, stools, and a foot 
rail. Near the door three slot machines, showing through glass the wealth 
in nickels three bars will bring. And beside them, the nickel phonograph 
with records piled up like pies, ready to swing out to the turntable and 
play dance music, “Ti-pi-ti-pi-tin,” “Thanks for the Memory,’’ Bing Crosby, 
Benny Goodman. At one end of the counter a covered case; candy cough 
drops, caffeine sulphate called sleepless, No-Doze; candy, cigarettes, razor 
blades, aspirin, Bromo-Seltzer, Alka-Seltzer. The walls decorated with 
posters, bathing girls, blondes with big breasts and slender hips and waxen 
faces, in white bathing suits, and holding a bottle of Coca-Cola and smil- 
ing — see what you get with a Coca-Cola. Long bar, 'and salts, peppers, 
mustard pots, and paper napkins. Beer taps behind the counter, and in back 
the coffee urns, shiny and steaming, with glass gauges showing the coffee 
level. And pies in wire cages and oranges in pyramids of four. And little 
piles of Post Toasties, corn flakes, stacked up in designs. 

The signs on cards, picked out with shining mica: Pies Like Mother 
Used to Make. Credit Makes Enemies, Let’s Be Friends. Ladies May Smoke 
But Be Careful Where You Lay Your Butts. Eat Here and Keep Your Wife 
for a Pet. 

Down at one end the cooking plates, pots of stew, potatoes, pot roast, 
roast beef, gray roast pork waiting to be shced. 
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Minnie or Susy or Mae, middle-aging behind the counter, hair curled 
and rouge and powder on a sweating face. Taking orders in a soft low 
voice, calling them to the cook with a screech like a peacock. Mopping 
the counter with circular strokes, polishing the big shining coffee urns. 
The cook is Joe or Carl or Al, hot in a white coat and apron, beady sweat 
on white forehead, below the white cook’s cap; moody, rarely speaking, 
looking up for a moment at each new entry. Wiping the griddle, slappmg 
down the hamburger. He repeats Mae’s orders gently, scrapes the griddle, 
wipes it down with burlap. Moody and silent. 

Mae is the contact, smiling, irritated, near to outbreak; smiling while 
her eyes look on past — unless for truck drivers. There’s the backbone of 
the joint. Where the trucks stop, that’s where the customers come. Can’t 
fool truck drivers, they know. They brmg the custom. They know. Give 
’em a stale cup a coffee an’ they’re oS the joint. Treat ’em right an’ they 
come back. Mae really smiles with all her might at truck drivers. She 
bridles a little, fixes her back hair so that her breasts will lift with her raised 
arms, passes the time of day and indicates great things, great times, great 
jokes. Al never speaks. He is no contact. Sometimes he smiles a little at a 
joke, but he never laughs. Sometimes he looks up at the vivaciousness in 
Mae’s voice, and then he scrapes the griddle with a spatula, scrapes the 
grease into an iron trough around the plate. He presses down a hissing 
hamburger with his spatula. He lays the split buns on the plate to toast and 
heat. He gathers up stray onions from the plate and heaps them on the meat 
and presses them in with the spatula. He puts half the bun on top of the 
meat, paints the other half with melted butter, with thin pickle relish. Hold- 
ing the bun on the meat, he shps the spatula under the thin pad of meat, 
flips it over, lays the buttered half on top, and drops the hamburger on a 
small plate. Quarter of a dill pickle, two black olives beside the sandwich. 
Al skims the plate down the counter like a quoit. And he scrapes his griddle 
with the spatula and looks moodily at the stew kettle. 

Cars whisking by on 66. License plates. Mass., Tcnn., R.I., N.Y., Vt., 
Ohio. Going west. Fine cars, cruising at sixty-five. 

There goes one' of them Cords. Looks like a coffin on wheels. 

But, Jesus, how they travel I 

See that La Salle? Me for that. I ain’t a hog. I go for a La Salle. 

’F ya goin’ big, what’s a matter with a Cad’? Jus’ a little bigger, little 
faster. 

I’d take a Zephyr myself. You ain’t ridin’ no fortune, but you got 
class an’ speed. Give me a Zephyr. 

Well, sir, you may get a laugh outa this — ^I’ll take a Buick-Puick. That’s 
good enough. 

But, hell, that costs in the Zephyr class an’ it ain't got the sap. 

I don’ care. I don’ want nothin’ to do with nothin’ of Henry Ford’s. 
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1 doll* like ’im. Never did. Got a brother worked in the plant Oughu hear 
him tell. 

Well, a Zephyr got sap. 

The big cars on the highway . . . The big car cruising along at sixty. 

I want a cold drink. 

Well, there’s something up ahead. Want to stop? 

Do you think it would be clean? 

Clean as you’re going to find m this God-£orsaken country. 

Well, maybe the bottled soda will be all right. 

1116 great car squeals and pulls to a stop. The fat worried man helps 
his wife out 

Mae looks at and past them as they enter. A1 looks up from his griddle, 
and down again. Mae knows. They’ll drink a five-cent soda and crab that 
it ain’t cold enough. The woman will use six paper napkins and drop 
them on the floor. The man will choke and try to put the blame on Mae. 
The woman will sniff as though she smelled rotting meat and they will go 
out again and tell forever afterward that the people in the West are sullen. 

Truck dnvers. That’s the stuff. 

Here’s a big transport cornin’. Hope they stop; take away the taste 
of them — When I worked m that hotel in Albuquerque, Al, the way they 
steal— ever’ darn thing. An’ the bigger the car they got, the more they 
steal— towels, silver, soap dishes. I can’t figger it. 

And Al, morosely, Where ya thmk they get them big cars and stuff? 
Born with ’em? You won’t never have nothin’. 

The transport truck, a driver and relief. How ’bout stoppin’ for a cup 
a Java? I know this dump. 

How’s the schedule^ 

Oh, we’re ahead I 

Pull up, then. They’s a ol’ war horse in here that’s a kick. Good Java, 
too. 

The truck pulls up. Two men in khaki riding trousers, boots, short 
jackets, and shiny-visorcd military caps. Screen door — slam. 

H’ya, Mae? 

Well, if it ain’t Big Bill the Rati When’d you get back on this run? 

Week ago. 

The other man puts a nickel in the phonograph, watches the disk slip 
free and the turntable rise up under it. Bmg Crosby’s voice— golden. 
“Thanks for the memory, of sunburn at the shore— You might have 
been a headache, but you never were a bore — ’’ And the truck driver 
sings for Mae’s ears, you might have been a haddock but you never was 
a whore — 

Mae laughs. Who’s ya frien’. Bill? New on this run, ain’t he? 
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The other puts a nickel in the slot machine, wins four slugs, and puts 
them back. Walks to the counter. 

Well, what's it gonna be? 

Oh, cup a Java. Kinda pie ya got? 

Banana cream, pineapple cream, chocolate cream — ^an’ apple. 

Make it apple. Wait — Kind is that big thick one? 

Mae lifts It out and sniffs it. Banana cream. 

Cut off a hunk; make it a big hunk. 

Man at the slot machine says, Two all around. 

Two it IS. . . . 

Al, slicing onions carefully on a board, looks up and smiles, and then 
looks down again. Truck drivers, that’s the stuff. Gonna leave a quarter 
each for Mac. Fifteen cents for pic an* coffee an’ a dime for Mae. . . . 

Sitting together on the stools, spoons stickmg up out of the coffee 
mugs. Passing the time of day. And Al, rubbing down his griddle, listenmg 
but making no comment. Bing Crosby’s voice stops. The turntable drops 
down and the record swings into its place in the pile. The purple light goes 
off. The nickel, which has caused all this mechanism to work, has caused 
Crosby to sing and an orchestra to play — ^th» nickel drops from between 
the contact points into the box where the profits go. This nickel, unlike most 
money, has actually done a job of work, has been physically responsible 
for a reaction. 

Steam spurts from the valve of the coffee urn. The compressor of the 
ice machine chugs softly for a time and then stops. The electric fan in the 
corner waves its head slowly back and forth, sweeping the room with a 
warm breeze. On the highway, on 66, the cars whiz by. 

They was a Massachusetts car stopped a while ago, said Mae. 

Big Bill grasped his cup around the top so that the spoon stuck up 
between his first and second fingers. He drew in a snort of air with the 
coffee, to cool it. “You ought to be out on 66. Cars from all over the coun- 
try. All headin’ west. Never seen so many before. Sure some honeys on 
the road.” 

“We seen a wreck this mornin’,” his companion said. “Big car. Big 
Cad’, a special job and a honey, low, cream-color, special job. Hit a truck. 
Folded the radiator right back into the driver. Must a been doin’ ninety. 
Steerin’ wheel went right on through the guy an’ lef’ him a-wigglin’ hke a 
frog on a hook. Peach of a car. A honey. You can have her for peanuts now. 
Drivin’ alone, the guy was.” 

Al looked up from his work. “Hurt the truck?” 

I “Oh, Jesus Christ! Wasn’t a truck. One of them cut-down cars full 
a stoves an’ pans an’ mattresses an’ kids an’ chickens. Coin’ west, you 
know. This guy come by us doin’ ninety — ^r’ared up on two wheek just 
to pass us, an’ a car’s comm’ so he cuts in an’ whangs this here truck. Drove 
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like he’s bkn’ drunk. Jesus, the air was full a bed clothes an’ chickens an’ 
kids. Killed one kid. Never seen such a mess. We pulled up. Ol’ man that’s 
drivin’ the truck, he jus’ stan’s there lookin’ at that dead kid. Can’t get a 
word out of ’im. Jus’ rum-dumb. God Almighty, the road is full a them 
families goin’ west. Never seen so many. Gets worse all a time. Wonder 
where the hell they all come from?” 

“Wonder where they all go to,” said Mac. “Come here for gas some- 
times, but they don’t hardly never buy nothin’ else. People say they steal. 
We ain’t got nothin’ layin’ around. They never stole nothin’ from us.” 

Big Bill, munching his pie, looked up the road through the screened 
window. "Better tic your stuff down. I think you got some of ’em comm’ 
now.” 

A 1926 Nash sedan pulled wearily off the highway. The back seat 
was piled nearly to the ceilmg with sacks, with pots and pans, and 
on the very top, right up against the ceiling, two boys rode. On the top of 
the car, a mattress and a folded tent; tent poles tied along the running 
board. The car pulled up to the gas pumps. A dark-haired, hatchet-faced 
man got slowly out. And the two boys shd down from the load and hit the 
ground. 

Mac walked around the counter and stood in the door. The man was 
dressed in gray wool trousers and a blue shirt, dark blue with sweat on the 
back and under the arms. The boys m overalls and nothing else, ragged 
patched overalls. Their hair was light, and it stood up evenly all over their 
heads, for it had been roached. Their faces were streaked with dust. They 
went directly to the mud puddle under the hose and dug their toes into the 
mud. 

The man asked, “Can we git some water, ma’am'’” 

A look of annoyance crossed Mae’s face. “Sure, go ahead.” She said 
softly over her shoulder, “I’ll keep my eye on the hose.” She watched while 
the man slowly unscrewed the radiator cap and ran the hose in. 

A woman in the car, a flaxen-haired woman, said, “See if you can’t git 
it here.” 

The man turned off the hose and screwed on the cap again. The little 
boys took the hose from him and they upended it and drank thirstily. The 
man took off his dark, stained hat and stood with a curious humility m 
front of the screen. “Could you see your way to sell us a loaf of bread, 
ma’am?” 

Mae said, “This ain’t a grocery store. We got bread to make san’widges.” 

“I know, ma’am.” His humility was insistent. “We need bread and 
there am’t nothin’ for quite a piece, they say.” 

“ ’F we sell bread we gonna run out.” Mae’s tone was faltering. 

“We’re hungry,” the man said. 

“Whyn’t you buy a san’widgc? We got nice san’widgcs, hamburgs.” 
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“We’d sure admire to do that, ma’am. But we can’t We got to make a 
dime do all of us.” And he said embarrasscdly, “We ain’t got but a little.’’ 

Mae said, “You can’t get no loaf a bread for a dime. We only got 
fifteen-cent loafs.” 

From behind her A1 growled, “God Almighty, Mae, give ’em bread.” 

“We’ll run out ’fore the bread truck comes.” 

“Run out, then, goddamn it,” said AL And he looked sullenly down at 
the potato salad he was mixing, 

Mae shrugged her plump shoulders and looked to the truck drivers to 
show them what she was up against. 

She held the screen door open and the man came in, bringing a smell 
of sweat with him. The boys edged m behmd him and they went imme- 
diately to the candy case and stared in— not with craving or with hope or 
even with desire, but just with a kind of wonder that such things could be. 
They were alike in size and their faces were alike. One scratched his dusty 
ankle with the toe nails of his other foot. The other whispered some soft 
message and then they straightened then arms so that their clenched fists 
in the overall pockets showed through the thm blue cloth. 

Mac opened a drawer and took out a long waxpaper-wrapped loaf. 
“This here is a fifteen-cent loaf.” 

The man put his hat back on his head. He answered with inflexible 
humility, “Won’t you — can’t you sec your way to cut off ten cents’ worth?” 

Al said snarlmgly, “Goddamn it, Mae. Give ’em the loaf.” 

The man turned toward Al. “No, we want ta buy ten cents’ worth of 
it. We got it figgered awful close, mister, to get to California.” 

Mae said resignedly, “You can have this for ten cents.” 

“That’d be robbin’ you, ma’am.” 

“Go ahead— Al says to take it.” She pushed the waxpapered loaf across 
the counter. The man took a deep leather pouch from his rear pocket, 
untied the strings, and spread it open. It was heavy with silver and with 
greasy bills. 

“May soun’ funny to be so tight,” he apologized. “We got a thousan’ 
miles to go, an’ we don’ know if we’ll make it.” He dug in the pouch with 
a forefinger, located a dime, and pinched m for it. When he put it down on 
the counter he had a penny with it He was about to drop the penny back 
into the pouch when his eye fell on the boys frozen before- the candy coun- 
ter. He moved slowly down to them. He pointed in the case at big long 
sticks of striped peppermmt. “Is them penny candy, ma'am?” 

Mae moved down and looked in. “Which ones?!’ 

“Tliere, them stripy ones.” 

The little boys raised their eyes to her face and they stopped breath- 
ing; their mouths were partly open, their half-naked bodies were rigid. 

“Oh— them. Well, no— them’s two for a penny.” 
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“Wdl, gimme two then, ma’am.” He placed the copper cent carefully, 
on the counter. The boys expelled their held breath softly. Mae held 
the big sticks out. 

“Take ’em,” said the man. 

They reached timidly, each took a stick, and they held them down at 
their sides and did not look at them. But they looked at each other, and 
their mouth corners smiled rigidly with embarrassment. 

“Thank you, ma'am.” The man picked up the bread and went out 
the door, and the htde boys marched stiifiy behind him, the red-striped 
sticks held tightly against their legs. They leaped like chipmunks over the 
front seat and onto the top of the load, and they burrowed back out of 
sight like chipmunks. 

The man got in and started his car, and -with a roaring motor and a 
cloud of blue oily smoke the ancient Nash climbed up on the highway and 
went on its way to the west. 

From inside the restaurant the truck drivers and Mae and Al stared 
after them. 

Big Bill wheeled back. “Them wasn’t two-for-a-cent candy,” he said. 

“What’s that to you?” Mac said fiercely. 

“Them was nickel apiece candy,” said Bill. 

“We got to get goin’,” said the other man. “We’re droppin’ time.” They 
reached m their pockets. Bill put a coin on the counter and the other man 
looked at it and reached again and put down a coin. They swung around 
and walked to the door. 

“So long,” said BiU. 

Mac called, “Hey! Wait a minute. You got change.” 

“You go to hell,” said Bill, and the screen door slammed. 

Mae watched them get into the great truck, watched it lumber off in 
low gear, and heard the shift up the whining gears to cruismg ratio. 
“A1-” she said softly. 

He looked up from the hamburger he was patting thm and stacking 
between waxed papers. “What ya want?” 

“Look there.” She pointed at the coins beside the cups — two half- 
dollars. Al walked near and looked, and then he went back to his work. 

“Truck drivers,” Mae said reverently . . . 

Flics struck the screen with little bumps and droned away. The com- 
pressor chugged for a time and then stopped. On 66 the traffic whizzed 
by, trucks and fine streamlmed cars and jalopies; and they went by with a 
vicious whiz. Mae took down the plates and scraped the pie crusts into a 
bucket. She found her damp cloth and wiped the counter with circular 
sweeps. And her eyes were on the highway, where life whizzed by. 

Al wiped his hands on his apron. He looked at a paper pinn^ to the 
wall over the griddle. Three lines of marks in columns on the paper. Al 
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counted the longest line. He walked along the counter to the cash register, 
rang “No Sale,” and took out a handful of nickeb. 

“What ya doin’?” Mac asked. 

“Number three’s ready to pay off,” said Al. He went to the third slot 
machine and pbyed his nickels m, and on the fifth spin of the wheeb the 
three bars came up and the jack pot dumped out into the cup. Al gathered 
up the big handful of coins and went back of the counter. He dropped 
them in the drawer and sbmmed the cash register. Then he went back to 
his place and crossed out the line of dots. “Number three gets more play’n 
the others,” he said. “Maybe I ought to shift ’em around.” He lifted a lid 
and stirred the slowly simmering stew. 

“I wonder what they’ll do in California?” said Mae. 

“Who?” 

“Them folks that was just in.” 

“Christ knows,” said Al. 

“S’pose they’ll get work?” 

“How the hell would I know?” said Al. 

She stared eastward along the highway. “Here comes a transport, 
double. Wonder if they stop? Hope they do.” And as the huge truck came 
heavily down from the highway and parked, Mae seized her cloth and 
wiped the whole length of the counter. And she took a few swipes at the 
gleaming coffee urn too, and turned up the bottle-gas under the urn. Al 
brought out a handful of little turnips and started to peel them. Mae’s face 
was gay when the door opened and the two uniformed truck drivers 
entered. 

"Hi, sister!” 

“I won’t be a sister to no man,” said Mae. They laughed and Mae 
laughed. “What’ll it be, boys?” 

“Oh, a cup a Java. What kinda pie ya got?” 

“Pineapple cream an’ banana cream an’ chocolate cream an’ apple.” 

“Give me apple. No, wait — ^what’s that big thick one?” 

Mae picked up the pie and smelled it. “Pineapple cream,” she said. 

“Well, chop out a hunk a that.” 

The cars whizzed viciously by on 66. 



VI. PORTRAIT OF A WORLD 


ONCE upon a time a man could dwell in a cozy 
world which centered in his own back yard, a familiar world of village, 
town, and native land, no more than a patch of yellow, green, or pmk on 
the pages of a geography book. Today the children of the air age inhabit 
the whole earth. The patch on the map has become a spmning globe. Today 
the world is our neighborhood. 

Thus, while it is true, in terms of time, that the world has grown 
smaller, that “No spot on earth is more than sixty hours’ flying time from 
your local airport,” it is also true, in terms of space, that the world is as big 
as ever; and in terms of the individual’s relation to it, far bigger than ever 
before. 

And so the citizen of the United States is entering upon a global exten- 
sion of his interests and sympathies. The measure of his citizenship grows 
with the growing prestige of his country in international affairs. Whether 
he likes it or not, he is forced out of his comfortable isolation. He assumes 
new responsibilities, ventures into new areas of thought. When the world 
IS our neighborhood, the peoples of the world are our neighbors. In a world 
ravaged by two great wars, there is no lack of constructive work to occupy 
our hands. We shall do it the better if we seek to understand our neigh- 
bors — not so much to look for differences as to find points of common 
likeness. 

As Dwight Morrow once said at Mexico City: “When it comes to the 
profound experiences of life, the men and women of this small earth are 
not very different. When it comes to the death of parents or the birth of 
children, or the straining of eager eyes for needed rain, or the rising and 
standing uncovered of great groups of people when a national anthem is 
played — the men and women and children of this earth behave in much 
the same way.” 

Thus the great business of the foreseeable future is to bring about, 
through understanding among peoples, those things for which we have been 
fighting in a great war. What those things may be is variously interpreted, 
but one great objective all agree upon; a real peace. Only m a world at 
peace can we have security or freedom, love or charity, justice or happiness, 
beauty or culture or any other good thing. But it must be a real peace, not 
merely the absence of war or even the crushing of militarism — a positive 
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and active force working ever toward justice, democracy, and stability. Those 
are “great and marching words” and they raise many questions not to be 
answered without the help of the best minds of our time. 

What is a just peace? Is it the fulfillment of the Pour Freedoms.? How 
sincerely do we believe in the Four Freedoms as a practical world program? 

What is a democratic peace? Are we in earnest when we subscribe to 
the ideals of democracy — ^for all men everywhere? Can we achieve a demo- 
cratic peace if we merely repair the pohtical and economic machinery of the 
world but neglea the crowdmg problems of social change? 

What is a stable peace? How can we be sure of keeping the gains which 
men have bought with blood? How can we make free speech, free press, 
and free education so effective that public opinion shall be aware of every 
danger which may threaten peace henceforth? How can we make certain 
that, as time passes and the stark outlmes of war grow dim, we shall not 
again relax the fierce necessity of watchfulness? 

How shall we begin to reconstruct civilization after the storm of war? 
Which comes first, a workable organization to guarantee the world against 
new aggression? or a stronger and more self-reliant democracy at home? 
What of the Four Frcedoms'in the land of the free? What of equal oppor- 
tunity in the land of opportunity ? What of racial justice in the land of jus- 
tice? Where do we begin? 

In the ensuing pages various thinkers, writing from different points of 
view, comment on the same fundamental conflict at the heart of modern 
society: economic laissez-jatre versus social planning — muddling versus med- 
dling, if you like. Of course the issue is not so simple as that. There is no 
such thing as absolute non-interference or complete planning. But if there 
is a tendency one way or the other, is it not better to go forward to meet 
change than to wait until it comes upon us, perhaps by force? It is too late 
to turn back; but it is not too soon to say what kmd of world we want in 
the future. 

And, in any case, we shall have much to say about it. In the march of 
the nauons toward a just and lasting peace, toward an intelligently directed 
social order, toward a broader democracy, the United States must lead. As 
Richard Hovey wrote of another ume when destiny knocked at our gates: 

I do not know beneath what sky 
Nor on what seas shall be thy fate; 

I only know it diall be high, 

1 only know it shall be great. 



Christopher La Farge 

Christopher La Farge (iSp?- ) was bom in New Yor^ of distin- 
guished ancestry which includes Benjanun Franl(lin, Commodore Oliver 
Hazard Perry, and John La Farge, the panter. He ts a brother of Oliver 
La Farge, whose novels interpret the American Indian. Hts youth was 
fortunate in its cultivated home background. He graduated from Groton 
and Harvard and became an archstect. When the depression ended the 
demand for his services, he turned without hesitation to literature and 
began to experiment with the difficult form of the verse-novel. After a 
qualified success in Hoxsie Sells His Acres, he achieved his purpose in 
the brilliant poem of married life. Each to' the Other. 


THE GREAT AND MARCHING WORDS 

These are the great words marching with high proud steps 
Over the valleys of effort, pam, and war: 

Liberty, Democracy, Sacrifice, 

Freedom to worship God, Freedom to speak. 

Freedom to seek the heights. 

These are huge words 
Dwarfing our selves to littleness, our lives 
Condensed from the single love into the collective 
Passion of nationhood. 

These are lofty words 

That are to the eye of the grounded man like planes 
Tiltmg against imponderable heaven. 

Swift atoms against the blue of the day’s far 
And unapproachable robe, too high. 

No ceiling to valor. 

Yet in the end. 

You must bring Freedom m to your hearth to burn 
Like a cut hickory log, you must put on 
Democracy hke a patched and friendly coat. 

You must bring Sacrifice down to street-level 
And sweep with it, like a cloud-broom made usual. 

You must pour Liberty warm into the bottle 
Your infant’s suckled at. 

It is not easy, this. I know it. War breeds the need; 

War’s a great needer, hungry for our souls 
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Before it eats our bodies. It inflicts 

Vision upon us when our comfort lies 

In the soft darkness of the used, the well-rubbed way 

Our fingers found for us. 

We shall not grow 

Wmgs to our passion unul these over-tall, 

These too-resounding and too-often-mouthed words 
Draw to a hunger in us, and we feed 
On simple knowing. 

As for this — 

It must have ceased to fret you. You must become one 
Who in all good humility can see 
God comforting in the dog curled before your fire. 
Can hear Christ speak m the latch that opens wide 
To let children run into the fields for mischief. 

Taste freedom in the movements of your hand. 

See all your country in one poor small drawing. 

Know the good scarred face 
Of all democracy because a friend 
Tells you good morning on a aty street. 

Know sacrifice because a woman joins 
Her life to yours and helps you as you build 
Smaller, from less materials, m effort. 

To make life better though it be less life. 

You sec — 

Thus do the answers come. 

Or, to be true. 

Thus they begin, for still such stuff is general. 

Being like air, like clouds. 

You may not quite wrap up m it, but breathe it 

Since you must breathe. Democracy’s still too big 

In a friend’s face; a woman is love, and marriage 

Is a first loving and its privilege 

Has sacrifice for essence; children are keys to Christ, 

Yet leave unchristian residue; the whole 

Of this diversity of many<olorcd acres we call 

America is beyond the graspmg mind no matter 

How It may clutch at it. One touches 

The general only when the particular 

Has come to hand and been rubbed smooth and dear — 

Lest It be lost. 

These matters move, they move. 

But seem hke air that floats over the water 
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Barren of power to ripple it, while we long 
For the tempest, crave the storm, want hurricanes 
To force our bodies into a sense of force. 

I tell you, 

The big vast words that seem so difficult, 

Lie in the hand’s palm, beneath the daily glance, 

Beyond the doorsill but two little steps, 

And are for each as near, for each as strangely 
Different as the conception of death’s use 
To old and young. 

You must first have named 
The sleeping dog, a name become familiar 
In comfort to you as you have comforted, tending 
The wire’s cut on the shank of the leg, the burrs 
Plucked from the matted hair, you must have seen 
The eyes that rolled up 
In love to your least movement. 

You must own 

Anguish in the child’s fall, pride in the growth, 

Companionship in the small words of life lived 

In the river of days, and there must be a fear 

In the called name that echoes over empty green fields 

At evening for a tardiness, and a lift 

To the heart as the tlun wind of the dusk brings answer 

To love re-owned. 

You must make actual 

The scarred face, give it a name, say Rappaport, 

Or MacNamara, or Anderson, Green or Schmidt, 

Seen not in image-city, greeted but in the mind, no. 

But here, here, on Third Avenue, where the sun 

Lies marked as a tiger hot on the barred street and loses 

Stripes to the fleeting shadow of a great cloud 

Of fierce sound rolling on steel above you, you must cry out 

The name from the heart, to the friend real and there 

In the real place. 

You must reach out your hand 

To your own woman’s hand, touch it, and feel it warm, and know 
That love flows out of the fingers and says Love 
In the silence of speech no longer wholly needed. 

As you say Wife in your heart and know your heart 
Echoes to Husband — that it is all as true 
As time, not fleeting as the dog’s life is mortgaged 
To brevity, as children’s childhood waits only on the slipping 
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Of the clock’s hand £orwaid, as greetings 
Under the steel thunder arc for the friendship held 
In a moment’s haste more dearly because the haste 
Hardly abated— but yours, and never less than yours 
Beyond all thievery of the larcenous clock, 

Because you made it yours in the you that holds 
Tune’s flesh a hostage. 

Then you may surely feel 
Your own about you, then 

You can conceive God’s goodness as lost with the same cutting 
Pain as the lost dog breeds, an image of all fidehty 
Wandermg, looking, yet not finding— 

Because you let him go; then you can place 

Your heart in the child’s heart weeping for a lost marble 

That somehow rolled into the high jungle 

Of fern fronds; then can imagine in bitterest clarity 

Your woman absent, cutting the cords of love 

With the sharp knife of an old wrong; then you can conceive 

The friend as vanished, the greetings gone, unhoped for, 

Since wild explosive hghtnings that wings flung down. 

Blasted familiar streets. 

Oh, in that day, those big words. 
Liberty, Freedom and Sacrifice, Democracy, 

Will march above you and beyond you no longer, 

But will blaze warm on your heartb, cover your body. 

Move in affection under your lovmg, just hands. 

Come to your call at evening as though you came 
Clothed in their spring and youth, 

Lie by your side in comfort 

In the dark and hard nights, greet you and call you 

Friend in the sunlight of the new mormng. 



Henry A. Wallace 

Henry A. WMace {1888- ) is lowaiom and a graduate of Iowa 

Slate CoUege. For more than twenty years, as assoctate editor and editor 
of Wallace’s Farmer, he had been accumidating the broad \nowledge of 
farm conditions which fitted him to fill the office of Secretary of Agri- 
culture in the first and second adnunistrations of Franlflin D. Roosevelt. 
He became Vice President in 1941, Secretary of Commerce in 1945, 
In New Frontiers, Statesmanship and Religion, and America Must 
Choose he wrote the gospel of the New Deal and put himself on record 
as an intelligent idetdist. In Whose Constitution? Wallace recognizes the 
crucial importance of the economic factor in modem government and 
argues for national planning to replace the easy-going theory of laissez- 
faire. "The Price of Free World Viaory" is one of the great documents 
of the war. This speech, made before the Free World Association on 
May 8, 1942, answers Sandburg's question: “The people march: ‘Where 
to? what next ?' " 


THE PRICE OF FREE WORLD VICTORY 

WE, who m a formal or an informal way repre- 
sent most of the free peoples of the world, are met here tonight in the inter- 
ests of the millions in all the nations who have freedom m their souls. To 
my mind this meeting has just one purpose — to let those millions in other 
countries know that here m the United States are 130 million men, women 
and children who are in this war to the finish. Our American people arc 
utterly resolved to go on until they can strike the relentless blows that will 
assure a complete victory, and with it wnn a new day for the lovers of free- 
dom, everywhere on this earth. 

This is a fight between a slave world and a free world. Just as the 
United States in 1862 could not remam half slave and half free, so today 
the world must make its decision for a complete victory one way or the 
other. 

As we begin the final stages of this fight to the death between the free 
world and the slave world, it is worth while to refresh our minds about the 
march of freedom for the common man. The idea of freedom — ^the freedom 
that we in the United States know and love so well — is derived from the 
Bible with its extraordinary emphasis on the dignity of the individual. De- 
mocracy is the only true political expression of Christianity. 

The prophets of the Old Testament were the first to preach social jus- 
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tice. But that which was sensed by the prophets many centuries before 
Christ was not given complete and powerful political expression until our 
nation was formed as a Federal Umon a century and a half ago. Even then, 
the march of the common people had just begun. Most of them did not yet 
know how to read and write. There were no public schools to which all 
children could go. Men and women cannot be really free until they have 
plenty to eat, and time and ability to read and think and talk things over. 
Down the years, the people of the United States have moved steadily for- 
ward in the practice of democracy. Through universal education, they now 
can read and write and form opinions of their own. They have learned, and 
are still learning, the art of production — ^that is, how to make a living. They 
have learned, and are still learning, the art of self-government. 

If we were to measure freedom by standards of nutrition, education and 
self-government, we might rank the United States and certain nations of 
Western Europe very high. But this would not be fair to other nations where 
education has become widespread only m the last 20 years. In many nations, 
a generation ago, 9 out of 10 of the people could not read or write. Russia, 
for example, was changed from an dhterate to a literate nation withm one 
generation and, in the process, Russia’s appreciation of freedom was enor- 
mously enhanced. In China, the increase during the past 30 years m the 
ability of the people to read and write has been matched by their increased 
interest in real liberty. 

Everywhere, reading and writing are accompanied by industrial prog- 
ress, and industrial progress sooner or later inevitably brings a strong labor 
movement. From a long-time and fundamental point of view, there are no 
backward peoples which are lacking m mechanical sense. Russians, Chinese, 
and the Indians both of India and the Americas all learn to read and write 
and operate machines just as well as your children and my children. Every- 
where the common people are on the march. Thousands of them arc learn- 
ing to read and write, learning to thmk together, learning to use tools. 
These people arc learning to think and work together in labor movements, 
some of which may be extreme or impractical at first, but which eventually 
will settle down to serve effectively the interests of the common man. 

When the freedom-loving people march — when the farmers have an 
opportunity to buy land at reasonable prices and to sell the produce of their 
land through their own organizations, when workers have the opportunity 
to form unions and bargain through them collectively, and when the chil- 
dren of all the people have an opportunity to attend schools which teach 
them truths of the real world in which they live — when these opportunities 
are open to everyone, then the world moves straight ahead. 

But in countries where the abihty to read and write has been recently 
acquired or where the people have had no long experience in governing 
themselves on the basis of their own thinking, it is easy for demagogues to 
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arise and prostitute the mind of the common man to their own base ends. 
Such a demagogue may get financial help from some person of wealth who 
is unaware of what the end result will be. With this backing, the demagogue 
may dommafe the minds of the people, and, from whatever degree of free- 
dom they have, lead them backward into slavery. Herr Thyssen, the wealthy 
German steel man, little realized what he was doing when he gave Hitler 
enough money to enable him to play on the minds of the German people. 
The demagogue is the curse of the modern world, and of all the dema- 
gogues, the worst are those financed by well-meaning wealthy men who sin- 
cerely believe that their wealth is likely to be safer if they can hire men with 
political “it” to change the sign posts and lure the people back into slavery 
of the most degraded kind. Unfortunately for the wealthy men who finance 
movements of this sort, as well as for the people themselves, the successful 
demagogue is a powerful genie who, when once let out of his bottle, refuses 
to obey anyone’s command. As long as his spell holds, he defies God Him- 
self, and Satan is turned loose upon the world. 

Through the leaders of the Nazi revolution, Satan now is trying to lead 
the common man of the whole world back into slavery and darkness. For 
the stark truth is that the violence preached by the Nazis is the devil’s own 
religion of darkness. So also is the doctrine that one race or one class is by 
heredity superior and that all other races or classes are supposed to be slaves. 
The belief in one Satan-inspired Fuehrer, with his Quislings, his Lavals, 
and his Mussolinis — his “gauleiters” m every nation in the world — is the last 
and ultimate darkness. Is there any hell hotter than that of being a Quisling, 
unless It IS that of being a Laval or a Mussolini ^ 

In a twisted sense, there is something almost great in the figure of the 
Supreme Devil operating through a human form, in a Hitler who has the 
daring to spit straight into the eye of God and man. But the Nazi system 
has a heroic position for only one leader. By definition only one person is 
allowed to retain full sovereignty over his own soul. All the rest are stooges — 
they are stooges who have been mentally and politically degraded, and who 
feel that they can get square with the world only by mentally and pohtically 
degrading other people. These stooges are really psychopathic cases. Satan 
has turned loose upon us the insane. 

The march of freedom of the past 150 years has been a long-drawn-out 
people’s revolution. In this Great Revolution of the people, there were the 
American Revolution of 1775, the French Revolution of 1792, the Latin- 
American revolutions of the Bolivarian era, the German revolution of 1848, 
and the Russian Revolution of 1918. Each spoke for the common man in 
terms of blood on the battlefield. Some went to excess. But the significant 
thing is that the people groped their way to the light. More of them learned 
to think and work together. 

The people’s revolution aims at peace and not at violence, but if the 
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rights of the common man are attacked, it unleashes the ferocity a she- 

who has lost a cub. When the Nazi psychologists tell their master Hitler 
that we in the United States may be able to produce hundreds of thousands 
of planes, but that we have no will to %ht, they are only foolmg themselves 
and him. The truth is that when the rights of the American people are trans- 
gressed, as those rights have been transgressed, the American people will 
fight with a relentless fury which will drive the ancient Teutomc gods back 
cowering into their caves. The Gotterdammerung has come for Odin and his 
crew. 

The people are on the march toward even fuller freedom than the most 
fortunate peoples of the earth have hitherto enjoyed. No Nazi counter- 
revolution wiU stop it. The common man will smoke the Hitler stooges out 
into the open in the United States, in Latin America, and in India. He will 
destroy their influence. No Lavals, no Mussolinis will be tolerated in a 
Free World. 

The people, in their millennial and revolutionary march toward mani- 
festing here on earth the dignity that is m every human soul, hold as their 
credo the Four Freedoms enunciated by President Roosevelt in his message 
to Congress on January 6, 1941. These four freedoms are the very core of 
the revolution for which the United Nations have taken their stand. We 
who live in the United States may think there is nothing very revolutionary 
about freedom of religion, freedom of expression, and freedom from the fear 
of secret police. But when we hcgin to think about the significance of free- 
dom from want for the average man, then we know that the revolution of 
the past 150 years has not been completed, either here in the United States 
or m any other nation in the world. We know that this revolution cannot 
stop until freedom from want has actually been attained. 

And now, as we move forward toward realizing the Four Freedoms of 
this people’s revolution, I would like to speak about four duties. It 1$ my 
belief that every freedom, every right, every privilege has its price, its cor- 
responding duty without which it cannot be enjoyed. The four duties of 
the people’s revolution, as I see them today, are these: 

1. ’The duty to produce to the limit. 

2. The duty to transport as rapidly as possible to the field of battle. 

3. The duty to fight with all that is in us. 

4. The duty to build a peace — ^just, charitable and enduring. 

The fourth duty is that which inspires the other three. 

We failed in our job after World War No. i. We did not know how 
to go about it to build an enduring world-wide peace. We did not have 
the nerve to follow through and prevent Germany from rearming. We did 
not insist that she “learn war no more.” We did not build a peace treaty 
on the fundamental doctrine of the people’s revolution. We did not strive 
whole-heartedly to create a world where there could be freedom from want 
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£or.aU the peoples. But by our very errors we learned much, and after this 
war we shall be in position to utilize our knowledge in building a world 
which is economically, politically and, I hope, spiritually sound. 

Modern science, which is a by-product and an essential part of the peo- 
ple’s revolution, has made it technologically possible to see that all of the 
people of the world get enough to eat. Half in fun and half seriously, I said 
the other day to Madame Litvinoff: “The object of this war is to make sure 
that everybody in the world has the privilege of drmking a quart of milk 
a day.” She replied: “Yes, even half a pint.” The peace must mean a better 
standard of living for the common man, not merely in the United States 
and England, but also in India, Russia, China and Latin America — ^not 
merely in the United Nations, but also m Germany and Italy and Japan. 

Some have spoken of the “American Century.” I say that the century 
on which we arc entering — the century which will come out of this war — 
can be and must be the century of the common man. Perhaps it will be 
America’s opportunity to suggest the freedoms and duties by which the 
common man must live. Everywhere the common man must learn to build 
his own mdustries with his own hands in a practical fashion. Everywhere 
the common man must learn to increase his productivity so that he and his 
children can eventually pay to the world community all that they have re- 
ceived. No nation will have the God-givcn right to exploit other nations. 
Older nations will have the privilege to help younger nations get started on 
the path to industrialization, but there must be neither military nor eco- 
nomic imperialism. The methods of the nineteenth century will not work 
in the people’s century which is now about to begin. India, ^ina, and Latin 
America have a tremendous stake in the people’s century. As their masses 
learn to read and write, and as they become productive mechanics, their 
standard of living will double and treble. Modern science, when devoted 
whole-heartedly to the general welfare, has in it potentialities of which we 
do not yet dream. 

And modern science must be released from German slavery. Interna- 
tional cartels that serve American greed and the German will to power must 
go. Cartels in the peace to come must be subjected to international control 
for the common man, as well as being under adequate control by the respec- 
tive home governments. In this way, we can prevent the Germans from 
agam building a war machme while we sleep. With international monopoly 
pools under control, it will be possible for mventions to serve all the people 
instead of only the few. 

Yes, and when the time of peace comes, the citizen will again have a 
duty, the supreme duty of sacriftcmg the lesser interest for the greater in- 
terest of the general welfare. Those who write the peace must think of the 
whole world. There can be no privileged peoples. We ourselves in the 
United States are no more a master race than the Nazis. And we cannot 
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perpetuate economic warfare without planting the seeds of military warfare. 
We must use our power at the peace table to bmld an economic peace that 
is just, charitable and enduring. 

If we really believe that we arc fighting for a people’s peace, all the rest 
becomes easy. Production, yes — it wdl be easy to get production without 
either strikes or sabotage; production with the whole-hearted cooperation 
between willing arms and keen brains; enthusiasm, zip, energy geared to the 
tempo of keeping at it everlastingly day after day. . . . 

And then there is the task of transportation to the line of battle by 
truck, by railroad car, by ship. We shall joyously deny ourselves so that our 
transportation system is improved by at least 30 per cent. 

I need say little about the duty to fight. Some people declare, and Hitler 
bcheves, that the American people have grown soft in the last generation. 
Hitler agents continually preach in South America that we arc cowards, 
unable to use, like the “brave” German soldiers, the weapons of modern war. 
It IS true that American youth hates war with a holy hatred. But because 
of that fact and because Hitler and the German people stand as the very 
symbol of war, we shall fight with a tireless enthusiasm until war and the 
possibility of war have been removed from this planet We shall cleanse the 
plague spot of Europe, which is Hitler’s Germany, and with it the hell-hole 
of Asia— -Japan. 

The American people have always had guts and always will have. You 
know the story of Bomber Pilot Dixon and Radioman Gene Aldrich and 
Ordnanceman Tony Pastula — the story which Americans will be telling 
their children for generations to illustrate man’s ability to master any fate. 
These men lived for 34 days on the open sea in a rubber life raft, eight feet 
by four feet, with no food but that which they took from the sea and the 
air with one pocket knife and a pistol. And yet they lived it through and 
came at last to the beach of an island they did not know. In spite of their 
suffering and weakness, they stood like men, with no weapon left to pro- 
tect themselves, and no shoes on their feet or clothes on their backs, and 
walked m military file because, they said, “if there were Japs, we didn’t 
want to be crawling.” 

... As we nerve ourselves for the supreme effort in this hemisphere 
we must not forget the sublime heroism of the oppressed in Europe and 
Asia, whether it be in the mountains of Yugoslavia, the factories of Czecho- 
slovakia and France, the farms of Poland, Denmark, Holland and Belgium, 
among the seamen of Norway, or m the occupied areas of China and the 
Dutch East Indies. Everywhere the soul of man is letting the tyrant know 
that slavery of the body docs not end resistance. 

There can be no half measures. North, South, East, West and Middle- 
west — the will of the American people is for complete victory. 

No compromise with Satan is possible. We shall not rest until all the 
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victims under the Nazi yoke are freed. We shall fight for a complete peace 
as well as a complete victory. 

The people’s revolution is on the march, and the devil and all his angels 
cannot prevail against it. They cannot prevail, for on the side of the people 
IS the Lord. 

He giveth power to the faint; to them that have no might He increaseth 
strength . . . 

They that wait upon the Lord shall mount up with wings as eagles; they shall 
run, and not be weary; they shall walk, and not be faint. 

Strong in the strength of the Lord, we who fight in the people’s cause will 
never stop until that cause is won. 


Julian Huxley 

I 

Julian Huxley {i88y- ) ts a grandson of Thomas Huxley and a 

grand-nephew of Matthew Arnold He was educated at Oxford, and has 
had 'a busy cateer as a professor and research scholar in zoology But he 
does not confine* himself to a single field of \nowledge. Indeed, in the 
catholicity of his interests he exemplifies his scientific humanism which 
ma\es the most of this life without requiring the consolations of mys- 
ticism. In the following essay he discusses, with a clarity worthy of his 
famous grandfather, the nature of the revolution in which we find our- 
selves, and directs our thought to the only alternatives within our choice 
whether the revolution shall be totalitarian or whether it shall be truly 
democratic. 


ON LIVING IN A REVOLUTION 

THE world’s most important fact is not that we 
are in a war, but that we are in a revolution. It is perhaps a pity that the 
word revolution has two senses — one an msurrection, a bloody uprising 
against constituted authority, the other a drastic and major change in the 
ideas and institutions which constitute the framework of human existence; 
yet so it is. If we like, we can use rebellion for the first, historical trans- 
formation for the second; but I prefer the word revolution, and shall con- 
tinue to use it in what follows, with the express warning that I do not 
thereby mean merely barricades or bolshevism. If we once accept that state- 
ment and all its implications, we find ourselves committed to the most far- 
reaching conclusions concerning both immediate action and future policy. 
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From a combinatioa of brute fact and human reason an argument emergcst 

proceeding as inexorably to its conclusion as a proposition of Euclid. 

Let me anticipate my detailed discussion by setting down the proposi* 

turn as baldly as possible. This is the sequence of its steps: 

First. The war is the symptom of a world revolution, which, in some form 
or another, is inescapable. 

Second. There are certain trends of the revolution which are inevitable. 
Within nations, they are toward the subordination of economic to non- 
economic motives; toward more planning and central control; and to- 
ward greater social integration and cultural unity and a more conscious 
social purpose. Between nations, they are toward a higher degree of 
international organization and a fuller utilization of the resources of 
backward countries. 

Third. During the present war both military efficiency and national morale 
are positively correlated with the degree to which the inevitable trends 
of the revolution have been carried through. 

Fourth. There are alternative forms which the revolution may assume. The 
chief alternatives depend on whether the revolution is effected in a 
democratic or a totalitarian way. 

Fifth. The democratic alternative of achieving the revolution is the more 
desu-able and the more permanent; the purely totalitarian method is 
self-defeating in the long <un. 

Sixth. The only universal criterion of democracy and the democratic method 
IS the satisfaction of the needs of human individuals, their welfare, de- 
velopment, and active participation m social processes. A further demo- 
cratic criterion, applicable in the immediate future, is equal co-opera- 
tion in international organization, including the treatment of backward 
peoples as potential equals. 

Seventh. The revolution, like the war, must be consciously accepted and de- 
hberately entered upon. Formally, this can be accomplished by proclaim- 
ing war aims or peace aims which include the achievmg of the revolu- 
tion. This releases the latent dynamism of the nation and the social 
system. 

Eighth and last. This again can be done on a democratic as well as on a 
totahtarian basis. By dehberately entering on the revolution in a fully 
democratic way it is possible to arrive at satisfactory and detailed war 
or peace aims which will release the powerful forces latent in the democ- 
racies, shorten the war, and, if implemented, produce a stable peace. 

There is our proposition of political Euclid in skeleton form. Let us now 

take its bare bones and clothe ^em with convincing flesh and blood. 
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Point Number One was that the war is a symptom of a world revolu- 
tion. Clearly the first thing to do about a revolution is to recognize it as a 
fact. Surprisingly enough, however, it is quite possible to ignore its existence. 
Just as Monsieur Jourdain in Moli^re’s Bourgeois Gentilhomme discovered 
that he had been speaking prose all his life without knowing it, so many 
people today are beginning to discover that they have been living in a revo- 
lution without knowing it, and many others have still to discover this sur- 
prising phenomenon. 

This is possible, pardy because a world revolution is so vast in scope and, 
even though it proceeds at a rate far faster than that of history in its more 
normal phases, so gradual compared with the happenings of everyday life. 
The ordinary man sees his taxes raised, or unemployment go up, or banks 
crash down, or the central government extend its control, or war break out 
in some remote part of the globe; and he is concerned with each incident as 
an event in itself, not as a symptom of a larger process. It is also partly be- 
cause most of us dislike radical change; after all, it is a somewhat dubious 
privilege to be living in anything so drastic as a revolution. Because we dis- 
like it, we unconsciously push it away from us, begin to treat the danger as 
if we were ostriches, and are temporarily enabled to believe that the nasty 
revolution doesn’t really exist. 

It IS worth remembering that it took us democracies a long time to rec- 
ognize the existence even of the war. It is and always has been a world war, 
ever since its first beginnings in Manchukuo. But we refused, most of us, to 
admit the fact. German rearmament and the occupation of the Ruhr; Italy’s 
attack on Abyssinia; the fighting in Spam; Munich: though some were 
bloodless, all were parts of a rapidly ripening world conflict. Both the fact 
that a world war existed and the ostrichism of our reactions to it were most 
obvious in the case of Spain. Here we had Franco’s revolution, aided and 
abetted by the Axis; then Italy and Germany actively intervening, partly to 
secure the triumph of their side and partly to enjoy a little practice for the 
major struggle that they knew was to come; the Axis intervention provid- 
ing counter-mtervention by the Russians and the Volunteer Brigades, and 
undercover help from France. And yet the democratic Great Powers per- 
sisted m bmlding up the fiction that it was nothing but a local civil war. 
I remember a cartoon m a left-wing French paper — art official of the Non- 
Intervention Committee saying to an attendant, “Put the non-carafe on the 
non-table." Non-Intervention was England and France saymg to each other, 
“Let us take non-sides in the non-war.’’ It was the political expression of a 
psychological refusal to recognize an unpleasant fact — the fact that a world 
conflict existed. Hitler’s marching into Czechoslovakia at last made Britain 
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as a nation realize that the world war existed. I suppose it was not till his 
invasion of Poland that the full realization came to the United States. 

It was even later that the democracies began to recognize the existence 
of a world revolution. This is a surprising fact, considering that it had been 
going on for much longer than the war. The old tribal and feudal Japan 
had always been totalitarian in the sense that the individual was entirely 
subordinated to society. The new Japan merely translated this into modern 
terms, with the addition of an aggressive foreign policy (in the process 
anticipating many of the ideas of the Nazis) ; but the transformation was 
drastic and had obvious immediate consequences. The Russian Revolution 
of 1917, the Turkish Revolution, the Fascist Revolution in Italy, the social 
and industrial transformation in Britain and other Western European de- 
mocracies, the New Deal in America, the Nazi Revolution in Germany, the 
establishment of a dictatorship in Portugal, the revolution and counter- 
revolution in Spain — these, among other events, were all manifestations, 
sometimes total and drastic, sometimes partial and hesitant, of the world 
transformation that is in progress. 

The Russians long ago recognized its existence, and so, in their fashion, 
did the Fascists, the Nazis, and the Japanese expansionists. Britain as a na- 
tion did not recognize it until much later, but when it came the recognition 
was explicit enough. A distinguished Swedish woman economist who spent 
some weeks in England in 1941 on her way to the U.S.A. told me how one 
night in the Savoy Hotel she found herself sitting next to a young officer in 
one of the Guards regiments, a typical English aristocrat. “You know,” he 
said, “we’re living in a Social Revolution here: very interesting, what?” Very 
interesting indeed to a representative of a class which was hkely to suffer 
considerably as a result! The remark was a symptom. Toward the end of 
1940 the adjustments of people and Government alike to the threat of inva- 
sion and to the Nazi air bombardment, together with the writings and radio 
talks of men like Priestley, had brought an acceptance of the fact which was 
both general and, on the whole, remarkably good-natured. 

France had to accept the revolution, in the guise of Petain’s pale imita- 
tion of Fascism. The United States is the only great Power which has not 
generally recognized its existence as an inescapable fact. The proportion of 
its people who still imagine that after the war they can go back to the old 
social and international system — with a few minor differences no doubt, but 
essentially the same — is still high. When I was there in the winter of 1941-42 
I would have said at least eighty per cent; many American friends to whom 
I talked said ninety or more. Thanks to events and the writings of men like 
Wendell Willkie and Walter Lippmann, the proportion has been much re- 
duced; but It IS still high enough, especially as regards social and economic 
affairs,' to prevent the emergence of a common consciousness. The most im- 
portant single thing for the Americans to do now is to recognize that they. 
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like the rest of the world, are living in a revolution, and that in some form 
or other it will achieve itself inevitably, whether they like it or not. 

3 

The next step after recognizing the existence of the revolution is to un- 
derstand Its nature and probable results. This can best be done by studying 
the trends already manifested by the revolution as it has operated in various 
countries, discovering what they have in common, and projectmg them for- 
ward to their logical conclusion. At the outset let us be quite clear in our 
minds that the revolution can achieve itself in a democratic or a totalitarian 
way (or a mixture of the two), but that in all cases it manifests certain 
common tendencies. We thus can and must distinguish sharply between the 
inevitable aspects of the revolution and its alternative possibilities. 

The inevitable aspects of the revolution are those trends which are being 
produced by economic and social forces entirely beyond our control. It is 
they that constitute the “wave of the future.” But it is a plain error to equate 
this revolutionary “wave of the future” with Nazism or any other brand of 
lotaliiananism. The character of the wave depends on which of the alterna- 
tive methods we adopt to achieve the revolution — or, perhaps we had better 
say, to guide the revolution as it inevitably achieves itself. Thus dictatorship 
and forcible regimentation are not inevitable aspects of the revolution. 
Neither, we may add, is greater concern for the Common Man. 

The revolution is a result of the breakdown of the nineteenth-century 
system, and especially of economic htsser-jaire and political nationalism. 
Peter Drucker documented this in an exciting and stimulating book called 
The End of Economic Man. But he made no attempt to characterize the 
new system that is destined to emerge from the transformation of the old. 
If one must have a summary phrase, I would say that the new phase of 
history should be styled the Age of Social Man. Let us consider the trends 
of the revolution so far as it has taken place, to justify this assertion. 

Within nations, in the first place, purely economic motives, though 
naturally they continue to be important, are being relegated to second place 
in favour of non-economic motives which may broadly be called social, since 
they concern the national soaety as a whole, or else the welfare of the indi- 
vidual considered in his relation to the society of which he forms a part. 

In Nazi Germany the primary motive has been national power and pres- 
tige, to be realized through war. The complete subordination of purely eco- 
nomic motives can be measured by the criticisms levelled by orthodox econo- 
mists against the methods adopted by Dr. Schacht. Since then the demo- 
cratic countries have had to do the same sort of thing. The extent of the 
change can be realized when we find the May Committee reporting, only 
eight years before the outbreak of this war, that “democracy was in danger 
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of sufFeriag shipwreck on the hard rock of finance,” because Britain was 
confronted with a budget deficit of 120 million pounds— not much more 
than a week of its war expenditure m 1942. Today finance has come to be 
generally regarded merely as a necessary part of the machinery for realizing 
our aims. People are no longer askmg, “How shall we pay for the war?” 
Instead, they are beginning to say, “If we can finance the war in this way, 
why can’t we apply similar methods on a similac scale to realizmg social and 
cultural aims in peace 

In Russia the subordinauon of the ordinary profit motive to social ends 
has been even more obvious. The deliberate encouragement of heavy indus- 
try under the Five Year Plan, at the expense of all other kinds of enterprise 
which would have flourished in a latsser-fatre economy, is the most clear-cut 
example. In general, though economic eflicicncy is naturally insisted upon, 
the primary criterion for an enterprise is not whether it shall show a profit 
in its balance sheet, but whether it is desirable from the broad national point 
of view summed up in the current plan. A particular example of some m- 
terest is the expenditure on scientific research. As Bernal has pointed out in 
his book The Social Function of Science, the U.S.SB.., in spite of its low 
per capita wealth, was already before the war expending one per cent of its 
national income on scientific research. Under the system of competitive pri- 
vate enterprise this does not “pay”; and we find that Britain (before the 
war) expended only one-tenth of one per cent of its national income on 
science, and even the U.SA. only six-tenths of one per cent. 

In many other aspects of life in totalitarian countries the economic mo- 
tive has been relegated to the background. I will mention only the concern 
with recreation. In Italy the Dopo Lavoro organization and m Germany the 
Kraft dutch freude or “Strength through Enjoyment” did give the common 
man an outlet and a sense that the oimmunity was interested in him and 
his personal needs for a richer life: economic considerations were entuely 
subordinated to this. In Russia the elaborate system of rest-houses and holi- 
day centres and the equally elaborate arrangements for holiday transport 
achieved the same end. 

It IS especially significant that similar trends have been at work in 
democratic countries, even when there has been no recognition of the exist- 
ence of a revolution. One of the most tellmg examples is that of housmg in 
Britain. It' is impossible to provide the lowcr-mcome group with decent 
housing which shall give an economic return. Accordingly, the State has 
stepped in, and has given subsidies toward the buildmg of no fewer than 
one and a quarter million houses or apartments m England and Wales 
alone during the mter-war period. The econonuc motive of profit has been 
overridden by the social motive of providing adequate living accommoda- 
tion. 

Nutrition offers in some ways a sull more mteresting example because 
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fA the progressive change to be seen. In the nineteenth century charity did 
its best to alleviate divious distress. The new outlook was first express^ in 
Britain by the recognition that badly undernourished children could not pos- 
sibly profit by education, and the consequent provision of cheap or free 
school meals for them. Today the provision of free meals has been consid- 
erably extended and has been combined with the scheme for providing cheap 
dmners to a steadily increasing proportion of all children in State-aided 
schools. Free or undercost milk for children and for all expectant and nurs- 
ing mothers is also being provided on a much more generous scale than 
before the war. 

In general, the motives that have become dominant or are tending to 
do so are those of social security, health and housing, education and culture, 
recreation and amemty, and national prestige and military power; in special 
cases economic considerations have been overridden for almost mythological 
considerations, as in the Nazi persecuuon of the Jews as an inferior and 
enemy race, and the expulsion from Germany of some of the best German 
brains, in the interests of uncritical acceptance of orthodox Nazi doctrine. 

Other apparently mevitable trends arc those toward more planning and 
toward a greater degree of social umty or self-consciousness. The trend to- 
ward planning is so universal and obvious that little need be said on the sub- 
ject. It 1$ inevitable because, with the end of the era of primary industrial 
expansion, laisser-fcure was defeating itself and unregulated private and sec- 
tional interests were coming into disastrous conflict with one another and 
with the common good. The trend is not merely toward more extensive 
planning in more fields; it is also toward a greater initiative and authority 
at the centre. Here again the totalitarian countries have gone farther; but 
the U.S.A. contains some remarkably developed examples of planning, such 
as the Tennessee Valley Authority, and the war has forced a planned 
economy on every belligerent country. 

Social unity and sclf<onsciousncss perhaps demand a little more discus- 
sion. The Nazi doctrine of “Aryan” and Germanic superiority and Jewish 
mfenority and evil is a myth encouragmg permanent and super-patriotic 
unity. In all totalitarian nations, and in the U.S.A. as well, the Government 
has encouraged art and other cultural activities on a large scale until they 
provide a much fuller and more intensive expression of society’s awareness 
of itself and its ideals than in other countries. In Britain the war has pro- 
duced C.£.M.A.^ to fill the cultural gap. In the U.S.S.R. the subsidiary na- 
tionalities have been deliberately encouraged to develop their own traditional 
cultures. The organized youth and health movements of the totalitarian 
countries and of pre-war Czechoslovakia, the fostering of the behef in a 
peculiar “German science,” the great prestige and publicity given iq Russia 
to scientific and geographical achievement are also symptoms of the same 

1 Council for Encouragement of Music and the Arts 
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trend, as is the tendency to see in education not merely an intellectual, a 
moral, or a practical function, but a social one — the function of projecting 
the character, the ideals, the needs, and, m general, the social consciousness 
of the nation into the next generation. 

In international affairs one inevitable trend is toward a higher degree 
of international organization. This has gone much farther in totalitarian 
countries — ^largely theoretically in Japan’s “East Asia Co-Prospcrity Sphere,’’ 
very practically in the unification of Europe m Hitler’s iron “new order.” In 
the democratic countries it is beginning to appear under the stress of war. 
Lend-Lease, the leasing and sharing of strategic bases, organizations like the 
Middle East Supply Council, the various organizations for unified strategy 
and supply — ^these are important begtnnmgs. 

The second international trend is the greater concern with the organized 
exploitation of the resources, both material and human, of backward areas. 
This, like the first, is an inevitable outcome of that shrinking of the world 
to which Mr. H. G. Wells has so forcibly drawn attention. The world has 
become a unit, its frontiers and empty spaces are filling up. 

The exploitation may be exploitation in the bad sense, like that of occu- 
pied and dominated Europe by Germany at the present moment, or like that 
of the mineral resources of helpless or dependent peoples by powerful for- 
eign financial interests. Or it may be exploitation in the good sense, like the 
encouragement given by the United States to the^litical development of 
the Filipinos, or certain aspects of native development in British colonies 
like Uganda or the Gold Coast. Another symptom of the trend is the wide- 
spread talk about the need for investing very large sums in the development 
of backward regions, even if this be uneconomic in the short-range terms 
of private finance. 

The logical conclusion of these various inevitable trends is a world 
where nations or federations put non-economic aims into first place, and 
exhibit a high degree of central planning, extending to every main activity 
of life, and a high degree of social integration in education, cultural expres- 
sion, and social self<onsciousness; but also a world where nations are get- 
ting tied together more closely in international organizations, and where the 
resources of backward areas are being more consciously exploited and 
developed. 

4 

The third step in our proposition was that the degree to which the revo- 
lution had been achieved was in some way related to military efficiency in 
the war. The correlation is striking though by no means complete, and the 
relation appears to be a causal one, in the sense that planning, social integra- 
tion, and the deliberate rele'gation of economic motives to second place are 
all essential to the successful waging of modern total war. 
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Here again the totalitarian countries provide the most obvious examples. 
Germany and Japan have been able to score their spectacular military suc- 
cesses because they have for years been planning for war, and because they 
have carried out the most drastic revolutions of their economy and social 
structure m the interests of that plan. The same is true of Russia: the mih- 
tary and technical efficiency which has surprised the world is the fruit of a 
deliberate and truly revolutionary plan. The lesser military efficiency of Italy 
has many reasons; but it is a fact that the Fascist revolution was not so 
thoroughgoing or so wholehearted as the Nazi revolution in Germany or 
the Communist revolution in Russia, and this fact is undoubtedly one of the 
causes for Italy’s military failure in this war. 

In other countries failure to embark upon the revolution has demon- 
strably impeded military efficiency. The most conspicuous example was 
France, where conflict as to the form the revolution should take was so acute 
that no agreed action was possible, and the result was disunity, disintegra- 
tion of morale and national feeling, unpreparedness, and inefficiency. The 
inadequacy of British production and planning during the Chamberlain 
“phony war” period is another illustration. So is the unfortunate effect of 
Britain’s slowness in changing her official attitude toward so-called inferior 
races, whether subject peoples or allies. American readers will be able to pro- 
vide plenty of examples from their own country during the early months 
after Pearl Harbor. From an earlier period, the shipment of oil and scrap 
iron to Japan, the behaviour of Standard Oil and other big companies with 
regard to synthetic rubber and other new technical advances, and the huge 
output of pleasure automobiles during 1941 provide further examples of how 
failure to abandon the ideas of an earlier age may interfere with military 
efficiency when the revolutionary war eventually blasts its way in. 

There will be more to say on this subject in relation to war and peace 
aims. Meanwhile the fact that there is a definite connection between the 
extent to which a country has progressed in achieving the inevitable trends 
of the revolution and that country’s efficiency in the war, is a solemn warn- 
ing to those who persist in proclaiming that the war is no time for social 
experiments. On the contrary, the war itself calls for the most drastic social 
experimentation, so drastic as to merit the term revolutionary. The only 
question at issue is the form which the social experiment is to take. 

5 

This brings us to the most interesting step in the argument, for it is 
here that alternatives present themselves and that the outcome may be de- 
termined by our conscious choice and deliberate effort. The revolution itself 
is inescapable. Even if we struggle against it we merely make the inevitable 
process longer, more painful, perhaps more bloody. But its form and char- 
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acter are not: it can be achieved in di^ent ways, of Mdiich the alternative 
extremes may he described as the democratic way and the totalitarian way. 

So our fifth point concerns the desirability and the efficiency of the two 
alternatives. We m the democracies know the undesirability of the totalir 
tarian way. It is the way of force and domination. Inside the nation, it Is 
employed to secure power for a small gang. It operates by means of armed 
force, secret police, concentration camps, the building up of irrational mass 
enthusiasm, the suppression of freedom of discussion, thought, and inquiry, 
and the persecution of contrary opimon and of scapegoat minorities. It de- 
mands disciplined uniformity and regimentation. Internationally, it imposes 
the domination of a chosen people or a master race, who will shoulder the 
burden of directing the international organization required; m return, other 
peoples are expected to acquiesce in remaining at a lower level of develop- 
ment and prosperity. In both cases, power is the primary aim, force is the 
primary method, and dommation of the less powerful by the more powerful 
18 the primary object. 

The totalitarian method of achieving the revolution may be undesirable, 
but it IS certainly capable of producing extreme efficiency, as the enemies of 
Nazi Germany have found to their cost. However, there is every reason to 
believe that this advantage is not lasting, and that the method is essentially 
a self-defeatmg one. It is self-defeatmg just because it holds its power by 
sheer force and can maintain itself only by constantly extending that power. 
But the more it extends its power the more resistance it generates both from 
the inside and from the outside. The question is thus not whether it will 
fail m the long run, but how long that run will be, and how much of civiliza- 
tion it will destroy in the process. 

What of the democratic way? To be clear on this, the sixth step in our 
proposition of pohtical Euclid, requires some hard mental effort. We may 
be sure in principle that it is preferable, and that it does not contam the 
necessary seeds of its own defeat within itself. But we must be quite sure of 
what we mean by democracy, sure that we are not misapplying the term or 
merely talking platitudes. Democracy requires rethinking in relation to the 
changing world. A great deal of what we have taken for granted as being 
of the essence of democracy turns out to be applicable only to a partial aspect 
of democracy or only in the particular period from which we are now 
escaping. 

Thus it IS entirely wrong to equate democracy with a system of free 
individual enterprise. That was the form taken by democracy, in its eco- 
nomic aspects, during the period initiated by the industrial revolution. In 
those conditions that aspect of democratic freedom worked efficiently in 
many ways, but also generated contradictions— for instance, by creating eco- 
nomic unfreedom for large masses of the lower-paid workers. For a different 
r^sen, it is entirely wrong to equate detnocracy with representative govern- 
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ment. That is one aspect only of democracy, the political aspect: democracy 
must extend into the economic and social and aU other aspects of life if it 
is to be complete. 

Our first problem is, then, to find a criterion or a principle 6i democ- 
racy which is universal and is applicable in every period of history, under 
any conceivable set of conditions. So far as I can see, there is only one such 
criterion — the individual human being, his needs and his development. The 
yardstick by which we can measure democratic achievement is the satisfac- 
tion of the needs of human individuals, and the yardstick by which we can 
measure democratic method is their active and voluntary participation in all 
kinds of activities. The two are in reality not separate, for participation is 
Itself a human need to be satisfied, but for some purposes the distinction is 
useful. 

Under the satisfaction of needs there is to be included not merely the 
provision of a reasonable standard of security and welfare, including ade- 
quate nutrition and health, but also equal opportunity for education, for 
recreation, for freedom, and for self-development and self-expression. Looked 
at from another angle, every human being born into the world has in the 
eyes of true democracy a certain mdividual birthright — a birthright of health, 
strength, intelligence, varied enjoyment, and free interest, which must not 
be denied or stunted if the society into which he is born lays claim to bemg 
democratic. 

Under participation there is to be included participation in national poli- 
tics and in local government and community affairs, by discussion, through 
the ballot box, and by actual service; but there is also freedom of participa- 
tion in group organizations, whether to protect particular interests (like 
trade unions), or to give outlet to a shared enthusiasm (likh choral societies 
or natural history clubs) ; and there is also the opportunity of participation 
in cultural life and in organizations for service. The technique adopted in 
planning schemes like the TVA or the Columbia Basin projects is demon- 
strating how the general public can participate in a bold central plan. 

Throughout, the basic criterion is that the individual and his ultimate 
welfare and fullest development shall be paramount; not the State, nor na- 
tional power or wealth, nor maximum profits, nor even the cultural achieve- 
ments of a society m art or science or literature. And this implies the maxi- 
mum amount of freedom, the fullest equality of opportunity for develop- 
ment, and the maximum degree of co-opcration. The freedom must not be 
freedom at the expense of others, the opportunity must not impair the pos- 
sibilities of co-operation. 

The individual is the ultimate yardstick; but he cannot develop fully or 
freely except in an organized society. Nor is any one individual the .yard- 
stick: his freedom and opportunities must obviously be limited by the need 
for guaranteeing freedom from interference to his fellow-individuals. 



538 


PORTRAIT OF A WORLD 


6 

So much for the universal criterion of democracy. What remains is to 
find those special applications of democracy which will be necessary in the 
new phase upon which the world is now entering. Liberty, Equality, Fra- 
ternity — these will always constitute democracy’s triple crown; but, to change 
the metaphor, their edges have grown blunted by use, so that they need re- 
defining in new terms; and their, particular expressions must be to a large 
extent determined by the social and economic conditions of the time. 

The outstanding characteristic of the early nineteenth century was that 
it was an expanding and an industrial world. In that world democratic free- 
dom was inevitably concerned with throwing off the shackles of the semi- 
feudal past, and with the rights and duties of free individual enterprise to 
exploit the resources of nature to the fullest possible degree; democratic 
equality was largely limited to political equahty for the middle classes; and 
democratic fraternity was still largely confined to the concepts of charity and 
noblesse oblige. The outstanding characteristic of the world we are now 
entering upon is that it is a closed world, still organized in the form of 
independent nation-states, but with those states brought into constant con- 
tact and constant friction. What application of democratic principle will 
these conditions -bring out and emphasize 

Nationalist self-determination leads, in this closed world, to compe- 
tition and war; but cultural self-determination (as practised, for instance, 
to a notable extent in the U.S.S.R., where regional cultures are encouraged 
to develop fully and freely) is perhaps the best expression of Liberty in 
tomorrow’s internationalism The principle of Fraternity may be broadly 
translated as co-operation’ co-operation for defense, for trade, for increased 
general consumption. This at once rules out punitive tariffs, purely na- 
tional armies, and imperialist dommation, and suggests the lines for new 
world-scale economic and political organizations, both international, trans- 
national, and supernational. 

In the new international sphere the most difHcult of the three demo- 
cratic principles to translate into the relevant concrete terms is Equality, 
since at the present time the world is composed of peoples at such manifestly 
unequal levels of cultural and economic development. However, we find 
a general principle to hand in that of Potential Equality. Our aim with 
backward peoples will then be to raise them to a position where they can 
take their international place on a footing of actual equality. This does not 
imply that all peoples are potentially identical culturally or that there may 
not be real differences in innate temperament or capacity. Cultural diversity 
is as desirable as individual diversity. As with individuals, peoples and na- 
tions contain vast reservoirs of untapped potentiahty, and the democratic 
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approach demands in both cases that they should be provided with equality 
of opportunity to develop that potentiahty. 

We are begmning to realize the imphcations of these ideas in relation 
to China: the Chinese people must be treated on a footing of equality if the 
war IS to be won and if we are to have a stable peace in the Far East. The 
same realization is dawning with regard to India. In the case of politically 
dependent peoples, the United States adopted the principle of potential 
equality in its encouragement of the Filipino’s development toward inde- 
pendence. This was in strong contrast with the British attitude in Malaya — 
with appropriate results in the military sphere. 

The general implications of this prmciple are twofold. First, a redefini- 
tion of the status of colonies and dependent peoples, with a formal pro- 
nouncement to the effect that the goal of colonial administration is prepara- 
tion for self-government at the earhest possible moment. And second, a 
policy of large-scale development for all peoples or regions who are back- 
ward in the sense of being below standard in any aspect of life. This would 
not “pay” in the short-range terms of latsser-fatre finance, but will certainly 
do so in the long run if our other two principles of co-operation and of free- 
dom for cultural development are borne in mind. 

7 

The final step in our argument remains— the need for entering upon 
our revolution consciously and of set purpose, deliberately guiding its course 
instead of allowing its blind forces to push and buffet our unplanned lives. 
The war is not merely a symptom of the world revolution; it is also one of 
the agencies for its accomplishment. The two are bound up together. 

Our best method for achieving the revolution deliberately is through the 
proclamation of comprehensive war or peace aims which include the achiev- 
ing of the revolution. Our enemies have long ago done this. Hitler, for in- 
stance, has included in his aims the establishment of a “new order” in 
Europe, with the establishment of Germany in a dominant position as a 
“Master Race,” and with the crushing both of bolshevism and democracy in 
favour of National Socialism. Japan has done the same with its slogan of 
Asia for the Asiatics, and its project of the “East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere,” 
with Japan in a similar dominant position as divinely appointed leader. 

The war and peace aims of the United Nations are beginning to take 
more definite shape. But they could and should become both more compre- 
hensive and more precise. For this it is not necessary that we should refer 
explicidy to the revolution nor envisage its complete fulfilment. But it is 
necessary that we take it and its implications into account. 

If the revolution in some form is inevitable, and if we agree that the 
democratic way of carrying it out is the better way, that is the first step. The 
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nett is to make stue that we understand the inevitable trends of the revolu- 
tion, and also learn how to translate the standards and methods of democ- 
racy into the new terms that the changing world demands. Then we shall 
have not only a body of principles to act as a touchstone, but a set of general 
aims to give us our direction. Our concrete schemes can then be framed in 
relation to those aims and checked in detail against that touchstone. 

It is surprising how much assistance such a coherent body of aims and 
principles can give— on social security, on our treatment of subject peoples, 
on the role of art in the community, on international trade, and a hundred 
other subjects. They can also be important m warning us against possible 
mistakes— against a disregard of the trends of history, against every kind of 
undemocratic short cut to apparent efficiency, against the possible imposition 
of plans, however admirable, without the interest and the participation of 
the plannees (if I may coin a term), agamst every kmd of narrow exploita- 
tion and racial arrogance. 

It may be suggested that the best method of setting about this business 
is to draw up and proclaim a senes of Charters, extendmg the general prin- 
ciples of the Atlantic Charter into greater detail and mto various special 
fields. Once these were formally proclaimed by as many as possible of the 
United Nations there could be, no going back on them; and meanwhile the 
experts behind the scenes could be charged with working out, the practical 
schemes through which they would take effect. There has already been con- 
siderable talk in Britain of a Colonial Charter. A Pacific Charter might be 
useful to formulate the democratic point of view on the relations between 
the Asiatic and the white nations. A Charter of Welfare and Service would 
formulate the rights and duties of the mdividual and be in effect the charter 
of the common man; a Charter of Security would be the banner under 
which nations would be invited to co-operate m the prevention of war and 
aggression; and one might add a Charter of Prosperity to cover international 
Konomic co-operation, and a Charter of Peaceful Change as the first step 
toward the setting up of new international machinery for political adjust- 
ment. 

Meanwhile it is imperative that we should be clear in our own minds 
as to the inescapable nature of our proposition of political Euclid. Only vidien 
we have accepted the logic of its earlier steps and fearlessly worked out their 
implications, can we hope to write Q£.D. at its close by drawing the final 
conclusion of a set of aims which shall shorten the war, revivify the demo- 
cratic nations, and lay solid foundations for peace. 



James P. Warburg 

James P. Warburg {iBg6- ) is best btioum as a businessman, with 
important positions in banking, railroads, and other corporations. He 
has written various technical boobs in the fields of finance and industry, 
and was finanaal adviser to the World Economic Conference at London. 
When the war came he entered the Office of War Information and or- 
ganized Its London office. Yet he also finds time to write for the genertd 
reader on political and economic subjects and has even published verse. 
In Foreign Policy Begins at Home, from which the following chapter 
IS reprinted, he retdistscally examines the injustices within the American 
system with a view to correcting them before we shall presume to 
establish justice throughout the world. 


DOMESTIC PREREQUISITES TO PEACE 

BEFORE we proceed to the consideration of some 
of the problems involved in the post-war relation of this country to the 
rest of the world, let us summarize briefly what would appear to be the 
domestic prerequisites of successful cooperation with other nations in the 
interests of lastmg peace. 

Montesquieu once said, “The sentiment of justice was created in man 
before reason itself.” And it remains true today that in the face of reason, 
which tells us that war is a senseless abomination, the “sentiment of justice,” 
older than reason, bids us nevertheless to fight when justice, as we see it, u 
suflicientiy outraged. 

Peace cannot long endure when justice is not firmly established. 

Mere peace, even the peace of slavery, cannot be enforced forever. Man’s 
sense of justice cannot be suppressed by force, and men will fight, so long 
as they are men, whenever sufficient violence is done to their sense of jus- 
tice. Hence the foundations of peace must be somethmg more than the mere 
machmery for the suppression of attempts to change the status quo by vio- 
lence. 

The foundations of peace must rest- upon the establishment of justice 
and the maintenance of an order so permeated with justice that the majority 
of men will not be moved to violence. 

Justice is not static. The arrangement which seemed fair and just to us 
last year often seems less so today. Circumstances have arisen whidi change 
the assumptions upon which that arrangement was made. The agreement 
we make today may seem equally unfair a year from now. We must con- 

S4I 
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dude, then, that the order for which we are groping must provide the means 
for, constant adjustment to changing circumstances, if it is to be so per- 
meated with justice that the majority of men will not be moved to violence. 

This is true not only among nations but within nations. 

We, the people of America, cannot help to establish such an order 
among nations unless justice is firmly established here at home among our- 
selves. 

With all our faults we are still looked upon today by the oppressed 
peoples of other nations as the haven of justice and the citadel of freedom. 
They will not long so regard us unless we continue to move forward. 
Already they are beginning to suspect that all is not wfell from the manner 
in which we behave abroad. They arc hoping and waiting for a sign. 

But the enemies of freedom in other countries, the selfish despoilers of 
democracy abroad, know every chink m our armor — every crack and crevice 
in our social structure. They and their conscious and unconscious helpers in 
this country are busy night and day widening each chink into a cleavage. 
Sectional disputes or jealousies, economic conflicts and labor troubles, racial 
discrimination and religious prejudice all are grist to their mill. Wherever 
there is conflict they will be found nourishing it, often by furnishing argu- 
ments to both sides. 

Our job IS to work toward the removal of those factors in our society 
which originally created the cleavages. 

The most important of these factors arc economic. Our failure to under- 
stand and regulate modern capitalism in the interests of society as a whole 
has tended to divide us one from the other in special interest groups, has 
kept the fear of unemployment hanging over us, and has created widespread 
insecurity and a sense of injustice. At the same time, the tradition of un- 
regulated “free enterprise” has got into our blood to such an extent that it 
inhibits us from being willing to undertake the necessary cure. 

We have much to do. We must harness “free enterprise” to economic 
democracy. 

If we wish to preserve an economic order based upon the profit incen- 
tive, we must make that order distribute most of the profit in the form of 
purchasing power directly into the hands of those who would be consumers 
if they had purchasing power. This does not mean simply taxing estates and 
high incomes; to do this merely transfers the problem from the economic 
to the political system. It means recognizing the broad principle that those 
who use the tools of production (labor) are partners rather than the hirelmgs 
of those who own the tools (capital) ; and that both the owners and the users 
of the tools have a responsibility to society as a whole (the consumer). 
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This is not “production £or usie instead of profit,” which is state- 
socialism. 

It IS production for profit by those who will spend the proHt — as opposed 
to production for profit by those whose immediate demands are more or 
less satisfied and who will merely accumulate more capital. 

Nearly everyone is agreed that our economic order must be made to 
provide full employment. “Free enterprise” c^ provide full employment 
only if there is full production. There can be full production only if there is 
full consumption. And there can be full consumption only if the would-be 
consumers have the necessary purchasing power. 

Government — that is, society as a whole — can take up the slack by 
providing employment in temporary periods of adjustment by increased 
public works. But, unless government takes over the means of production 
(socialism), it cannot do more than this. 

There u no way of creating purchasing power except by production. 

If “free enterprise” is to do the job assisted by government — instead of 
government doing it altogether — then our basic concept of property rights 
will have to be redefined. Our present-day laws recognize and protect the 
ownership of physical property, which, broadly speaking, means the owner- 
ship of the plant, machinery and tools of production. But our laws have only 
begun to recognize the rights of those whose labor makes the tools of pro- 
duction productive. Recent labor and social-security legislation was badly 
needed to counteract some of the evils of our present system, but it did not 
and could not go to the root of the matter. It was designed merely to pro- 
tect the workers against long hours, low wages, unhealthy working condi- 
tions, and, to a certain extent, against the hazards of old age, sickness, and 
unemployment. This protection is absolutely necessary and must be main- 
tained until the evil is eradicated, but it docs not cure — ^it merely palliates. 

The basic question is not one of humanitarianism, it is one of justice. 
Labor should not need to be paternally protected. The social and economic 
order should in itself provide justice and security. 

The necessary change in the concept of property rights would, of course, 
involve a change in the attitude of both the present owners and non-owners. 
The owners would have to accept labor as a full partner in “free enterprise,” 
and labor would have to be ready to assume the full responsibilities and 
some of the risks of partnership, Both parties would share in the determina- 
tion of business policy and in the profits of the enterprise. Management 
would have to become the joint trustee of the interests of capital and labor 
and no longer regard itself merely as the trustee of capital. Labor would 
have to realize that it would no longer be the stepchild of the economic 
family with a special and neglected interest to protect against the rest of 
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the community, but a full4edgcd partner in “free enterprise” with a respon 
sibility to the community/ 

Some of this change in attitude on both sides has already occurred. The 
labor-management councils in many industries are already working in this 
direction, l^nagement is in many cases no longer solely the trustee of 
capital; and labor is in many cases already accepting some of the responsi- 
biUties of partnership. But until we revise our concept of property rights and 
the distribution of profits, a real partnership cannot be esubhshed. 

Another thing, tshich we need to do in overhauling our present system, 
is to rc-examinc carefully the device of the corporation, and to find duf how 
to curb its tendency to become a monopolistic octopus. This will require a 
redefinition of the rights, immunities, and obligations of corporate enter- 
prise, and a revision of some of the legal concepts which were developed for 
the protection of the individual before the corporate device was invented. 

We shall have to make up our mmds either to abolish monopoly alto- 
gether, or else to allow cerum monopolies to exist under government con- 
trol, or even perhaps under government ownership.* 

In the same way we shall have to re-examine our present attitude 
toward natural resources, and even toward new inventions, when such 
inventions affect the public mterest. It would seem that the harnessmg of 
“free enterprise” to the interests of society would requue the recognition 
that the country’s natural resources belong to the people as a whole, rather 
than to those individuals or groups of individuals who happen to discover 
them. It would seem reasonable that the reward of discovery should be 
the right to develop and exploit for reasonable profit, but not the right 
either to waste or to withhold. 

The same principle would apply to inventions which have an impor- 
tant bearing on the welfare of society as a whole. The explorer of natural 
resources and the explorer of the resources of science should certainly be 
entitled to a profit which compensates them for their discovery and for 

* If a true labor-capital partnership is established, and management becomes the trustee for 
the interests of both — and if monopoly and monopolisbc practices are abolished — the commu- 
suty as a whole, that is, the consumer, ought not to require any additional protection or rqirc- 
sentation. Free compeution and the wider distribution of profits should protect the consumer’s 
interest It may, nevertheless, be found desirable in some cases to provide for direct consumer 
representation on the board of managers. But the difficulty about such lepresentabon is that it 
is hard to evolve a formula of selection, unless perhaps diere should be new officials of local 
government elected for this specific purpose 

^ There are no doubt certain sectors in our economy in which it will be impossible to 
abqlish monopoly without making certain essenual goods and services much more expensive to 
the consumer than they are now This is true especially of tome ot the so-called public service 
oorporanooi, which require heavy investment in plant and machinery. In these limited sectors 
the author favors "socialization" of such monopolies as may be permitted to contmue thar 
existence— either by transference to state ownership, or by state regulanon, or by state-controlled 
“yardsnek" competition But this should be the exception and not die rule. We should Under- 
take such “socialization” only where it is in the public interest not to follow the rule, which 
would be to abolish monopoly altogether. 
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the risk of development, which often requires substantial capitaL They 
should even be granted limited monopoly (patent rights) for a time; but 
they should not be allowed to squander the country’s resources, nor to 
withhold benefits from society. Under our present patent laws monopolies 
and international cartels do precisely this. 

The same principles of justice and equal opportunity must be applied 
to remedy the unhappy state of a large part of our agricultural population. 

Basically the whole agricultural population sufiers from a l^k of bah 
ance between industrial and agricultural production. We have failed to 
achieve this balance for many reasons, but chiefly because our foreign trade 
policy has been the result of pressure-group horse-trading rather than of 
plannmg for a balanced economy. 

The log-rolling procedure of tariff legislation has tended to raise the 
costs of manufactured articles (which the farmer must buy) while at the 
same time, it tended to destroy the foreign markets for his surplus farm 
products. To protect himself against the industrial pressure groups, which 
fostered this process, the farmer organized pressure groups of his own, 
which sought subsidies and price controls. Worse than that, some of these 
pressure groups worked against the interest of the small farmer and sought 
only to benefit certain big agricultural interests. 

As a result, we still have the disgrace of the share-cropper, the poverty- 
ridden small farmer, and the disinherited agricultural nomad, while cor- 
porate industrialized agriculture flourishes on special privilege. In our agri- 
cultural society we have both the relics of feudalism and the evils, of pres- 
sure-group industrial capitalism. 

The further development of true co-operatives — not pressure groups — 
suggests a partial remedy. But basically our agricultural problem will never 
be solved until we regulate “free enterprise” as a whole m the public inter- 
est, and then plan our foreign trade policies to achieve domestic balance 
between industry and agriculture. This, in turn, we shall never do so long 
as we have invisible government by economic pressure groups. 

If we proceed to reorganize our society along the lines thus sketchily 
indicated — with the ideals of justice, equal opportunity, and the interests of 
society as a whole always before our eyes — we shall be able to do our share 
toward establishing peace and justice throughout the world. We shall find 
ourselves marching in step with all the peoples of the world, though not 
necessarily with some of their present governments. 

If we move in this direction we shall be able to meet our own imme- 
diate post-war problem. We shall be able to retrain and re-employ the ten 
to eleven million men and women now working in our war industries. We 
shall be able to get our house in order to receive the eleven million men 
and women who will be returning home from the armed forces.' We shall 
be able to receive them into a society which welcomes them as badly needed 
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productive workers instead of once more giving them apples to sell on the 
streets." 

In a recent article in the Atlantic Monthly, President James B. Conant 
of Harvard University said: “The demobilization of our armed forces is 
a God-given moment for reintroducing the American concept of a fluid 
society. If It IS handled properly we can ensure a healthy body politic for at 
least a generation. Handle it improperly and we may well sow the seeds 
of a civil war within a decade.” 

There can be no “fluid society” unless “free enterprise” is made to shake 
off the shackles of runaway greed as expressed by the artificial rigidities 
imposed by runaway capitalism. 

There can be no “fluid society” unless we emancipate ourselves from 
the way of thinking which has produced runaway capitalism. 

We have a choice to make, as citizens of this country, which cannot 
be long postponed: cither we must accept the class conflict engendered 
by modern society as inevitable, and enhst in it on one side or the other; 
or else we must all make up our mmds to abolish the injustice which causes 
the class conflict to exist. 

If we accept the conflict as inevitable, sooner or later the vast majority 
of American citizens will realize that they are disinherited by our economic 
order and that they have the political power to assert their rights. This 
would in all probabihty mean a mass trend toward state<ontrolled social- 
ism. Such a trend would in turn almost certainly evoke a counter-trend 
toward fascism on the part of those who had enlisted on the other side of 
the struggle to preserve their capitalistic privileges. We should then have 
“the seeds of civil war” of which President Conant speaks. The result 
might be a violent and successful socialist revolution. Given our long tradi- 
tion of runaway capitalism, it is far more likely that the revolution would 
be aborted into some form of fascist dictatorship. 

If, on the other hand, we refuse to accept the inevitability of the class 
conflict — if all of us enlist together to abolish it from our society by eliminat- 
ing Its causes — then we need fear neither revolution nor fascism. . 

We cannot overnight remove the injustices which cause the class con- 

*CarI A Gray of Plamsville, Connecticut, a forward-looking industrial leader and author 
of The Gray Plan for Post-War Reemployment, says, in stating the general principles of his 
proposal . 

“Because, with the coming of peace, the flow of manpower is reversed, it is the basic con- 
cept of this plan that the entire manpower machinery be also reversed This implies as much 
planning, technical skill, expenditure of ume, money and patience, in readjusting men to jobs, 
as are now being used in placing men in military positions” 

In conclusion Mr, Gray says “This is our first job when the war is won We can wm the 
war and snll lose our country if we are not willing to face the facts and do something about it. 
American boys who are fighnng all over the globe love their country as they never have before. 
We must justify this love by making their return to that country a reception, not a rebuff." 

The most comprehensive study of the world problem of post-war employment has been 
made by the International Labor Office The reader will find its report on Orgamzatton of 
Employment in the Transition from War to Peace well worth careful attention 
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flict. We cannot overnight emancipate ourselves from the habits of selfish 
thmkmg and prejudice. 

But we can overnight get started in the right direction. 

We did get started with Theodore Roosevelt’s Square Deal, and again 
with Woodrow Wilson’s New Freedom, and again more recently under 
the New Deal of Franklin D. Roosevelt. But unhappily on each of the latter 
occasions the preoccupation of w^ir coincided with the swing of the pendu- 
lum and combined to make us lose, our momentum. 

We must recapture our momentum if America is to be a dynamic force 
for democracy in a world which already contains the dynamic force of 
Soviet Russia. 

Our perfection as a democracy — or the lack of it — counts less at this 
moment of history than the direction in which we are moving. What we 
are counts less than what we intend to be. The important thing is that the 
world — and we ourselves — ^must know for certain that here at home we are 
moving forward. 

At present we appear to be standing still. But there is no such thipg 
as standing still in the world today. Unless we feel on our faces the keen 
wind of our own forward progress, we shall know that we are drifting back. 

Do we dare drift backward and betray the very cause for which we 
arc fighting? 

Do we dare drift backward and thus help to betray another peace? 


Carl J. Friedrich 

Carl /. Frtedrich (ipoi- ) came to the United States fiom Germany 
tn 1^22. He has become an Ameucan attzen. He is a Professor of Gov- 
ernment at Hat void and, during the war, Director of the School for 
Overseas Administration in Cambridge The following chapter from his 
suggestive bool{. The New Belief in the Common Man, is an honest 
facing of the questions which arise out of world-wide extension of the 
Four Freedoms. 


PAN-HUMANISM 

EACH passing day makes it more abundantly 
clear that the world of the past is dead and gone, that we are moving on 
into a new world. If it is not to be Hitler’s, it will be ours. What do we 
want it to be? Unless we want to take on Hitler’s job and become the 
world’s masters, imposing on it our own conceptions of life, liberty, and 
the pursuit of happiness, we are confronted with a gigantic problem. Upon 
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what cMnmon ground can mankind meet? What principles, values, stands 
ards are common to a majority of mankind? A majority I For it would 
plainly be absurd to ask for unanimity. But even a majority presents us 
with a problem of the first magnitude. 

THE FOUR FREEDOMS 

We want to live in a world where law and order reign. Right. But 
upon what common ground are such law and order to be erected? When 
speakmg of our own constitution, we used to use the language of the eight- 
eenth century. We talked of a “Bill of Rights.” It was the right of a man 
to his property that loomed large m those words. In more recent years, 
ctvtl hbertus have taken the place of those rights. It has been the hberty 
of the person that has seemed most important in the age of individualism. 
Now comes a further step. On January 6, 1941, President Roosevelt pro- 
claimed four freedoms as essential to a democratic world. Freedom of 
speech, freedom of religion, freedom from want, and freedom from fear — 
these four freedoms he insisted upon as essential. 

They were meant as a challenge and they arc a challenge. Whom were 
they meant to challenge^ Americans heard the message with a brief flurry 
of enthusiasm, but they were perplexed. “Those arc fine words,” they 
seemed to say, “but what do they mean?” “Are we going to make the 
world safe for democracy once more?” sneered the men who disliked the 
President’s foreign policy. There were many others, men and women firmly 
convinced of the urgency of defeating Hitlerism, who also were left won- 
dering. The words seemed to echo an old battle cry — ^they stirred up uneasy 
memories of a crusade that had left them stranded. 

Why this anxious questioning, this uncertainty about the mcanmg of 
these freedoms? 

It cannot be a question of words, for the words are clear. Under the 
two freedoms of speech and of religion arc comprised all those rights asso- 
ciated with a man’s personal self-expression. Free press and free, peaceful 
assembly, and latterly the freedom of peaceful association, are covered by 
the first of these freedoms. Freedom of conscience and all that goes with 
It are taken care of by the second. We here in America find little difiiculty 
in understanding the imperatives which these two freedoms of speech and 
of religion embody. What bothers us is the suspicion that we are far from 
having lealized these aspirations. 

OUR OWN SHORTCOMINGS 

Any reader of literature on civil liberties will hesitate to consider free- 
dom of expression a reality even m America. Only the thoughtless will 
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lorget the man who was put in jail for several years because he ventured 
to discuss peace problems in 1918. To speak of these high aspirations in 
the face of the treatment meted out to our colored people makes most of us 
feel ill at ease. Have we been able to make these freedoms secure to our 
own citizens? Yet after all is said and done, an impressive residue of really 
achieved freedom is left, as any refugee from Hitler will gladly testify. 

Is there any immediate prospect of elimmatmg want from America, 
let alone from wide areas of the earth’s surface? Freedom from want 
means first and foremost freedom from unemployment. Yet unemploy' 
ment remains an unsolved problem right here in America. Want is, of 
course, a flexible term, but an equal standard of livmg should be the ultU 
mate goal, although the President did not make it clear to what extent 
he meant to imply an equalizing of living standards throughout the world. 
Surely we do not wish to hide under a different set of words what Hitler 
brutally proclaims as his aim: to make the Nazi master race benefit from 
the toil of the rest of the world. At the same time, how can we hope even 
to approximate freedom from want? How many of our people are wiUmg 
to share their real income with other peoples? How many of our people 
have been willmg to admit that the equahzmg of hvmg standards even 
within the United States is necessary? 

Probably the most important single item m the whole creed is freedom 
from fear. The right of habeas corpus, secured through centuries of hard 
struggle, is the freedom from arbitrary arrest. Its lack is the most bitterly 
felt loss of all those who have fallen under the domination of the Nazis. 
The terror of the totalitarian tyranny is qumtessentially opposed to this 
freedom. Almost equally important nowadays is some kind of provision 
for protection against mob violence. Have we been able to provide it ? Even 
on paper, we have not succeeded in outlawmg lynchings. How is such 
freedom, then, to be brought to the suffering millions of poor bloody 
humanity? 

WORLD PROBLEMS 

It does not seem sensible for us to proclaim as a goal 'for the whole 
world what we have not been prepared to attempt at home. How can we 
become the pioneers of a new world order, a free co-operative world order, 
unless we seek to bring these high-soundmg phrases down to earth? But 
even assuming that we have to some extent succeeded, how are we to secure 
adherence to all these freedoms on the part of other people? 

Eighty million Germans, a hundred and fifty million Russians, tens 
of millions of other Slavic peoples, well over two hundred milhon Indians, 
between four and five hundred miUion Chinese and Japanese, not to speak 
of the numerous other peoples in the Near and the Far East, in all probably 
three fourths of the earth’s population, have been hving under social and 
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political conditions where freedom of speech, of the press, and of assembly 
are almost meaningless phrases. 

And as for freedom of religion — and of education.^ Do not many of 
these people acknowledge faith in a religion which dogmatically denies the 
desiraLlity of tolerating other creeds? Can we force them to accept tolera- 
tion? The British troubles in India furnish a striking object lesson; Mo- 
hammedan and Hindu have persecuted each other with relentless ferocity. 
The profound sympathy which any free man must feel for Indian demands 
is badly shattered by the discovery that, like the New England Puritans, 
they often seem to seek freedom the better to suppress their dissenting 
neighbors. 

President Wilson was unable to secure adoption of an article guarantee- 
ing the freedom of religious worship into the Covenant of the League of 
Nations. The Japanese dislike for such an article was intense; but in order 
to bring home their view they adopted the very telling device of suggesting 
that the Covenant contain an article guaranteeing all peoples under the 
Covenant against discrimination. The Australians, as hostile as America 
toward Japanese immigration, secured the rejection of this proposal, and 
so religious freedom was also abandoned. It is such conflicts that the advo- 
cate of a democratic world has to face; a readiness to make compromises 
upon one’s own fundamental premises seems to be required at the very 
outset. Yet, to what extent can such a readiness be expected in others? 
This is in many respects a pure question of fact, but one with regard to 
which we lack the most elementary knowledge. 

It was wise and helpful of the President to have the long and involved 
Bill of Rights of our constitution thus made more compact. It was bold 
and imaginative to brmg the idea of the pursuit of happiness face to face 
with a twentieth<entury reality, unemployment. And yet I know people 
of real ability and insight who are filled with enthusiasm for the world 
order, but who would not be the least happy over a tax increase that would 
help to banish want from our own country, to say nothing of China. 

THE public’s reaction 

Shall we then do nothing? Shall we allow things to drift? This also 
seems impossible. The four freedoms are the great symbols we are fighting 
for. But neither here nor abroad has the declaration of the four freedoms 
met with the enthusiasm to which its high idealism entitled it. Why? 
Wherem does it fail to rouse us — and more particularly the younger gen- 
eration.? Obviously a vast educational crusade is called for. Extensive con- 
versations with all kinds of people, students and workers, farmers and 
businessmen, doctors and preachers, housewives and schoolboys, will con- 
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vince anyone that the statement of these freedoms lacks that peculiar 
something which gives to an idea its representative, its symbolic value. 

The spirit of the common man in America is practical and realistic. 
Though deeply attached to ideals, he wants to see them meaningfully re- 
lated to what he knows about the world. He feels himself freer and more 
nearly in possession of what the four freedoms proclaim than most other 
people are. Yet he knows that we are far from any realization of these free- 
doms. He wants to know what is to be done about them. 

Can we say that Americans in the mass are behmd these four freedoms, 
not only for themselves but for China or Poland? Or do they look upon 
the idea of freeing the majority of mankmd from want and fear as utterly 
chimeric? A survey has convinced me that the general feeling is one of 
great uncertainty. “How do I know what’s good for China?” “I never met 
a Hindu, so I can’t tell whether they would go along.” The plam fact of 
the matter is that we have little or no idea, most of us, of what are the 
basic beliefs, values, standards of the majority of mankind. Here is the 
greatest stumbling-block to that “new world” which we seek to achieve. 

THE WORLD CITIZEN 

I 

There can be no democratic world order without a democratic world 
citizen, any more than there can be a democratic American order without 
a democratic American citizen. What is more, we cannot be the protagonists 
of such a democratic world order if we are not prepared to be such world 
citizens ourselves. This will involve very great efforts and sacrifices on our 
own part. These sacrifices are part of establishing the world order we want 
to live in. The only basis on which we can ask other people to share the 
four freedoms and to be willing to accept their guarantees through effective 
world government is our own use of them. This means that our own 
policies and commitments must be such as to help other people to prosper. 
Carl Schurz once said: “If you want to be free, there is but one way: it is 
to guarantee an equally full measure of hberty to all your neighbors. There 
is no other.” 

We cannot hope to go forward by ourselves, either materially or 
spiritually, on this planet. And when we say this, we are not thinking of 
this year or next year, but of the generation now in the making. The 
citizen of the past was a national citizen. It was a question of turning folks 
from many lands into Americans. The citizen of the future will be a world 
citizen, or there will be no democratic world order. Frankly, I believe that 
this building of world citizenship has to begin right here in America. 

Undoubtedly there will be great difficulties in establishing this world 
consciousness abroad, especially where totalitarianism has been rampant. 
On the other hand there may be a violent reaction agamst totalitarianism 
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after it collapses. That is what happened last tune, and such a reactitm 
may well be even more far-reaching this time. Quite a few of those who 
have hved for years under Hitler know more about the beauty of freedom 
than we do. From the little countries that have been overwhelmed by the 
Nazi war machine come persistent voices that proclaim the end of national 
sovereignty. Out of Germany come demands of a similar nature. 

We have indulged ourselves in much self-criticism. 1 feel that there 
has been too much talk about the purely orgamzational side of thmgs, about 
the League and whether it would all have been different if we had gone 
in — or had we never espoused it m the first place. Every thoughtful Ameri- 
can IS agreed that that must not happen agam. Americans are afraid of 
the ideals which inspired them then, because they found themselves con- 
fronted with tasks from which they recoiled. Why did they? Primarily, it 
seems to me, because Americans had assumed that making the world safe 
for democracy required nothing of them but to defeat the Kaiser. They 
did not realize that they, too, had to become something new, something 
almost unheard of — world citizens. Not quite unheard of, though. For at 
the very beginning of our democracy, there were a few world citizens; Tom 
Paine, Thomas Jefferson, Benjamin Fraidclm, Lafayette. 

It was admittedly this failure of ours to mold ourselves in the spirit 
of our own professed idealism which left us stranded. We do not want to 
be so stranded agam. Can we escape the job then of looking beyond our 
immediate responsibilities ^ Of facing the task of becoming ready for world 
ciuzenship ourselves^ Obviously not. Well, what does that imply? 

mankind’s common ground 

Our most intensive efforts must be shaped to meet this challenge in 
the years to come. Blueprints of world organization, economic programs, 
and social institutions are important, to be sure, but among the things to 
come, the most basic is the new man. Democratically speakmg, we cannot 
have a new world without him. Yet this is no call for Utopia, no demand 
for changing basic human nature. But in a changed environment human 
nature can be brought to respond to different ideals and different needs. 
There will be balanced men and reckless adventurers, brilliant minds and 
reliable souls of pedestrian imagination, honest men and crooks — but unless 
their strivings and doings can be given a world orientation, America cannot 
assume leadership in world government. 

There are such basic human facts — experiences which provide a start- 
ing point for understanding. Women of all nations can talk with each 
other about childbirth and children, no matter how diverse their back- 
ground. These are feelings and interests common to all of them. Almost 
all mankind seems to be agreed that the mother has first claim on her in- 



CAUL J. FKIEDRICH 553 

&at All of tbe questions large and small which grow out of this basic 
right are readily understood by women the world over. It is from simple 
facts such as these that we can start. 

I do not feel at all ready myself to be dogmatic in formulating funda- 
mental human rights on a cosmopolitan civilization. I do not fed that I 
have much to work with that would give me sympatheuc understanding 
of the ethical aspirations of mankmd. We have read a little Confucius, and 
we have a very vague idea of Buddhism and Mohammedamsm, but our 
grasp of the ethical implications of their teachings leaves us uncertain. What 
behavior do we have in common with them? The group of writers known 
as “the Humanists,” notably Irving Babbitt and Walter Lippmann, strove 
toward such a broad base, but their efforts were in the prefatory mood. 
They were too concerned with pomtmg out the shallowness of then con- 
temporaries to make an attempt at being practical. “And so the mature 
man would take the world as it comes, and within himself remain quite 
unperturbed,” Lippmaim wrote in the Preface to Morals. It appears that he 
has lately — and quite rightly — ceased to be such a mature man and has be- 
come quite perturbed once more. It is right and proper that this should be 
so. It IS just as true of the rest of us. The moralist, that old-fashioned crea- 
ture who takes ideals seriously, is turning to and becoming practical. In 
doing so, let’s start at home. 

AN EDUCATIONAL TASK 

For if we ourselves are in no sense ready to become citizens of a new 
world order, neither are our children. Whether they go to bad schools or 
to good schools, they are brought up to think of themselves as American 
citizens. All schools have gone in for civics, but civics in the past has tended 
toward a shallow nationalism. Cheap patrioteermg has found more of a 
place in courses of this kind than any good educator could accept. The 
mere fact that America has been a democracy longer than any other large 
country seems to foster smugness. Fortunately, educators arc more and 
more aware of this pitfall. Recent programs, such as that set forth in The 
Education of Free Men in American Democracy, candidly insist that Amer- 
ican democracy is far from fulfilling its ideal. While a knowledge of the 
resources, achievements, and promise of American democracy is considered 
ft'Mffntial, an understanding of our weaknesses is declared to be equally so 
by this program. 

But this self-critical attitude is not enough. There is need for a gener- 
ous r eaching out towards others. The democratic creed contains the seeds 
for a broader flowering. Our insistence upon tolerance is being broadened 
into respect and appreciation for peoples with a different culture from our 
own. But to date, we have thought too much in terms of minorities, racial. 
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cultural and religious. In the emerging world order it is not merely a mat> 
ter of minorities, but of the majority of mankmd. Let us become familiar 
with the long struggle to liberate the human mind and civilize the human 
heart. 

It was one of the strong points of humanist education that it con- 
veyed a real feeling for another culture and its concrete aspirations. It pro- 
vided a window out into another world. I shall never forget the glowing 
enthusiasm with which I wrote my graduation essay: “What the Greeks 
Mean to Us Today,” even though I have long lost that sense of intimacy 
with Homer and Sophocles which inspired it. 

The realistic trend of recent education, while admirable in its insist- 
ence upon making the teaching meaningful for the present, has tended 
toward a "spiritual provincialism.” Our children may learn much about 
history, they may acquire wider knowledge of the broad sweep of civiliza- 
tion and yet fail to reach down to the core of understanding, for this can 
only be achieved through wresthng intensely with different conceptions 
of what is good and what is beautiful. The value judgments upon which 
culture rests are the decisive understanding of their inner springs. For it 
is in terms of these that they unfolded their colorful creative detail. 

If this IS a task too difficult for the school perhaps it should be attempted 
in the home. But how equipped are we, as parents, to handle this task? 
Suppose your eight-year-old girl comes to you, as mine did recently, and 
wants to know: “Are the Russians on our side?” How ready are you to 
help her to understand the broader issue of democracy versus Communism.? 

I found It extremely difficult to get across to her the reasons why we must 
help the Russian people agaiqst the Nazis, and yet must also work for a 
more democratic union. I told her that they are not exactly on our side, 
but that we have a common enemy; still, I found myself handicapped by a 
sense of failure, an inability to present the ethical issue simply and clearly. 

Education for free men in a democracy is confronted, then, with a new 
task of far-reaching consequences. If this is true at home, it is even more 
true at school. Out of a realistic approach to the problems of democracy, 
we are faced with the need for what may be an entirely new curriculum. 
It’s not a matter of going back to the old literary hu manis m. To that the 
realist might well retort that such acquaintance lacked vital relationship to 
our own problems. One of their number, referring to Walter Lippmann’s 
comments in a column entitled “On Being Too Current,” recently ex- 
claimed: “Seriously, does Mr. Lippmann think that young people of 1941 
can be insulated, sterilized, wrapped in cotton batting, fed only on what 
was written and what happened before 1800, and at the age of twenty-one 
spring full-armed from the brain of Jove as responsible citizens of the 
world’s greatest democracy.?” I greatly sympathize with the protest, but I 
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should like to add that probably no single educational task is of greater 
importance today than to ensure that 'these youngsters shall become ready 
for a citizenship wider than that of American democracy. 

COMMON ETHICAL ASPIRATIONS 

The new ethical realism, closely tied as it is to a realistic conception of 
the common man, provides the general approach. Rather than just pro- 
claiming the principles of tolerance, an attempt should be made to bring 
clearly into focus the common ethical aspirations of mankind, to show 
that certain basic patterns of behavior are common to the vast majority of 
mankind, whether they be Christians or Buddhists, Mohammedans or Jews, 
Confucians or secular humanists. The elimination of special rehgious in- 
struction from our schools, in keepmg with the separation of church and 
state, has removed from the classroom the most essential of all subjects — 
namely, the ethical aspirations of man. In this our age of maturity it should 
be possible to return to it m the spirit of a new fellowship of man. That is 
the prime educational task, and it certainly is not an easy one. But if we 
don’t start this effort, who will ^ 

Beyond this educational task lies a political one. Pohtics in a democracy 
is adult education, at least half of the time. We may not thmk of it that 
way, but the educational value of a free discussion of public affairs is never- 
theless one of the most important arguments in favor of democracy. John 
Stuart Mill put it very well in his Representative Government. Arguing 
against the Greek philosophers, especially Plato, he pointed out that the 
notion of an ideal king is bad, because the more benevolent his rule, the 
more enervating its efffect in the long run. “Their minds are formed by, and 
consenting to, this abdication of their own energies.” It is this active partici- 
pation which makes of democratic politics a school for adults. How can 
this participation be elicited'’ How can we rouse ourselves to facing the 
same issues which the schools are groping toward in their work with our 
children ? 

A CONCRETE PROPOSAL 

What might be done to give us a democratic basis for proceeding with 
the task that the presidential declaration opened up^ Might we not gather 
forthwith, under either governmental or civic auspices, a world conven- 
tion of men and women of thought rather than action, who could represent 
a majority of man/^tnd? These representatives should not scatter before 
they have agreed to a more specific formulation of the ideals of the four 
freedoms in conformity with the great religions which mankind professes. 
It need not be a vast group of men; a gathering the size of our original 
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Conttitutional Convention would probably be quite adequate. One £w each 
75,000, ooO'i5o,ooo,ooo population among the peoples should be sufficient 

It is probably foolhardy to guess as to some of their conclusions, but it 
may serve to arouse disagreement and thereby promote discussion. 

In spite of vast differences in theology, all the great religions have in 
common, first of all, what we have already been implying: a behef in ethics 
as such. In practice, this means the recognition of personal responsibihty. 
It means that elemental realm of freedom which in our culture is institu- 
tionally protected by the freedom of religious worship. But it is this device 
of a written constituuon, rather than the idea itself, which is pecuhar to our 
own ways. In the Mohammedan world, as well as in China and else- 
where, a considerable measure of this freedom has been accepted for a long 
time. The Turkish Empire was the marvel of Europe m this respect in the 
sixteenth century. While the bitter religious wars were raging in England, 
France and Germany, men pleading for toleration time and again pointed 
to the Turks’ willmgness to live and let live so far as the realm of con- 
science was concerned. 

Where a measure of religious freedom has been denied, it has usually 
been demed in the name of religion. It remained for the totahtarians of our 
own day to deny religious freedom out of a nihilistic denial of all rehgion. 
To be sure, they proclaimed their own, anti-ethical doctrines in pseudo- 
rehgious terms, but that does not alter the fact that they denied freedom 
of conscience to all but those who agreed with their particular version of 
determinism and materialism. In domg this, they attacked the human core 
of civihzation. Human beings were asked to become something worse than 
slaves: robots. For the human being who is deprived of a belief in his 
responsibilities becomes an automaton executing the irresistible commands 
of social forces, biological drives, aild the rest. 

The universal recognition, then, of a belief in ethics and personal 
responsibility would be the first freedom that the pan-humanist congress 
would, I believe, agree upon. 

An interesting confirmation comes from Professor Toynbee, whose 
comparative interpretation of world civilizations entitles him to great 
respect in a matter of this kind. "There can be no international ethos with- 
out a religious basis,” he wrote, pomting out at the same time that this 
basis need not be necessarily Christian, and that religious elements in Islam, 
Hinduism, Buddhism and other religions offer hope of reaching such an 
ethos. 

Freedom of conscience and of religious worship depends, in the world 
of hard facts, upon the right to one’s physical person. In our own culture, 
in the English-speaking countries, this has found institutional expression in 
the right of habeas corpus. It has been discussed before. Protection against 
arbitrary searches and seizures, against being detained without being 
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charged with a legally determinate crime, would be a first and foreniott 
function of world government. Any local authorities unable to guarantee 
this protection to the inhabitants of their territory would forfeit the right 
to continue in office; it would be prima-facie evidence that that territory 
was not yet ready to govern itself. Such a condition may well be found in 
many parts of Europe after the collapse of the Nazis’ rule of terror. If so, 
the other nations will find themselves saddled with the job of administering 
such countries for a transition period. For it is my second guess that a pan- 
humanist congress would agree upon what corresponds to the right of 
habeas corpus as the second universal imperative. It embodies the quin- 
tessence of freedom from fear. Without it, the common man as we under- 
stand him cannot come into action on a world-wide basis any more than he 
can on a national one. Even his collective judgment, fallible as it is, cannot 
come into play if the common man is terrorized. 

PAN-HUMANISM 

Is all this Utopia^ Or is it the shape of things to come? All that mortals 
can do is to embrace the future with faith in the creative possibilities of 
mankind. What I hope 1 have shown is that a solid foundation for a free 
world IS to be found only m a universal common man, a world public. The 
four freedoms, or indeed any other constitutional guarantees, are of little 
avail unless they give us that universal common man. 

A French skeptic, looking at America in the early nmeteenth century, 
wrote: — 

It is immensely difficult to create a country out of states without any com- 
munity of religion and interests, states which have been peopled by different 
stocks, and are living on vaned soils and under diverse climates. What link is 
there between a Frenchman of Louisiana, a Spaniard of Florida, a German of 
New York, an Englishman of New England, Carolina, Georgia — all considered 
Americans? . . . How many centunes will be needed to make these elements 
homogeneous? 

What Chateaubriand overlooked was that they were all men, common 
men united in the allegiance to those freedoms which they had come to live 
under. After their escape from the despotism, benevolent and otherwise, 
which they left behind them in Europe, they had become primarily human 
rather than English, French, German or Spanish. They came first, and 
the collectivity lived only in and through them. 

We have had Pan-Slavism and Fan-Germanism, Pan-Europeanism and 
Pan-Americanism. All these are expressions of a dying nationalism. Pan- 
Europa and Pan-America are lame attempts to rescue this moribund force 
by putting It on a continental basis. The belief in the common man, tern- 
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pared and restrained by modern knowledge of man and society, gives rise 
to Pan-Humanism. It is the banner of the future. 

The proclamation of the four freedoms has opened a great debate: 
What are the common patterns of conduct that will enable the world’s 
common men to join forces in solving their common problems? Is there a 
basis for a world community? 

On the answer to this question hinges the future of peace and of a 
democratic world order. 


Corliss Lamont 

Corliss Lamont (igoi- ), though the son of a partner of ]. P. Mor- 
gan, IS a Soeialist who regards the Soviet experiment with "critical sym- 
pathy." He graduated fiom Harvard, studied at Oxford, and received 
the degree of PhD. from Columbia. For five years he taught philosophy 
at Columbia; since he has been a wnter on political and economic 
subjects. In the following essay he shows how politics and economics 
can be integrated through state planning. Here is one of the possible 
blueprints for the future, one of the alternatives to be accepted or rejected 
in the inevitable course of soaal evolution 


THE PRINCIPLES OF PLANNING 

THE fundamental principle that lies behind plan- 
ning is fairly simple and one which wc encounter in some form in many 
different realms of human behavior. It consists of co-ordinating our activi- 
ties in the light of our capacities and of the objective external environment, 
especially its economic aspects. As individuals we all plan to some extent, 
whether it be for a day or a month, a year or a decade, always keeping a 
weather eye on the state of our finances. 

If we have a family, then planning becomes more complex and essen- 
tial. The intelligent family looks into the future so far as is possible and 
plans, accordmg to its resources, for the needs of its various members. If it 
is wise and has any sort of dependable income, it will make an annual 
budget, allocating definite sums to food, housing, clothing, recreation, baby 
carriages and the hke. It will also probably try to set aside certain amounts 
as savmgs; and the most prudent heads of families will plan years and years 
ahead for the particular needs and vicissitudes of old age. Thoughtful peo- 
ple will take an even further step and, through the process of wills, lay 
careful plans for friends and family long after they are dead. 
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Coming to purely economic units, we find that every kind of business 
concern, no matter what its size and nature, must plan. The larger and more 
complex it is, the more attention it has to pay to planning. Any big cor- 
poration, for instance, with its many different departments, must have 
central planning in order to co-ordinate its various activities and to func- 
tion successfully as a busmess. This is true whether the U. S. Steel Corpora- 
tion or General Motors is concerned, whether R. H. Macy and Company 
or American Telephone and Telegraph, whether Standard Oil of New 
York or the Pennsylvania Railroad. The planning necessary for the efficient 
management of huge businesses like these reaches out to all parts of Amer- 
ica and in some degree abroad as well. And in certain fields where big busi- 
ness has come to be overwhelmingly predominant, the planning of a few 
large trusts or even of a single monopoly may extend over well-nigh a 
whole industry. 

The purpose of planning in all capitalist enterprise is, of course, to 
make money. And this means that each busmess, in the process of contin- 
ually establishing and re-establishing its own superiority, must plan against 
Its rivals and win away from them more and more customers. Trusts in 
the same industry have to plan against each other and also, in order to cap- 
ture a larger and larger share of the general consumer’s income, against 
trusts in other industries. Thus, in enterprise both large and small, the plans 
of individual businesses and businessmen tend to cancel one another out to 
a considerable extent. The capitalist theory is that the most efficient and 
intelligently managed concerns come out on top. Undeniably this is fre- 
quently true; ]ust as often, however, it is ruthlessness and lack of moral 
scruple that turn the tnck, as has been amply illustrated in the lives of 
our “robber barons.” But whether efficiency or ruthlessness or perhaps both 
together are operative in any particular case, the result for the community 
IS in the end economic chaos. 

In order to mitigate or prevent the disastrous results of anarchic Capi- 
talism in some important field, capitalist governments sometimes put into 
effect a species of planning for an entire industry. In most European coun- 
tries the telephone and telegraph are publicly owned and operated, and in 
several the railways as well. Then, too, there are public planning schemes 
in existence over particular localities. A good example of this is the Ten- 
nessee Valley Authority (TVA), which is exploiting the power resources 
of the Tennessee basin on behalf of the population of the vicinity, much to 
the chagrin of the private utility compames. These types of piecemeal plan- 
ning, however, no matter how well they may work m the sectors allotted 
to them, cannot go far in solving the economic problems of a country as a 
whole. 

It is characteristic that the most far-reaching schemes of public planning 
under Capitalism should be for profit, or for profit and war. The so-called 
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planning of the New Deal during President Roosevelt's first term was 
directed, especially in agriculture, toward decreasing production in order 
to bring ba^ profits by making goods scarcer and prices hi^er. While the 
Great ^pression was still ravaging the United States, the NRA (National 
Recovery Administration) and the AAA (Agricultural Adjustment Admm- 
istration) nobly co-operated, through planned destruction, with the usual 
haphazard destruction for profit by individual capitalists. Those were the 
days when almost over-night a fourth of the cotton crop was ploughed un- 
der, the wheat acreage reduced by 20 per cent, and five milhon pigs de- 
stroyed. The AAA, doing its best under the circumstances to rescue the 
American farmer by boosting the price level, actually paid bonuses to all 
the producers who participated m this wholesale sacrifin to the capricious 
gods of capitalist economics. 

During World War I, America, and more than half the nations of the 
earth as well, carried out planned destruction on an even larger scale. Not 
only did this war planning entail the shooting away into nothingness of 
bilhons and billions of dollars’ worth of goods m the form of munitions; 
even the food, clothmg and other supplies for the military and naval forces 
were for the purpose of enabhng millions of men to engage in the entirely 
unproductive function of fightmg to the death millions of other men. In 
order to wage war more efficiently, the American Government proceeded 
to co-ordinate in some measure the economic life of the United States by 
setting up the War Industries Board, the War Trade Board, the Shipping 
Board, the Fuel Administration, the Food Administration and the Railroad 
Administration. Since the railroads under private management could not 
stand the added strain of war conditions, the Government took them over 
entirely and administered them on a unified basis. 

Unhappily, today again, the bulk of the planning that is going on in 
capitalist countries is for belligerent purposes. This is especially true of the 
Fascist Powers— Germany, Italy and Japan — ^in each of which the whole 
economy has for a number of years been on a war basis. As these Fascist 
states push farther and farther their present aggressions and prepare for 
new ones, they are forcing the democratic Capitalisms to introduce ever 
more extensive planning for the object of armed self-defense. 

This brief review of the limited planning that takes place under Capi- 
talism shows how far removed it is in aim and scope from Socialist plan- 
ning. Planning under Socialism is for use, not profit, for increasing pro- 
duction, not decreasing it, for pesae, not war. And it demands as an absolute 
prerequisite the socialization of production and distribution. For as long as 
private capitalists retain possession of a country’s natural resources and trans- 
portation facilities, of factories, farms, banks and all the rest, they have the 
power to throw out of gear the best-laid of Plans. It is common knowledge 
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that even with" the minor public controls established under Roosevelt’s 
NRA, the American capitalists, long before the law was declared unconsti- 
tutional, constantly sabotaged, dodged and defied the Act. 

But Soaalist planning puts a fimsh to that unending tug of war, so 
characteristic of Capitalism, between the Government, supposedly represent- 
ing the public in general, and various business interests jockeying for con- 
trol of It and determined to carry out whatever profit-promising policies 
seem most advantageous. Under Socialism, politics and economics arc thor- 
oughly integrated. 

The socialization of economic activity which I have in mind, however, 
does not necessarily entail cither nationalization by the federal government 
or ownership by state or city governments. Many industries under Social- 
ism the national government will certainly take over; many other economic 
concerns, less far-reaching in their ramifications, state or city governments 
will own and operate. But besides all this, there will be a broad sector of 
enterprise which is socialized yet not governmental. It will be advisable to 
run some industries through the instrumentality of Public Corporations, 
which will be subject to control by the government planning authorities, 
but largely independent in their administrative work. In the non-govern- 
mental class Will also be collective farms and fisheries, and indeed almost 
the whole of agriculture; cooperauve societies for production and distribu- 
tion; and much of journalism, art and culture in general. 

This means that there will be a sizable number, running into several 
millions, of independent individuals not on the pay-roll of any govern- 
mental concern. These will include a large proportion of the handicrafts- 
men, farmers, fishermen, inventors, teachers, authors, journalists, actors, 
artists and intellectuals. They will make their living by working in such 
organizations as I have just mentioned; or by selling their products or serv- 
ices to such organizations, to public agencies or to other individuals. So, in 
the Socialist state there will be plenty of room for free-lance workers of every 
type. 

Socialist planning differs from any sort of capitalist planning, lastly, 
in that It IS not confined to special localities, mdustries or periods of time, 
but is continuous and nation-wide. A genuinely planned economy demands 
not only that all individual businesses m one industry, whether it be con- 
cerned with hats, shoes, sugar, coal or anything else, be consciously co- 
ordinated, but that each industry as a whole, including the prices of its 
products and the wages and working hours of its employees, be co-ordinated 
With every other industry as a whole. Think of the increase in efficiency 
and the decrease in waste that would result from planned co-ordination 
among America’s big energy-producing industries: coal, gas, oil and electric 
power. Such co-ordination, however, could reach its high point only when 
there was complete co-ordination also among the industries to be served. 
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For only when we know how much energy is required throughout the whole 
country, and where and when, can we accurately gauge how much coal, 
how much gas, how much oil and how much electric power should be made 
available in a given period and in a particular locahty. 

Again, it is obvious that there is so much overlapping in the field of 
transportation — among railways, boats, buses, trucks and airplanes — that 
the situation cries out for unified planning. But it is not possible to separate 
transportation from the things to be transported. A plan for co-ordinated 
transportation implies a plan for coal and steel, farm products and finished 
goods, ]ust as a plan for all these things definitely implies a plan for 
transportation. 

And of course all of agriculture must be carefully correlated with all 
of manufacture. The flow of foodstuffs to the cities must be co-ordinated 
with the flow of manufactured goods from them. The needs of the farmers 
must be estimated. Our steel plan, for example, must take into considera- 
tion the demand for tractors, combines and other agricultural niachinery; 
and our agricultural plan the particular food requirements of the heavily 
laboring steel workers. 

Likewise there must be a well-worked-out plan for wholesale and 
retail trade, linking up these two main branches of distribution all along 
the line with industry, transportation and agriculture. The shops in town 
and city, the restaurants, the warehouses, the gasoline stations and other 
such distributive units all come into the planning picture here. 

Since the planning I envisage covers the entire socio-economic scene. 
It naturally extends into the fields of health and recreation, of education and 
culture. Socialism is particularly concerned to bountifully provide all the 
different activities and services in these realms with the necessary equip- 
ment and other economic prerequisites. The educational plan of the coun- 
try, moreover, must be always closely interrelated with the economic plan, 
so that there may never be a lack of the needed technicians, scientists and 
other experts nor a deficiency of suitable employment opportunities for 
graduating students. 

Finally, the entire economic and cultural life of the country must be 
carefully correlated with finance under one vast, unitary budget that takes 
in all branches of industry and agriculture, of commerce and trade and 
extra-economic endeavor. 

This completes, in outline form, the picture of the great National Plan 
which Socialism sets in motion, a Plan which brings into the economic and 
social affairs of any country that adopts it a closely knit unity, a smoothly 
functioning team-work, among all the myriad enterprises and individuals 
involved, making each one count for infinitely more and lifting the collec- 
tive achievement to new and unheard-of heights. 

Because of its controls over production and distribution, currency and 
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capital investment, prices and wages and hours, Socialist p lanning is able 
to overcome totally and permanently the central capitalist difficulty of lack 
of purchasing power. As more and more goods come out of the factories, 
wages go up throughout the land or prices decrease or the working day 
grows shorter. To take care of the increased turnover in commodities, 
currency may, depending on its velocity of circulation, be expanded. Since 
there are no capitalists to appropriate a large proportion of the value which 
the people produce, the full instead of only the partial value of their labor 
returns to them in one form or another. Tlius, the unceasing abundance of 
goods is matched by an unceasing abundance of purchasing power. And 
this results in that depression-defeating, prosperity-ensuring balance be- 
tween production and consumption, supply and demand, which every ortho- 
dox economist and capitalist has fondly dreamed of seeing Capitalism 
Itself attain. 

The United States and other capitalist nations are only as rich as the 
amount of goods that can be sold for a profit during any given period. 
But Socialist planning makes a country exactly as rich as its entire produc- 
tive capacity during any period. This is why I say without hesitation that 
Socialism, in terms of sheer economic efficiency, is sure to far outstrip 
Capitalism. 

Since finance is the most important single element in Socialist planning 
and more crucial, if anything, than in a capitalist economy — a fact which 
ought to give some slight consolation to capitalist bankers — I want to dis- 
cuss the subject in more detail. In a Socialist state the banking system oper- 
ates under and administers an all-embracing Financial Plan for the nation 
as a whole. This Financial Plan is the counterpart of the Material Plan 
and translates all the production and distribution schedules of the latter 
into dollar units. The dollar is the common denominator in which the 
various aspects of the National Plan can be accurately expressed and clearly 
related to one another. The Financial Plan and the Material Plan are, in 
effect, two versions of the National Plan and each serves as a check on the 
other. 

The Government Treasury Department, together with the State Bank 
and its numerous branches, acts as a great central pool for the national in- 
come. This It does not only through taxation of Socialist business concerns 
and of individuals, but also through receiving a substantial share of what- 
ever surpluses the different businesses, including those involved in foreign 
trade, succeed in accumulating. A considerable portion of such surpluses, 
however, are retained locally by the factory or other unit earning them and 
are used collectively for expansion, improvements or social benefits con- 
nected with the same enterprise. The Government also raises a certain 
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amount of capital through savings banks and through the dotation 

lie loans, which continue to be necessary diu-mg the first stages of Socialism. 

The surpluses or “profits” which economic enterprises build up under 
Socialism have a very different status and play a very different role from 
what we have been accustomed to expect under Capitalism. They are, in 
fact, mainly a book-keeping device. Sociahst business is run, as I have said, 
not for the sake of making profits, but in order to provide goods and serv- 
ices to the community. The most convenient process of accounting and of 
distribution, however, demands the mechanism of buying and sellmg, of 
money and prices. Furthermore, identifiable “profits” are necessary so that 
our ^ialist planners can set aside a certain proportion of the nation’s 
income in order to meet depreciation and obsolescence and, above all, in 
order to expand the means of production. Soviet Russia, for instance, put 
into social savings for such purposes an annual average of one-third its total 
income during the first two Five-Year Plans, a feat which stands out all 
the more owing to the fact that capitalist economists have always argued 
that a Socialist government would act like a reckless spendthrift and could 
not possibly exercise the foresight and intelligence to accumulate capital. 

Whereas under Capitalism money and prices control the output of 
goods, under Socialism it is the output of goods that controls money and 
prices. Money is on a goods standard, not a gold standard. No real need 
exists for the latter unless to make the initial transition from Capitalism 
psychologically easier in the minds of the people. There can be no such thing 
as financial bankruptcy unless the supply of commodities proves inadequate; 
the value of the currency does not depend on any gold reserve, but on the 
quantity and quality of goods that nation-wide planning has made avail- 
able. Money ceases to be a commodity in itself, as under the capitalist 
system. It simply serves as the recognized unit of economic measurement 
and exchange, a function that some medium will have to perform in any 
future stage of society. 

The most obvious advantage of a Socialist financial system is that it 
enables the public authorities to distribute and re-distribute the nation’s 
capital resources accordmg to the needs of the entire economy. The sur- 
pluses acquired in one sector of business can be transferred to other less 
developed and less lucrative branches of economic activity. This is analogous, 
on a national scale, to the various allocations within the huge budgets of 
some of the bigger capitalist corporations. Under Socialism a number of 
enterprises, particularly in the sphere of education and social services, will 
contmue to show financial loss, perhaps permanently. And there will also 
be deficiu in the mdustnal held, especially when some great new project 
is getting under way. 

Socialist financial planmng requucs that there be an ordered flow of 
capital investment all along the Ime m place of the slap-dash, haphazard 
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itiethods prevalent in capitalist countries today. Instead of over-investment 
in some directions and under-investment in others, with crisis-causing dis- 
proportions as the certain result, Sociahst plannmg ensures a balanced and 
even distribution of capital resources, that is, social savings, in the directions 
most useful and important. It would be inconceivable, for example, for vast 
quantities of capital to go into the budding of palatial homes, yachts and 
(^er super-luxuries for a small class of the economically privileged while 
mdlions of famihes lived in houses beneath even a mi nim um standard of 
decency. 

It would also be inconceivable for socialized capital to go into the pro- 
duction of things clearly harmful to health and well-being — such as noxious 
drugs, patent medianes and deleterious foodstuffs — ^for which there might 
be unintelligent and perverse demand. It would be impossible, too, for 
capital to create manufacturing plants and services that would be continu- 
ally duphcating one another, ruining one another through cut-throat com- 
petition, spending huge fortunes in misleading advertising, and mundaung 
a locality or even the entire country with a bewildering flow of practically 
identical goods. The huge sums of money and the very large personnel in- 
volved in speculative activities in commodities, in land, and in stocks and 
bonds would also become a thing of the past. And, alas for the gamblers 
of high finance, that symbol of Capitalism at its worst, the stock market, 
would be no more. 

The perfect synchronization between savings and capital investment 
that Socialist planning makes possible is one of the weightiest arguments in 
its favor. Since the decision of how much and where and when to save and 
the decision of how much and where and when to invest rests in the hands 
of the Planning Commission and the Government, there is no danger that 
these important decisions will be at odds with each other as they so often 
are under Capitalism. The unplanned capitalist method means that two 
sets of different people, frequently with conflicting interests, save and invest 
as they see fit, with the result that the relations between saving and invest- 
ment are always becoming maladjusted. Either savings cannot find an out- 
let in profitable investment or needed investment cannot find sufficient 
savings to put it across. In either case economic troubles are the outcome. 

Under the financial system I have been outlining, every producing 
and distributing unit in the country has an account in the central State 
Bank or one of its branches. And it is the duty of each bank to check up 
on the use of the credits, long-term, short-term or emergency, which it 
issues at any time. It must make certain that the automobile factory, for 
instance, to which it has advanced a certain amount of credit, actually pro- 
duces the motorcars called for by the Plan and supposedly made possible 
by the credit. The factory has the obligation of giving the bank definite 
reports on definite dates showing how it is fulfilling its program. If the 
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bank discovers that the credit is being wasted or used ine£Sciently, it will 
at once stop further credits until the matter is cleared up, even instituting a 
special investigation if necessary. 

Thus, under Socialist plannmg, the banks become the watchdogs of the 
whole economy by carrying on what amounts to a constant audit of all 
business enterprises. They act as the vital Imk between the various sets 
of plans drawn up on paper and the fulfillment of these plans in terms 
of concrete goods and services. Their vigilance means that there can be no 
let-down on the part of either management or workers in a concern without 
the whole personnel being called to task. In this function the banks are 
aided by a system of accounung which penetrates into every nook and 
cranny of economic activity. Socialist accounting, organized on the strictest 
basis, aims to cut production costs and to attain the greatest possible results 
for the least possible expenditure. Book profits enter again into the picture 
here as a partial test of whether or not a plant is being operated efficiently. 
So the idea sometimes advanced that, under Socialism, extravagant execu- 
tives will fling away heedlessly and without restraint the financial resources 
of the community is merely a caricature. 

Furthermore, besides the checks and balances inherent in the technical 
set-up of Socialist planning, there is always the control exercised by the 
people themselves through regular democratic procedures. At established 
intervals they can approve or disapprove of the planning schemes in effect 
or proposed by electing representatives and officials committed to carrying 
out the popular will. And at all times they can bring pressurc.to bear by 
criticisms and suggestions through public meetings, the organs of opinion, 
individual or organized lobbying, and other such processes of democracy. 
Of paramount importance in this connection will be the role of the trade 
unions, to which virtually all working persons will presumably belong. 
There is nothing, then, in the nature of Socialist planning which prevents 
it from being administered in a thoroughly democratic manner. 

One can easily imagine some of the big public issues which are almost 
certain to emerge in the natural course of collective economic planning. 
Since the standard of living under Socialism goes steadily up, the question 
will arise as to how the people can most benefit from the increasing wealth. 
Shall our plaimers put the emphasis on raising wages continually or on 
providing more and better free services hke libraries, parks and public con- 
certs.^ How much of the national income shall be saved for the purpose o^ 
new capital construction? And in this connection will the time come when 
the population will prefer to stabilize the standard of living at a certain 
point and concentrate on enjoying the consumers’ goods producible at that 
level rather than to contmue with vast expansion programs? For under 
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Socialist planning there is no categorical imperative, as under Capitalism, 
for an economy to keep on expanding indefinitely. 

This particular issue might well develop in relation to the matter of the 
average annual working time. In order that more leisure be secured, one 
political party might advocate reducing the work-day by a third or augment- 
ing the number of holidays or cutting the age of retirement to fifty; another 
party might call for the maintenance of existing work-time schedules and 
for a mighty increase in production which would lift the standard of living 
to even greater heights. Or another burning issue might come to the fore, 
once the necessities of life had been provided for everyone, over whether 
to stress the provision of cultural as distinct from material goods and services. 

The exact planning techniques which I have been describing will cer- 
tainly not be used in all stages of Socialism nor in all countries adopting the 
new system. For it is crystal clear that each nation will use somewhat dif- 
ferent methods, adapting Socialism to its characteristic traditions, political 
institutions and degree of economic development. It would be foolish to 
itnaginp that if Central planning were introduced in China at the same time 
as in the United States, it could be put into effect by precisely the same 
measures or at the same rate. Indeed, there will be plenty of differences 
even between two countries both as highly evolved industrially as America 
and Great Britain, one obvious reason being that the latter is in so many 
ways economically dependent on the outside world. But just as the general 
principles of the capitalist system were potentially applicable in every quarter 
of the globe, so the general principles of Socialist planning arc applicable to 
the United States and all other nations. 
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mind and a hard-hitting style, he asl^s disconcerting questions about the 
dreams of post-war planners in hts solid litde boo\. How New Will 
the Better World BeP The upshot of his inquiry is that the " better" 
world of the future will not be conspicuously different from the world 
of the past. In the following chapter, for example, without turning New 
Dealer he argues the inevitability of social-economic controls in the com- 
ing era. 

WHAT KIND OF COLLECTIVISM DO WE WANT? 

• MOST people in the United States would prob- 
ably answer this question by saying: “We do not want any kind of col- 
lectivism at all.” The word “collectivism” is apt to suggest the word 
“socialism,” and Socialism is for most people the same thing as Commu- 
nism. This mistake leads to a great deal of useless confusion in thinking 
about such matters. First of all, therefore, I wish to make perfectly clear 
what I mean by collectivism. By collectivism I mean no more than the gov- 
ernmental regulation or control of the economic life of a community. Such 
regulation or control may be more or less complete, so that there are dif- 
ferent kinds of .collectivism, depending on the extent to which the regula- 
tion or control is carried out and the methods by which it is achieved. To 
say that we do not want any kind of collectivism is merely to express a 
pious wish. It is not a question of what we should like if it were possible 
to have it, but a question of what we must accept under conditions as they 
exist. We already have a certain amount of collectivism, a certain amount 
of governmental regulation of economic hfe; and it is about as clearly on 
the cards as anything can be that we must have still more of it. 

But why must we have more of it? Why can’t we have what we want? 
This raises the mteresting question which philosophers have discussed from 
time out of mind: Do men make their own history, or is it made for them 
by some power over which they have no control? The proper answer is that 
neither part of the question can be answered wholly in the affirmative. Meli 
make their own history in part, and in part it is made for them by certain 
conditions which they cannot change, or cannot altogether change. 

One of these conditions is physiographic— conditions of geography, soil, 
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climate, and the like. Men can raise rice and bananas, but it would be a 
waste of effort to try ^to raise them in Labrador or New England. The other 
condition is histone — the pattern of habits and customs and institutions that 
exists at any time and place as the result of a long process of historical de- 
velopmcnt. Men livmg in New England today can have all the rice and 
bananas they want, b^ause these foods can now be so easily and cheaply 
brought to New England from the places where they are raised. But modern 
methods of transportation are part of the complex pattern of habit and in- 
stitutions which has been historically created; and this complex pattern of 
habit and institutions is itself a limitauon which determines in part the 
power of men to make their own history. It has been said that we should 
be better off if there were no steam engines, automobiles, or airplanes. 
Maybe we should. But the fact is that we have these things. We cannot get 
rid of them by vnshing; and we can make our own history from now on 
only within the limits set by the existence and use of steam engines, auto- 
mobiles, and airplanes, and the kind of society which these and a thousand 
and one other technological devices make necessary. 

The pattern of thought and behavior, of customs and mstitutions that 
exist at any time can be changed by men, but not easily or all at once; and 
the way in which it can be changed, and the direction which the change 
must take, are as much determmed by what has occurred and what exists 
as they are by men’s will and desire. During the last century social and po- 
litical mstitutions, and men’s ways of thinking about them, have been chang- 
ing, at times pretty rapidly; but they have been changing in a certain direc- 
tion. This direction, the historical trend of our time, has been steadily away 
from unrestrained “private economic enterprise” and towards governmental 
regulation of private ecgnomic enterprise — that is to say, towards some form 
of what I have defined as collectivism. 

Four different forms of collectivism have in fact been proposed or 
adopted — Sociahsm, Communism, Fascism, and what for lack of a better 
term we may call Social Democracy. We cannot reverse the historic trend 
towards collectivism, but we can with intelligence and determination decide 
whether we will have some brand of Social Democracy rather than some 
brand of Socialism, Communism, or Fascism. It will clarify the issue to see 
how these various brands of collectivism emerged historically, in what re- 
spects they are alike, and m what respects they are different. 

The various forms of collectivism have emerged during the last hun- 
dred years. They are all methods proposed or adopted for solving the social 
and political problems arising in the highly complex societies created by the 
Industrial and Technological Revoluuon of our time; and a brief historical 
sketch will serve to show what the nature of the problem is and how these 
forms of collectivism propose to solve it. 
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Modern democracy, in theory and as in fact established, was the result 
of opposition to the system of society and government that existed in most 
European countries in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. Most coun- 
tries were then governed by kings who claimed absolute power by divine 
right, and whose power in fact rested upon the support of a small but in- 
fluential class of privileged nobles, a few wealthy middle-class families, and 
an esubhshed state church, Protestant or Catholic. The mass of the people 
(chiefly peasant farmers) were oppressed and exploited and had few rights 
as we understand them — neither political freedom, nor freedom of religion, 
or of speech and the press, nor freedom to choose one’s occupation or pro- 
fession. Except in England, Holland, and the American colonies, citizens 
had no safeguard against arbitrary arrest and imprisonment, no right to trial 
by jury, no protection against search of their houses and possessions by thif 
police. It was what we should call a highly “regimented” society governed 
by hereditary dictatorship. The English Revolution of 1688, and the Ameri- 
can and French Revolutions at the end of the eighteenth century, were di- 
rected against this form of dictatorship, class privilege, and social regimenta- 
tion; and by the end of the nineteenth century it had been replaced in most 
European countries and in America by some form of Liberal Democracy. 

The theory or philosophy of Liberal Democracy was formulated in the 
seventeenth and particularly in the eighteenth century in a multitude of 
books and pamphlets, even though the authors ran the risk of having their 
works suppressed and of being themselves imprisoned or exiled. The classic 
expression of the philosophy is m the Declaration of Independence, written 
by Thomas Jefferson, and in the French Declaration of the Rights of Man 
and the Citizen, which was prefixed to the first French Constitution in 
1789. The philosophy rested on the assumption that men had been too much 
and, above all, too arbitrarily governed. It was thought, rightly enough, that 
the chief oppressions and injustices from which men suffered were the 
result of governmental restraints upon the activities and thinking of men; 
and “liberty” was accordingly thought of as freedom for the individual from 
the restraints imposed by governments. The fundamental idea of the liberal 
democratic philosophy, therefore, was that the people could govern them- 
selves better than kings and aristocrats and priests could do it for them; and 
that the best form of government was the one that governed least — ^the one 
that interfered as httle as might be with the activities and thinking of the 
individual citizen. In the early nineteenth century writers on economics used 
two French words to express this idea — latssez (let) and fatre (to do or to 
be). That is to say, governments should adopt the pohey of latssez fatre — 
should, as far as possible, let every man do what he wanted to do and be 
what he wanted to be. As applied to government, the philosophy might be 
called the do-nothmg philosophy, and as applied to the citizen, the let-alone 
philosophy. 
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Of course this is putting it too baldly. There never was a time when 
anyone (except a few philosophical anarchists, such as Proudhon) believed 
that governments should do nothing, or that citizens should be allowed to 
do as they please. But in the early and middle nineteenth century it was the 
prevailmg belief that governments should not “meddle in business.” The 
sole duty of government, it was thought, was to protect life and property, 
maintain civil order, and safeguard the country against foreign aggression. 
All citizens would then be free to engage m whatever profession or occupa- 
tion they preferred, and each man would find his natural level of ability and 
do the job he was best fitted to do. In that case the natural desire of every- 
one to make money and get on in the world would result in the maximum 
of effort and efficiency, and therefore in the maximum production of wealth; 
and free competition, keeping prices at the lowest possible level, would re- 
sult in as equitable a distribution of wealth as the natural abilities and de- 
fects of men permitted. The general idea was that if each man attended to 
his own individual interests, a kind of harmony of all the several interests 
in the nation would more or less automatically emerge. “Private profit is a 
public benefit" — so the idea was briefly expressed. 

This simple theory of latssez fatre, of every man for himself and devil 
take the hindmost, would always work to the advantage of the strong 
against the weak. Even in the relatively simple societies of the eighteenth 
and the early nineteenth century it would work to the advantage of those 
few who by good fortune, superior mtelligence, or lack of scruple were able 
to acquire wealth and use it to further their selfish interests by means of 
political “pressure”: there would always be a sufficient number of not-too- 
good men to come to the aid of the party. But with the coming of power- 
driven machinery it soon became evident that unrestrained competition m 
industry would not work as well as economists and political philosophers 
thought It would. In England, in the 1830’s, the manufacture of cotton cloth 
by the new machines was a most profitable industry. It was profitable, how- 
ever, only to the owners of the industry and of the machines that did so 
much of the work. It was the reverse of profitable to the laborers, who had 
no share in the ownership or management of the industry and were forced 
to accept whatever wages the employers might offer. And smee there were 
more laborers wanting jobs than could be employed, the owners of the 
industry had it all their own way, and the laborers found that freedom to 
choose their own occupation was limited to the necessity of working long 
hours for starvation wages at any ]ob that might turn up. 

The situation in the cotton factories became so scandalous that Parlia- 
ment appointed a committee to investigate it. The members of the com- 
mittee were appalled by what they found; and it is said that they decided 
not to mention the worst things for fear that if they did no one would be- 
lieve anything they said. Even so, the conditions as reported by the com- 
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mittee were such as would not now be tolerated— underfed, anemic women 
and children working twelve hours a day, in foul, unsanitary, and dan- 
gerous shops, for wages that would barely sustain life. The public con- 
science was shocked by the report; and in 1833 Parliament passed an act to 
improve matters a htde. The act provided that no children under nine years 
of age should be employed in factories; and that the hours of labor for chil- 
dren from nine to thirteen years should be limited to forty-eight hours per 
week, and for children from thirteen to eighteen years to sixty-nme hours 
per week. 

Children nine years of age working eight hours a day, children four- 
teen years of age working twelve and a half hours a day — this was thought 
to be an improvement! And it was for that time. But the point is that this 
first “Factory Act” was passed on the ground that government must “meddle 
in business” m order to protect laborers who were not in a position to bar- 
gain on equal terms with employers. The further point is that this first 
Factory Act ws^^ only a beginning. From 1833 present time the Eng- 
lish government has been constantly and increasingly “meddling in busi- 
ness,” has passed innumerable laws designed to correct manifest injustices 
growing out of free competition in private business enterprise — ^laws relating 
to child labor, to hours of labor and to wages, to labor unions and strikes 
and collective bargaining, laws requirmg employers to provide sanitary con- 
ditions in factories and making them responsible for accidents to lairarers, 
laws basing taxation on ability to pay, and the like. Similar laws have been 
passed in other countries. Before Hitler came with his mama for destroying 
every good thing, Germany had what was regarded as the most comprehen- 
sive and the best code of social insurance in the world. Few countries have 
gone farther than Holland, Denmark, Norway, and Sweden in the regula- 
tion of private business enterprise for the purpose of equalizing opportuni- 
ties and possessions. The United States, because of the easier conditions of 
life, has lagged behind European countries in this respect. But in 1873 laws 
were passed to protect farmers against excessive and unfair freight rates 
charged by the railroads; and the courts upheld the laws on the ground that 
“the state must be permitted to adopt such rules and regulations as may be 
necessary for promoting the general welfare of the people.” Since then many 
laws have been passed in restraint or for the regulation of free competi- 
tion. . . . 

Many people seem to think that the New Deal is something brand-new. 
It is obviously not something new, but merely an acceleration of a trend 
that has been going on for a long time. In all democratic countries for the 
last seventy-five or one hundred years there has been an increasing amount 
of governmental regulation of unrestrained private business enterprise— an 
increasmg amount of what is called “social reform” or “social legislation.” 
Such legislation has been based on the assumption that it is the duty of gov- 
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eminent, not merely to protect life and property and maintain civil order, 
but to promote the general welfare by imin-oving the conditions of life for 
the less fortunate classes at the e x pen se if necessary of the more fortunate 
classes. It is the form of collectivism which 1 have called “Social Democ* 
racy.” The results attained have been attamed by the democratic method, 
by correcting specific evils as they appear by specific measures which the 
people will support. This is the slow way, the hard way of achieving Social 
Democracy. . . . The pre-war New Deal was a continuation of what Wood- 
row Wilson called the New Freedom, and what Theodore Roosevelt called 
the Square Deal. It was an attempt to solve what is called the “social prob- 
lem,” or what the Atlantic Charter refers to as “improved labor standards, 
economic adjustment and social security.” What is needed for the solution 
of this social problem is easily stated: we need to have our industrial and 
agricultural enterprises working at full capacity producing the goods that 
are needed, and full employment of all the people at good wages so that 
the goods produced can be bought by the people that need or want them. 
How to brmg about this result is far less easy to determine. The pre-war 
New Deal was an experiment — an effort to devise means of bringing it 
about which accomplished something, but not enough. Then the war came 
and forced us to adopt a wartime New Deal which makes the pre-war New 
Deal governmental mtervcntion in business look like small potatoes, and 
which has very nearly attained the desired end of putting our industrial 
plants to work at full time and providmg full employment for all the people. 

The wartime New Deal has succeeded better than the pre-war New 
Deal for a variety of reasons. For two reasons more especially : first, because 
we know definitely what we have to do, which is to win the war; and 
second, because we are pretty thoroughly united in the desire and the de- 
termination to win It. But in order to fight and win the war it has been 
necessary, and generally recognized as necessary, to place in the hands of 
the government far more power than it has ever had in peacetime to regu- 
late and co-ordinate the economic hfe of the country. The government has 
become a super-business enterprise, an over-all holding company, which de- 
termines what goods shall be produced and in what quantity, what men 
shall be employed by it in the armed services and government war jobs and 
what men must be “deferred” or reserved for war industries. All this calls 
for unlimited government spending, which means an unprecedented de- 
mand for goods and labor. According to Stuart Chase, the government was 
in June 1943 spending about eight billion dollars a month for goods and 
services. And it is for this reason that our industrial plants are now running 
at nearly full capacity, that unemployment has disappeared, and that the 
great majority of the people have mudi more money (“purchasing power”) 
to buy what they need or want than they have had for a long time. The 
wartime New Deal is merely an extension of the pre-war New Deal — a more 
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comprehensive and systematically planned intervention of government in 
the business enterprise and the economic life of the country. 

But It will be said, and indeed is bemg said, that the war is a tempo- 
rary emergency during which the government necessarily takes over, and 
when the emergency is ended the government ought to “stop meddling in 
business and let private business take over again”; government spending on 
the present mad scale must come to an end, and the “bureaucrats and col- 
lege professors” down in Washington must stop messing things up and go 
home. So it is being said. But what would happen if on demobilization day 
the government stopped meddling in business, if overnight it stopped spend- 
ing eight billion dollars a month and all the bureaucrats and college pro- 
fessors cleared up their desks and went home^ The first thing that would 
happen is that forty-five million men now working directly or indirectly 
for the government would be out of a job, and a good proportion of them, 
including a good proportion of the twelve million soldiers, sailors, and air- 
men, would soon be on the street. And in no long time there would be an 
economic collapse which would make the Great Depression of 192^33 look, 
by comparison, like a time of plenty and contentment. 

When the war is over the government will necessarily cease to do many 
things which it is now doing, and no doubt it will cease to sjiend as much 
money. But there will still be an emergency, although of a different kind. 
There will be a demobilization emergency— the temporary emergency cre- 
ated by the necessity of getting back from a wartime to a peacetime economy. 
This will last for some time, and then will fade out into the old, familiar, 
permanent, and more difficult peacetime emergency which existed before the 
war began, and which the pre-war New Deal was an attempt to meet. To 
suppose that the peacetime emergency will be any less important or less in- 
sistent or less difficult than the wartime emergency, to suppose that the gov- 
ernment will be able to by-pass this emergency and rely upon “business as 
usual” to maintain full production and full employment, is to be incredibly 
naive and incapable of learnmg anything from the experience of the last 
fifty years. 

Whatever party is in power after the war will find that the govern- 
ment cannot cease spending or cease meddling. It might conceivably cease 
muddling. It will at all events be confronted with the same problem which 
the pre-war New Deal was an attempt to solve. But the pre-war New Deal 
was not enough for the situation before the war, and will be even less so 
for the situation after the war is over. It was an experiment from which, 
however, we can learn much. The wartime New Deal is another experiment 
from which we should learn sull more. And it is to be hoped that, when we 
have learned much from these experiments, the demobilization emergency 
will prepare the way for a post-war New Deal which will avoid the most 
obvious defects of all previous new deals. 
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The chief defect of all our peacetime new deals, from Theodore to 
Frankhn Roosevelt, is that they were ail concerned primarily with particular 
measures designed to cure specific evils. When the banks were all on the 
verge of failure they were closed for a few days to tide them over. When 
millions of men were unemployed they were given temporary relief, or else 
jobs were rigged up to provide work for them. When farmers were des- 
perate, mortgage foreclosures were forbidden temporarily, and in order to 
raise prices of farm products the raising of cotton and corn was restricted or 
the government bought the surplus and held it. And so on. But no adequate 
attempt was made to get at the underlying causes of the general collapse, 
and as a consequence there was no clear or agreed-upon idea of the ultimate 
end to be achieved. Tl\e chief defect of the pre-war New Deal was that it 
was too much concerned with curing particular evils and too little concerned 
with achieving some positive general good. It is an arresting and significant 
fact that the pre-war New Deal failed to abolish unemployment although 
that was its main object, whereas the wartime New Deal has virtually abol- 
ished unemployment although its main object was something else. The 
general object of the wartime New Deal is to win the war: the disappear- 
ance of unemployment is an incidental result of pursuing that general ob- 
ject. If I were Gilbert Chesterton I might say that the pre-war New Deal 
failed to cure unemployment because it tried to cure it, whereas the war- 
time New Deal succeeded in curing unemployment because it didn’t try to. 

This 1$ something more than an amusing paradox. It means that if we 
could have a well<onsidered plan for promoting the national welfare — ^that 
IS to say, for improving the standard of living for all the people — ^and were 
as united and determined in carrying it through as we are in winning the 
war, we could forget about business stagnation and unemployment. These 
evils would disappear as they have disappeared during the war; and their 
disappearance would be an incidental result of the effort to achieve a more 
positive and a more general object Unfortunately, any nation is more easily 
united by the fear of an immediate and clearly discerned disaster than it is 
by the prospect of a debatable and uncertain future good. This is why it is 
easier to win the war than it will be to win the peace — that is to say, to 
solve the social problem. But at least a good starting-point for solving the 
social problem is to ask what specific things need to be done to raise the 
standard of living for all the people, and would be done if we were as 
united and militant for achieving that object as we are for winning the war. 

Any comprehensive plan for raising the standard of living for all the 
people would obviously be concerned with such matters as sufficient food, 
clothing, shelter; adequate medical service; improved educational facilities, 
for vocational and professional training and for scientific research; extended 
facilities for recreation and amusement; disability and old-age insurance. 
What would this mean specifically ? It would mean an enormous expansion 
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in the produaion of food, clothes, houses, and all consumers' goo^. It would 
mean a nation-state housing program, the abolition of slums, and the re* 
buildmg of parts of a hundred or more cities to adapt them to the present 
and future conditions of business and transportation. It would mean a 
nation-state program for expanding, co-ordinating, and improving the 
system of transportation — ^highways, railroads, waterways, airways, and pipe 
lines. It would mean a nation-state program for the expansion and improve- 
ment of schools, colleges, and universities, for the building of public parks, 
recreation centers, museums, and art galleries. It would mean a nation-state 
program for buildmg, equipping, and staffing more and better hospitals, 
asylums for the mentally defective, and centers for medical research. It would 
mean at least this; but such a systematic program would be capable of 
indefinite expansion. 

' It IS obvious that such a comprehensive program could not be carried 
through, or even planned, without federal and state co-operation, supervi- 
sion, and assistance all along the Ime. It would obviously require a good 
deal of governmental regulation of private business enterprise. But in carry- 
ing it through, the guiding principle should be to make the greatest possible 
use of private business enterprise. No program for promoting the national 
welfare can succeed unless it wins the support of the people— business men, 
farmers, and laborers — and no program will win the support of the business 
interests if it appears to business men m the light of measures which are pri- 
marily designed to restrict private enterprise. Capitalist business enterprise 
thrives only on expansion; and such a program for promoting the national 
welfare could succeed, therefore, only if and in so far as the agricultural and 
industrial interests could be induced to regard it as providing an opportunity 
for industrial and agricultural expansion. Only by uniting the private-profit 
motive with the desire to promote the national welfare could such a com- 
prehensive program be carried through, but if that could be done the evils 
of business stagnation and mass unemployment would cease to trouble us. 

I do not underrate the obstacles to carrying through any such compre- 
hensive program. The chief difficulty would be to convmce the industrial 
and agricultural interests and their representatives in Congress that it would 
be to their interests to support such a program, and even if that could be 
done there would be the inevitable conflict between regions and groups to 
get what they each thought was coming to them, which would be some- 
thing more dian their fair share. There would be, in short, the inevitable 
“pressure politics,” and behind the pressure politics competition for private 
profit. The fundamental question is whether m the capitalist system the 
private-profit motive can ever be sufficiently reconciled with the desire for 
the general welfare. Perhaps not. But, at all events, apart from some such 
program it is difficult to foresee any situation which will provide business 
enterprise an opportunity for adequate and indefinite expansion. Failing 
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such opportunity for expansion, we shall no doubt be forced to return to the 
policies and hmited successes of the pre-war New Deal — ^mistaking symp- 
toms for causes, attempting to abolish busmess stagnation and unemploy- 
ment by giving subsidies to business men and relief checks to the unem- 
ployed. The chief difference is likely to be that the subsidies will have to 
be larger and the relief checks more numerous. ' 

Supposing, however, that such a comprehensive program or something 
like it could be carried through; supposmg that we succeed by whatever 
means in having full production and full employment — what then? Then 
we should have surplus goods to be sold abroad, which could not be sold 
abroad, however, unless foreign countries were in a position to pay for them 
and were permitted to pay for them in goods exported to this country. Full 
production and full employment can be maintained in an undeveloped 
country like Russia where the capitalist system has been abolished and the 
economic hfe of the community is entirely controlled by government de- 
cree. But it is difficult to see how it can be done in the United States, or any 
other country under the capitalist system, if the rest of the world is impov- 
erished. It certainly cannot be done m the United States if the United States, 
as a chief creditor country, expects to sell goods and services abroad and at 
the same time erects a Hawley-Smoot tariff, which makes it impossible for 
foreign countries to pay by selling us their goods in exchange. If we return 
to that policy, or to anything like it, we shall only undermine our own 
export trade, alienate half the world, contribute to the collapse of world 
economy, and do our share to prepare the way for another global war. 

It IS as impossible for highly industrialized, capitalist countries to live 
in economic as in pohtical isolation. The effort to make a new and better 
world at home is, therefore, inseparable in the long run from the making of 
a new and better world in international relations. 
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It is an apt cotnadence that such a libeial thtnXer as Alexander Metl(le- 
john {i 8 j 2 - ) should have been bom tn Rochdale, Lancashtie, wheie 

twenty-eight years eat her a handful of poor weavers had founded the 
first co-operattve soaety. He came to the United States in childhood, 
attended Brown University, received a PhD. from Cornell, and returned 
to Brown as Dean and Professor of Philosophy. In igi2 he became Presi- 
dent of Amherst, where his bold innovations incurred cntiasm and 
bt ought about his resignation. His most famous ventuie was the Experi- 
mental College at the University of Wisconsin where, for twelve years, 
he was free to wor\ out new ideas tn college education. He is today a 
visiting professor at St. John's College and still, as the following essay 
proves, a vigorous and original force. 


EDUCATION AND THE FUTURE 

IN the making of plans for international peace 
and justice in the new world, three sets of factors must be dealt with. I list 
them in order of increasing importance, which is also the order of increas- 
ing difficulty. They are first, economic; second, political; and third, educa- 
tional. As to the first of these, all men now know that the time has come 
when we must create and administer a unified economic world order. Eco- 
nomic chaos IS no longer tolerable. It is no longer necessary. But second, 
this, ordering and controlling of our business activities imply and require 
that we create and administer a unified political world order which shall be 
equal in scopie, but superior in power, to the forces of economic procedure. 
The production and distribution of wealth must be under public control. 
A world economy without a world government spells strife and disaster. But 
third, political institutions in turn must be sustained and controlled by ade- 
quate education. The nature and quality of a government depend upon the 
nature and quality of the intelligence of its citizens. The tragic experience 
of Adolf Hitler has shown us that no dictatorship can endure unless it can 
teach Its people to be slaves. But, it is equally certain that no democracy can 
endure unless it can teach its citizens to be free. A unified world economy, 
authorized and controlled by a unified world government, implies, as a basic 
postulate, a united system of world education. 

When I speak of world unity in economics and politics and education, 
I am not thinking of a unity which ignores or denies the facts of multi- 
plicity. I am thinking, rather, of unity m multiplicity— a unifying activity 
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which, as it faces the varieties and complexities of human experience, 
endeavors to save them from sinking down into chaos and mcanmglessness 
and brutish strife. What we must have in economics, in politics, in educa- 
tion, is an ordered multiplicity — an economic order, a pohtical order, an 
educational order. These are three interdependent phases of a single human 
enterprise. They are three sides of that endeavor by which — ^if I may borrow 
a phrase from Rousseau — the human being “ceases from being a stupid and 
unimaginative animal and becomes an intelligent bemg, and a man.” 

Now, if what I have said is true, then two serious dangers beset the 
planning of the United Nations for post-war reconstruction. First, our eco- 
nomic experts workmg in isolation may be tempted, by “the bias of happy 
exercise,” to devise an economic world order without placing it under the 
control of an adequate political world order. Second, our political experts, 
influenced by the same bias, may attempt to create and maintain political 
institutions without giving them a solid foundation in an adequate system 
of popular education. If those dangers are not avoided, then the outcome of 
our struggle for the four freedoms will be the establishment of more than 
four slaveries. Our economic arrangements will fail because they are not 
supported and controlled by adequate political institutions. Our political 
institutions will fail because they arc not rooted in the understanding and 
good will of their citizens. If those evils arc allowed to come upon us, catas- 
trophe is inevitable. The greatness of our opportunity will be the measure 
of the greatness of our failure to meet it. 

The economic danger of which I have spoken can be very simply though, 
on this occasion, very abstractly indicated. It has to do with the choice be- 
tween public and private control of business. If we say that an economic 
world order is created, what we arc really saying is that some human mind, 
or some group of human minds, has taken control of the economic forces 
of our civilization. Order, as here used, means control. To say that the play 
of economic forces has become orderly is to say that someone has taken 
charge of them. Someone has so studied them, so measured and charted 
them, that they can be directed to work together for the realization of 
assigned ends. Forces in themselves have no order. Order is a human con-, 
trivancc. It is a human achievement. If, then, the world of busmess becomes 
a world of order, the first question to ask is: “Whose order is it? By what 
methods and toward what ends is it directed?” 

As to that question two sharply different answers are possible. The con- 
trol of the world’s business may be in public hands or in private hands. It 
may be exercised ivith common consent or without common consent. It may 
belong to the common people or to the masters of the common people. If 
the first of these alternatives is adopted, if the production and distribution 
of the world’s wealth is made subject to the common judgment, the common 
will of the citizens of the world, then world government, in some form or 
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Other, is established. But the danger which now threatens us is that our eco- 
nomic experts will lead us in the other direction. Men who through special 
knowledge have the inside track, and especially the shrewd and aggressive 
minds of our Anglo-American business world, will be sorely tempted, with- 
out the consent of their fellows, to take mto their own hands the domma- 
tion of the economic process. Such men do not always realize what they are 
doing. They commonly regard themselves not as our masters, but as the 
servants of natural forces which work through them. It is not by accident 
that the men who dominate our Anglo-American economic hfe have so gen- 
erally believed in Natural Laws as govermng human society. But that belief 
is, more or less unconsciously, simply a cover for the brutal fact of their 
own domination over the lives and fortunes of their fellows. These men, if 
they are not subjected to the authority of political mstitutions, will lead us 
into disaster. I do not on the whole challenge their good intentions. But I 
do challenge their understanding of what they are doing. I do not deny the 
need of economic leadership. But I do protest the futility of self-appointed, 
dictatorial leadership. Government, whether economic or political, must be 
by consent of the governed. If control is not public, then it is private. And a 
world economy in private hands means war — and war again. Only under a 
free, federated world government is a free, federated world economy pos- 
sible. There is only one device by which human bemgs can escape the evils 
of dictatorship. That is by governing themselves. 

But secondly, the enterprise of government has its own perplexities and 
dangers. If it be decided that an international economy is to be politically 
controlled, if its problems are to be dealt with by common consent, then all 
the difficulties of human education come rushmg upon us. How shall the 
citizens of the world give consent, or refuse to give consent, to measures 
which they do not understand'’ Two thousand years ago, Epictetus stated 
the principle underlying this dilemma when he declared ; “The rulers of the 
state have said that only free men shall be educated; but God has said that 
only educated men shall be free.” 

Here, then, is the second, the greater danger which threatens the plans 
which our experts are making for the organization of the world. To arrange 
that a world government shall be conducted by the consent of the governed 
implies and requires a system of world education. If we are to have a free 
world community, the citizens of the world must learn what free institu- 
tions arc and how under actual conditions they can be achieved. To say this 
is not to deny that m the first instance the problems of an international 
society must be dealt with by “experts." These problems must be studied 
with all the finesse of scholarly mvesugation and with the wisdom which 
comes from wide political and economic experience. But for the purposes of 
.free self-government such study is not enough. The same problems must be 
studied on the popular level. “Experts” may recommend. But “citizens” must 
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decide. And that means that the citizens of a world order have much learn- 
ing to do. They must become able to comprehend and to pass judgment 
upon what then leaders say. Even more important than t^t, they must 
learn to know each other, to think together, to understand the common 
enterprise. In the last resort, political institutions can succeed only as they 
grow out of and give expression to fundamental agreements of idea and pur- 
pose. But that implies mutual acquaintance, mutual understanding— in short, 
a common education. A free world government is possible only if from one 
end of the world to the other, free men and women are engaged in wide- 
spread, well-organized, and persistent study both of the end to be realized 
and of the condtuons which are favorable and unfavorable to its realization. 
Just as a government must rule its busmess, so must a people rule its gov- 
ernment. On any other basis than that we shall have dictatorship and with 
It the wars, the injustice, the slavery which dictatorship, whether open or 
concealed, inevitably brmgs. 

2 

If now we turn from the negative side of our problem to its positive 
side, from the dangers which threaten post-war reconstruction to ways of 
overcoming those dangers, I venture to suggest how a beginnmg might be 
made in the establishment of a system of world education adequate for our 
economic and political needs. I have m mind the creating of an International 
Institute of Education, somewhat analogous in kmd, though differing in 
function, to the International Labor Office in the planning of the League of 
Nations. The positive considerations from which that suggestion sprmgs are 
somewhat as follows: 

1. It IS I think essential that from the start international planning shall 
include as an organic element in its procedure provision for general popular 
education. And, especially, teaching must be devised for those mature per- 
sons who are to have the rights and responsibilities of world citizenship. As 
men plan for a world order, economic, pohtical, and educauonal institutions 
must grow together. We cannot practice justice and freedom unless we can 
teach them. To impose economic and political arrangements upon citizens 
who do not understand them is to plan for the renewal of world conflict. 

2. The international education which we need cannot be limited to pro- 
vision for intellectual co-operation among scholars. Nor can the need be met 
by the establishment of one or more universities. Scholarship is essential. But 
it IS not sufficient. The task which lies before us is that of cultivating among 
all the common people of the world such knowledge and good wiU as will 
weld them together into an international community. 

3. It follows from what has just been said that, in its initial stages at 
least, international teaching must be done chiefly in the field of adult edu- 
cation. The citizens of the world must learn what it means to be a citizen 
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of the world. They must learn to use their minds, to enjoy using their minds, 
for the making of a free human society. 

4. The education of which we are speaking must be, in the democratic 
sense, free. It must present to its pupils not the solution of a problem but the 
problem itself with all its perplexities. Such teaching forbids the use of propa- 
ganda. The common people of all countries must be led into a common 
study of a common enterprise in which they are together engaged. 

5. It IS equally certain — though the statement of the fact seems para- 
doxical — ^that in all countries the same basic education must be given. Amid 
all the varieties of circumstance, the same lessons are to be learned. China- 
men, Englishmen, Indians, Russians, Germans, Peruvians, Javanese— for all 
these the same fundamental problems must be presented, the same teaching 
methods applied, \ the same intellectual materials used. The first essential is 
that learners shall recognize that from one end of the world to the other 
the same human struggle to devise and maintain law and order is going on. 
To be educated is to be fitted to participate in that struggle. 

On the basis of these considerations it is, I think, possible to draw in 
outline the form which an Institute of International Education might take. 
One can sec also certain forms which it must not take. 

1. The teaching wc need cannot be given by the separate nations, act- 
ing separately. It must be given by the international organization itself as a 
fundamental part of its own procedure. All genuine education is initiation. 
It is the attempt of some social group to fit its members, old and young, for 
participation in the activities which the group is carrying on. The world gov- 
ernment itself must study and teach what it is doing. No other group, no 
separate groups, can meet that responsibility. 

2. It follows from what has just been said that the financial support of 
world teaching must come from the world government. That teaching must 
be free from all the restrictions and conditions which direct financial support 
from local or national sources might lay upon it. And in the same way the 
mtcrnational organization must take direct and unquahfied responsibility for 
the intellectual and administrative control of the teaching process. The world 
government must do its own studying, its own teaching. 

3. The staff of an Institute of Education would be drawn in part from 
the administrative staff of the international organization. It would include 
also other scholars and teachers who are trained for the critical examination 
and interpretation of the principles of world order. If these two groups could 
be fused together into a unified faculty clearly aware of its responsibilities, 
we might achieve that integration of uitellectual and practical activities 
which is so sadly lacking in much of the scholarly work, much of the teach- 
ing which is now going on. 

4. The pupils of the Institute would be drawn from universities through- 
out the world. They would be young scholars who have completed in some 
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special field of study the intellectual training ordinarily required for admis- 
sion to teaching on the university level. 

5. These young scholars would have at least a year of training at the In- 
stitute. They would study there the work of the international organization, 
its aims and methods, its general principles and its specific problems, its suc- 
cesses and Its failures, its hopes and its fears. They would be fitted to become, 
in the forms of adult education, interpreters of what the international or- 
ganization is trying to do. 

6. On the completion of their traming, the Institute would send these 
young scholars throughout the world as teachers of its citizens. Acting in 
collaboration with local authorities, they would go from community to com- 
munity, staying two or three or even four months in each place. But the 
Institute would keep them in close touch with each other and with itself. 
It would endeavor to make of them a well-integrated teaching body, clearly 
aware of its own purposes, ready to promote the realization of those pur- 
poses in the midst of all the differences of circumstance into which they 
might come. These international interpreters would learn as well as teach. 
In them and in their work, the motives, the ideas of world peace and world 
justice would End an approach at least to adequate expression. 

3 

Anyone who has engaged in actual teaching knows how fragmentary 
are the suggestions which I have made. The path of education is not an easy 
one. The task of devising and administering a scheme of education for the 
citizens of the world will be a long and perplexing one. And yet, fifty years 
of the achievements of adult education in many countries indicate the lines 
which we may at the beginning fruitfully follow. I mention here three of 
these: 

1. As our teachers enter local communities, public meetings would be 
held at which various phases of the international enterprise would be pre- 
sented, together with the intellectual materials bearing upon them. Such 
presentations would be supplemented by discussion at the meeting and on 
other occasions. 

2. More important, however, than hstening and discussion are the ac- 
tivities of careful and sustained study. To this end, small study groups would 
be formed in which leaders and pupils together would read and reflect upon 
the great books and the decisive documents in which international issues find 
their most enlightening formulations. The far-off goal of this method would 
be that every adult citizen of an international society should be an active 
member of such a group. That goal will not soon be reached. But only as 
we approach it are we making headway toward an international society. 

3. In the new forms of communication and travel, the radio, the film. 
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et cetera, there are opening up vast new possibilities dt teaching achieve- 
ment. These must be tested and developed. They are for the first time in 
history making possible the creation in intellectual terms of a single, unifieci 
human society. In fact, so great are their promises and so great their dan- 
gers that they must not be allowed to develop without public criticism and 
control. They can be made to serve as instruments either for the elevation 
or for the degradation of the intelligence and generosity upon which in the 
last resort all human attempts at cooperation must rest. It would be a 
primary task of the Institute to explore and to develop the teaching possibih- 
ties of these agencies. 

4 

As I close this plea for an Institute of Education in the field of world 
government, two final words must be written. The need which I have pre- 
sented is immediate and urgent. If adult education is to be ready to play its 
part in post-war reconstruction, decisive action must be taken at once. It will 
not do to wait until the experts in economics and politics have finished their 
work. The plans for teaching must modify and be modified' by all other 
types of planning. The Institute of Education must take form and assume 
responsibilities step by step with all the other agencies which will appear as 
the general project moves forward. To that end, ofiBcial and unofficial con- 
ferences should be now under way. Too much time has already been lost. 

As we plan for the education or re-education of the nations of the earth, 
let us not think it is only our enemies who will have new lessons tp learn. 
That theme has been much played in these days of bitter strife. But in sober 
fact it must be said that if, as we hope, we are to be the victors in the world 
conflict, it will be we, rather than our foes, who stand in greater need of 
teaching. Defeat brings its own lessons. But victory in battle has never been 
a good teacher.’ And we Anglo-Americans have been terrifyingly successful 
in the struggles of the modern world. Seventy-five years ago, Matthew 
Arnold told in bitter, hopeless words the impenetrability of the successful 
British mind to the forces of education. “One has often wondered,” he says, 
“whether upon the whole earth there is anything so unintelligent, so unapt 
to perceive how the world 'is really going, as an ordinary young Englishman 
of our upper class.” 

I quote these words not because of their pecuhar reference to the ruling 
class of England. They apply to all individuals who have won predominance 
over their fellows. The greatest danger to the United States is that as its 
power and success grow greater, there will come upon it the same blindness 
to Its own need of education. The lessons of freedom and equality are not 
easy for nations accustomed to superiority and domination. It is the victors 
who must be educated. It is upon them that an International Institute of 
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Educadoa must lavish its e&rts. It is idk to plan for a free, federated world 
and, at the same time, to plan that we shall be masters of it. A free, federated 
world is a world of equ^. All men, all nauons must be educated. 


Hu Shih 

When the United States turned bac\ the Boxer Indemnity to China as 
a scholarship fund, tt was to receive nch dividends in the career of such 
men as Hu Shth (i 8 gi- ). Born in Shanghai, he attended Cornell as 
a Boxer Indemnity student and received the degree of PhD. from Co- 
lumbia, where he came under the influence of John Dewey. As Pro- 
fessor of Philosophy at the National University of Pelting he was a 
leader in the promotion of popular education by breaking down the 
monopoly of the Mandarin dialect and fostering the literary use of the 
language of the people. Scholar, teacher, and man of letters, he has been 
called "The Father of the Chinese Literary Renaissance’’ From /pjS to 
ig42 he was his country’s Ambassador to the United States and has since 
become honorary consultant to the Library of Congress on East Asiatic 
literature. In the essay which follows he offers a reasoned explanation of 
the differences between Chinese and Japanese cultures, and encourages 
one to believe that the democratic spirit of new China will eventudly 
prevail in the East. 


THE MODERNIZATION OF CHINA AND JAPAN ' 

IN recent years I have published some of my re- 
flections on the modernization of China and Japan. What 1 am now going 
to state IS a summary and restatement of what I have been thinking on this 
fascinating subject during these years. 

I 

First of all, we must state the problem of our inquiry. What special 
aspect of the modernization of China and Japan arouses our curiosity and 
requires our study and explanation^ 

Generally speaking, there are two aspects of the question that have puz- 
zled the outside world and demanded some explanation. 

For many decades, down to very recent years, the question often asked 
was: Why was Japan so successful in her task of modernization, and why 
was China so unsuccessful? That is the first aspect of the question, which 
has called forth many explanations. 
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But in recent years, the problem has radically changed. After almost a 
century of hesitation and resistance, China has emerged as a modern nation, 
not sufficiently westernized (it is true) in her material aspects, but fully 
modern in her outlook on life and feeling completely at home in the modern 
world. On the other hand, Japan, after seventy years of apparently rapid 
modernization, is suddenly discovered by the outside world as havmg never 
been transformed in all the fundamental aspects of her national life. Pro- 
fessor G. C. Allen, one of the most sympathetic interpreters of Japan, said: 
“If the changes in some of the aspects of her [Japan’s] life have been far- 
reaching, the persistence of the traditional m other aspects is equally remark- 
able. . . . The contrasts between these mnovations and the solid core of 
ancient habit are as striking as ever they were.’’ Professor Emil Lederer and 
Emy Lederer-Seidler, in their joint work on Japan tn Transition, another 
most sympathetic interpretation of Japanese life, have dwelt on the most 
strange phenomenon in Japan, namely, her “immunity to the dialectic play 
of deep-lying evolutionary forces,’’ her being “devoid of dialectic and dy- 
namic’’ and her ancient civilization “offermg strong resistance to the facile 
assimilation of foreign elements.’’ 

In short, the new problem is just the opposite of the older puzzle. It is: 
Why has China at last succeeded in overthrowing her old civilization and in 
achieving a Chinese Renaissance^ And why has Japan, after seven decades 
of extraordinarily successful modernization, yet failed to break up her “solid 
core of ancient habit’’ ? That is the second aspect of the problem. 

Any theory that attempts to explain the Brst set of questions must also 
explain satisfactorily the second set of questions. And vice versa. 

2 

In 1933 , 1 was trying to solve the first set of puzzles: Why and how has 
Japan succeeded, and China failed, to achieve a speedy and orderly cultural 
readjustment and bring about the modernization necessary for national sur- 
vival in the new world ? The explanation I offered then was that China and 
Japan had been going through two distinct types of cultural response. The 
modernization in Japan I described as the type of cultural transformation 
under centralized control, made possible by the existence of a powerful rul- 
ing class — the feudal militaristic caste — ^from which came the leaders of the 
Reformation who not only decided for the nation what to change and what 
not to change, but who also had the pohtical power to carry out their deci- 
sions. On the other hand, I pointed out, China, because of the nonexistence 
of a ruling class and because of the thoroughly democratized social struc- 
ture, could only go through the slow and often wasteful process of cultural 
transformation through the gradual and diffused penetration and assimila- 
tion of ideas and practices, usually inmating from a few individuals, slowly 
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winning a following, and finally achieving significant changes when a suffi- 
cient number of people are convinced of their superior reasonableness, con- 
venience, or efficacy. 

The advantages of the Japanese type of modernization under the cen- 
tralized control of a ruling class are easy to see. It is orderly, economical, 
continuous, stable, and effective. But, I point out, “it is not without very 
important disadvantages. The Japanese leaders undertook this rapid trans- 
formation at so early a time that even the most far-sighted of them could 
only see and understand certain superficial phases of the Western civiliza- 
tion. Many other phases have escaped their attention. And, in their anxiety 
to preserve their national heritage and to strengthen the hold of the State 
and the dynasty over the people, they have carefully protected a great many 
elements of the traditional Japan from the contact and contagion of the new 
civilization. . . . Much of the traditional medieval culture is artificially pro- 
tected by a strong shell of militant modernity. Much that is preserved is of 
great beauty and permanent value; but not a little of it is primitive and 
pregnant with grave dangers of volcamc eruption.” 

The disadvantages of the Chinese type of cultural changes through 
gradual diffusion and penetration are numerous ; they are slow, sporadic, and 
often wasteful, because much undermmmg and erosion are necessary before 
anything can be changed. 

But they have also undeniable advantages. They are voluntary. From 
the lipstick to the literary revolution, from the footwear to the overthrow 
of the monarchy, all has been voluntary and in a broad sense “reasoned.” 
Nothing in China is too sacred to be protected from the contact and con- 
tagion of the invading civilization of the West. And no man, nor any class, 
IS powerful enough to protect any institution from this contact and change. 
In short, this process of long exposure and slow permeation often results in 
cultural changes which are both fundamental and permanent. 


3 

This, in general, was my theory regarding the modernization of China 
and Japan. Japan was modernized under the powerful leadership and con- 
trol of a ruling class, and China, because of the nonexistence of such control 
from above, was modernized through the long process of free contact, 
gradual diffusion, and voluntary following. 

We may ask. Can this theory satisfactorily explain all the four phases 
of our main inquiry? Can it explam the marvelously rapid westernization 
of Japan and at the same time the unchanging solid core of medieval Japan.? 
Can it explain both the long failures and the recent successes in Chma’s 
modernization ? I think not only that it can, but that it is the only hypothesis 
which can satisfactorily resolve all the apparent contradictions of the problem. 
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According to my thecMry, the early and rapid successes (rf the Mei)i Ref- 
ormauon were brought about by the elective leadership and powerful con- 
trol of the ruling class, which happened to coincide with the militaristic class 
of feudal Japan and which naturally was most anxious and at the same time 
best fitted to undertake the adoption of the Western armaments and methods 
of warfare. As Professor Lederer has pointed out, “It could hardly be fore- 
seen at this early stage that in this case one step leads mexorably to a second.” 
"Smce a modern mditary state is possible only on condition that it is an in- 
dustrialized state, Japan had to develop in that direction. But mdustrializa- 
tion, by reason of the economic interrelationdiip between various types of 
production, means also the development of branches of industry which are 
not essenual to the conduct of war. ... Just as mihtansm reaches beyond 
itself into industry, so the technological system of industrialism has far- 
reaching implications for the social system.” The leaders of Japanese west- 
ermzation started out with the desire to adopt Western militarism and have 
thereby brought about what Professor Lederer calls the “militaristic indus- 
trial system.” 

Of all the non-European countries with which the European civilization 
has come mto contact, Japan is the only nation that has successfully learned 
and mastered that one phase of the occidental civilization which is most 
coveted by all races, namely, its militaristic phase. Japan has succeeded where 
all these non-European countries have invariably failed. This historical mys- 
tery can only be explained by the fact that no other non-European couhtry 
was so favored with the existence of a mihtaristic caste which has been the 
governing class of the country for over twelve centuries. 

But this militaristic caste was not an enlightened or intellectual class. 
Its leaders were courageous, pragmatic, patriotic, and in some cases states- 
manlike. But they were hmited in their visions and in their understanding 
of the new civilization that had knocked at their shores. They thought, just 
as Lafcadio Hearn thought, that they could build up a Western war machme 
which should be made to serve as a protective wall behind which all the 
traditional values of Tokugawa Japan should be preserved unaltered. 

Unfortunately for Japan and for the world, the military successes of 
Japan against Russia and China tended to vindicate these narrow-visioned 
leaders. The result has been an effective artificial protection and sohdifica- 
tion of the traditional culture of medieval Japan against the “dangerous” 
contact and influence of the new ideas and practices of the ever-changing 
world. By the use of the modern means of rigidly controlled education, 
propaganda, and censorship, and by the use of the peculiarly Japanese 
methods of inculcating the cult of emperor-worship, Japan has succeeded in 
reinforcing and consolidating the “sohd core” of unchanging medieval cul- 
ture left over from the 250 years of Tokugawa isolation. It was the same cen- 
tralized leadership and control which made possible the rapid and successful 
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changes in militarization and industrialization and which has also deliber- 
ately protected and solidified the traditional values and made them “immune 
to the dialectic play of deep-lying evolutionary forces.” 

The same theory also explains the history of modernization in China. 
The early failures in the Chinese attempts at westernization were almost 
entirely due to the absence of the factors which have made the Japanese 
Meiji Reformation a success. The Chinese leaders, too, wanted to adopt the 
Western armaments and methods of warfare and to build up the new indus- 
tries. Their slogan was “Fu Ts’iang” (Wealth and Strength). But there was 
in China neither the militaristic tradition nor an effective and powerful gov- 
erning class to undertake the leadership and direction in such gigantic enter- 
prises. China had come out of feudalism at least twenty-one centuries ago; 
the social structure had been thoroughly democratized; and governmental 
policy, religion, philosophy, literature, and social usage had combmed to con- 
demn militarism and despise the soldier. Whereas the Samurai was the most 
highly esteemed class m Japan, the soldier ranked the lowest in the Chinese 
social scale. Therefore the new Chinese army and the new Chinese navy of 
the eighties and nineties of the last century were doomed to failure. With 
the destruction of the Chinese navy m 1894-95, all the new industries — 
the shipyard, the merchant marine, the government-operated iron and steel 
industry — which were to feed and support the new war machine, gradually 
came to nought. The government and the dynasty were thus discredited 
in their early efforts in modernization. After the failure of the reforms of 
1898 and the tragedy of the Boxer Uprising of 1900, the discrediting of 
the dynasty and the government was complete. From that time on, China’s 
mam endeavor was to destroy that center of ignorance and reactionism — 
the monarchy and its paraphernalia — ^and then to build up a new center 
of political authority and leadership. 

Thus, while Japan’s first successes in westernization were achieved 
under the leadership and control of her feudal-militaristic class, China 
has had to spend three or four decades in the effort of first removing the 
monarchy and later destroying the newly arisen militarists. It has been found 
necessary for China to bring about a political revolution as the precondition 
for her modernization. 

In 1911-12, the revolution succeeded in overthrowing the alien rule 
and the monarchy together with its historical accompaniments. The politi- 
cal revolution was in every sense a social and cultural emancipation. In a 
country where there is no ruling class, the overthrow of the monarchy 
destroys the last possibility of a centralized control in social change and 
cultural transformation. It makes possible an atmosphere of free contact, 
free judgment and criticism, free appreciation, free advocacy, and voluntary 
acceptance. 

What has been called the Chinese Renaissance is the natural product 
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of this atmosphere of freedom. All the important phases of cultural change 
m China have been the result of this free contact and free diffusion of new 
ideas and practices, which are impossible in Japan under rigid dynastic and 
militaristic taboos. The net outcome is that modern Chma has undoubtedly 
achieved more far-reaching and more profound transformations in the so- 
cial, political, intellectual, and religious hfe than the so-called “modern 
Japan” has ever done m similar fields. 

I wish to cite one important and fundamental fact as illustration of 
the character of the cultural change m China. I refer to the spirit of free 
and fearless criticism which the leaders of China have applied to the study 
and exammation of their own social, political, historical, and rehgious 
institutions. It is no accident that all the men who have exerted the great- 
est influence over the Chmese nation for the last forty years — ^Liang 
Ch’i-ch’ao, Ts’ai Yuan-p’ei, Wu Ching-heng, Chen Tushiu, and others — 
have been men who know our historical heritage critically and who have 
had the moral courage ruthlessly to criticize its evil and weak aspects and 
to advocate wholehearted changes. Neither Confucius, nor Lao-tse, nor the 
Buddha, nor Chu-hsi; neither the monarchy, nor the family, nor religion, 
IS too sacred to be exempt from their doubt and criticism. A nation that 
has encouraged honest doubt and free criticism even in matters touching 
the sacred and most time-honored institutions is achieving a modernity un- 
dreamed of by its neighbors whose mtellectual leaders are persecuted and 
punished for havmg taught thirty years ago a certain theory of constitutional 
law or for having suggested that certain Sacred Treasures at a certain 
shrine might be of doubtful authenticity. 

To sum up, the modernization in China illustrates the view that, in 
the absence of centralized control from above, cultural changes of basic 
importance may take place through the process of free contact and slow 
diffusion It is the reverse side of what has happened in Japan. The break- 
down of the monarchy and its paraphernalia has removed the possibility of 
artificial protection and solidihcation of the old culture, which is then 
thrown open to the natural processes of cultural transformation through 
free contact and voluntary acceptance. 


4 

If I have any moral to present it is this; freedom 01 contact and 
choice IS the most essential condition for cultural diffusion and change. 
Wherever two civilizations come into contact, there are natural tendencies 
(or laws) of one people learning and borrowing from the other what each 
lacks or recognizes as of superior utility or beauty. These natural tendencies 
of cultural diffusion will have free play if only the peoples are allowed free 
contact with the new ideas and practices. 
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Where such freedom is denied to a peopie, where artificial isolation 
and solidification are consciously and effectively carried out with regard 
either to a whole culture or to certam specially prized aspects of it, there 
arises the strange phenomenon of the “solid core of ancient habit” “devoid 
of dialectic and dynamic," such as has been found in present-day Japan. 

There 1$ really no mystery m this unchanging Japan after seventy 
years of marvelously rapid change in the militaristic industrial system. 
There is no truth in the theory, for example, that the Japanese civilization 
has been able to resist change because it has its peculiar vitality and has 
attained “the completed perfection of its forms.” The fashion of men’s dress 
in the Western world does not change so rapidly as that of women — can 
we say that men’s dress has achieved special vitality and “the completed 
perfection of form”? In the same way, sitting on the floor, for example, 
was discarded in China so long ago that historians have difficulty in datmg 
the first use of chairs and tables. But the Japanese to this day continue to 
sit on the floor. That does not mean the custom of sitting on the floor has 
any special “vitality” or has attained “completed perfection of form.” 

Nor is there much truth in the view that the Japanese are naturally 
clumsy in understanding and conservative in their outlook. Lack of under- 
standmg never prevents a people from accepting new fads. Japan probably 
never understood the various schools of Buddhism when she accepted them. 
(Certainly China did not understand some of them when she adopted 
them.) Besides, a people can always learn. European observers in the seven- 
teenth century recorded that the Japanese knew “nothing of mathematics, 
more especially of its deeper and speculative parts.” But we now know the 
Japanese can become accomplished mathematicians. 

As to their native conservatism, the history of early Japanese contacts 
with Korea, China, and Europe only proves the contrary. They learned 
from these foreign peoples everythmg they could learn, not excluding 
things affecting their social, political, and rehgious institutions. In recordmg 
the success of the Jesuits in Japan, Sansom said: “Though a number of their 
converts were beyond all doubt genuine to the pomt of fanaticism and 
adhered to then new faith in the face of great danger, one cannot but sus- 
pect that it had, by one of those crazes which have often swept over Japan, 
become the fashion to ape the customs of foreigners, including their religion. 
We know that rosaries and crucifixes were eagerly bought and worn by 
many who were not Christians, even, it is said, by Hideyoshi himself; and 
It was modish to wear foreign clothes and to be able to recite a Latin 
prayer.” 

I cannot therefore escape the conclusion that it will be the element 
of freedom that may yet some day break down the “solid core of ancient 
habit” in Japan ]ust as it has already broken it down in China. 
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Stuart Chase (1888- ), in such booJ(s as The Tragedy of Waste, Your 

Money’s Worth, A New Deal, and Rich Land, Poor Land, proves him- 
self an incisive analyst of economic problems. One of these titles has be- 
come the slogan of a political program. Another, The Tragedy of Waste, 
might express the mam theme of Chase’s earlier wor\, for he has been 
relentlessly critical of the exploitation of American resources by a greedy 
society. At the invitation of the Twentieth Century Fund he has under- 
tal{en a constructive senes of monographs on the needs of post-war 
America. Selected from these, the following discussion of housing has 
the enspness of an engineenng report plus the human touch which 
Chase brings to every problem. 


SHELTER 

HOUSING is a large and cloudy term. It be- 
comes concrete when you look hard enough at one particular house. I want 
to describe Uncle Henry’s house in southeast Missouri. The description is 
not flattering, but I do not think Uncle Henry will greatly mind. 

My guide, Hans Baasch, drove me along a rutted dirt road which ran 
east to the shore of the Mississippi River. The road led across the levee 
and over a plain dotted with pools of swamp water. On the higher ground 
cordwood was piled up, girdled trees were dying, and cotton was growing 
between the stumps. We went over a crazy bridge with a sign “Unsafe.” 
“Well,” said Hans, “we made it,” and brought the car to a halt beside an 
impainted .shack in a wilderness of girdled stumps. It was Uncle Henry’s 
place. 

The house was perhaps eighteen feet square. It was set on wooden 
posts, two of which had quiedy decomposed, giving the whole structure 
a distinct list to starboard. 'The roof of the porch had partially collapsed. A 
stovepipe jutted crazily out of a hole in the back wall. Beyond stood a foul 
privy with door askew and tar paper peehng off the roof. 

Uncle Henry’s rheumatism was so bad he could not get up to welcome 
us. He sat in a broken-down armchair with springs coming out one way 
and stuffing the other. His eyes lit up when he saw Hans. While they 
talked I looked at Uncle Henry’s house. 

There were two rooms, the living-kitchen-dining room where we were, 
and one bedroom. Through a sagging door, I could see a cast-iron bed, a 
bureau, and a cracked mirror. There was no closet in either room. 
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- The floor was of rough boards. It was a raw day and the wind was 
whistling through the cracks. Uncle Henry pulled the brown army blanket 
ck>ser about him. "1 don’t feel good today,” he said. Beside us was an iron 
stove with elaborate metal curlycues on the corners. It might once have 
belonged to some rich planter. It was cracked now and the pipe was smok- 
ing in time with the blasts of wind that came through the floor. 

The walls of the rooms were made of unmatched vertical boards, insu- 
lated most meifectively by pale-blue wrapping paper, peeling in long strips. 
Some repair work had been done with pages of the St. Louts Post Dispatch. 
I counted three broken panes in the two small wmdows. They were stuffed 
with old socks. In the corner stood an iron sink with a pail of water beside 
it; the pump was out in the yard. There was an old box half-full of fire- 
wood for the stove, a much-scrubbed wooden table holding an alarm clock 
and a year-old copy of the Red Boof(, a sewing machine, a shelf full of 
patent-medicine bottles, an insurance-company calendar, and a row of pegs 
hung with overalls, old coats and a battered hat. 

When Hans had fimshed his busmess with Uncle Henry, we stood 
up to go. We both shook hands with the old man, shrunken in his blanket, 
his face grey with pain. “I guess I won’t be here when you come next time, 
boy, but It was mighty nice to see you this time. And nice to see you, Mr. 
Chase.” 

“Oh, you’re going to be all right,” said Hans. “You’re too tough to 
kill. You’ll be chopping cotton agam.” 

“Yes,” said Uncle Henry, “I’m tough. You can’t live here without 
being tough.” 

We had to drive up the road a bit before we could find a place to turn. 
I was mentally comparing Uncle Henry’s cabin with the neat houses I had 
seen in the Farm Security project which Hans managed. 

“Were all the houses like that when the government came in?” I asked. 

“Some of them were worse,” said Hans. “We took on a hundred 
families, and tore down ninety-four of the shacks. They were so rotten 
they hardly made decent firewood. Over three hundred kids were hving 
in them. Up where I came from we wouldn’t house a hog in such a place. 
We made an inventory of their furmture, clothes and tools. What do you 
suppose the average value was?" 

“Judging from Uncle Henry’s place, it couldn’t have been much,” I said. 

“It was just twenty-eight dollars.” 

THE EXTENT OF THE HOUSING SHORTAGE 

I hked Uncle Henry, but if I had to live in his house I would go out 
some dark night and jump in the Mississippi. I am not tough enough, and 
I doubt whether any human beings are really tough enough. But regard- 
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less of my personal opinion, when “housing” is discussed by learned statis- 
ticians, it is a good idea to have a clear picture in mind of Uncle Henry’s 
house and others hke it. A recent survey by the Department of Agricul- 
ture disclosed that at least 2,000,000 farmhouses are unfit for human habita- 
tion, while in Arkansas, Louisiana, Mississippi, Alabama and Georgia, the 
average value of farm dwellings is less than $500. It is also a good idea 
to think of the new houses in the project on the other side of the levee. 
We will come to them later. 

In the meantime, let us go from Missouri cotton lands to a Massachu- 
setts seaport. Learned statisticians and anthropologists from Harvard have 
been makmg an exhaustive survey of the town of Newburyport, at the 
mouth of the Merrimack River.* It used to be a shipping center and for a 
time It rivalled Boston. In that splendid era, captains and merchants built 
solid four-sided houses which make High Street perhaps the outstanding 
exhibit of colonial architecture in America. With the decline of shipping, 
Newburyport turned to the manufacture of textiles, boots and shoes, silver- 
ware. It never recovered its grandeur of sailing-ship days, but it never fell 
into such an economic backwater as did New Bedford and Fall River. 
Driving through, one gets an impression of a town housed above the aver- 
age of New England towns. New England towns as a whole — ^perhaps 
due to a lack of economy in the use of white paint — give one the impres- 
sion of being neater and in better repair than American towns generally. 

The research staff from Harvard made a careful examination of the 
12,424 houses in which the people of Newburyport lived. Here is what 
they found. 

Houses in good repair 2,386 or 19 per cent of all 

Houses in medium repair 4>938 oi’ 4° per cent 

Houses in bad repair 5,100 or 41 per cent 

There were 403 large houses in good condition and 226 in bad condi- 

tion. There were 1,107 medium-sized houses in good condition and 1,881 
in bad. There were 876 small houses in good condition and 2,993 bad. 
Well-to-do people lived mostly in the large houses, and poor people in the 
small houses, though the rule was not infallible. 

From Newburyport we go to Washington, D. C. Within gunshot of 
the Capitol buildmg you can find, if you know where to look for them, 
“Pork Steak Alley, Pig Alley, Goat Alley, Tin Can Alley, Coon’s Alley, 
Tiger Alley, Moonshine Alley, Louse Alley and Chinch Row. These are 
Washington’s Negro ghettos. Most of them are the back lots of the white 
residents of seventy years ago, and they were built to take care of the infl ux 
of refugee Negroes after the Civil War. The construction of alley dwell- 

* Warner and Lunt, T he Sociti Ltfe of a Modem Community investigaturs were in New- 
buryport for a nuniber of >cars. 
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ings was ended by law exactly fifty years ago, but most of the original 
shacks remain today. . . . The occupants of these alley shacks are a special 
brand of people, with their own customs, their own superstitions, and a 
notorious suspicion of outsiders. More than half the children born in the 
darkest alleys are illegitimate.” * 

The United States Census took an inventory of all the houses in the 
country, including Pork Steak Alley, Ncwburyport, and Uncle Henry’s, in 
April 1940. The results speak for themselves. 

There werfe then 37,327,000 dwelhng units in the nation. This includes 
single houses, double houses counted as two, apartment houses counted for 
as many units as they contain. 

Almost half of all American houses (49.2 per cent) were in need of 
major repairs or had no bath, or both. There were 6,414,000 houses needing 
major repairs. Out of more than 7,000,000 farm units reported, 6,500,000 
had no bath, 6,000,000 had no running water, only 31 per cent had electric 
current. Under the best of conditions many farm families will continue 
to use outside privies, employ pumps instead of running water, and in lonely 
areas forego electric current. But any way you look at them the Census 
figures indicate a dreadful shortage of adequate shelter on the farms and 
in the cities. One does not need statistics to prove this, one needs only a 
pair of eyes. 

In Arkansas there were 521,000 houses, according to the 1940 Cen- 
sus. Twenty-two thousand had one room, 90,000 had two rooms, 3,500 
had ten rooms or more. Twenty-six per cent of all had four rooms; 46 per 
cent had less than four; only 28 per cent had more than four rooms. Arkan- 
sas IS one of the states which is in direst need of adequate shelter. 

Let us compare equipment m Georgia, Tennessee and Oregon, again 
using Census figures: 



Georgia 

Tennessee Oregon 

Number of houses with electnc light 

46.6% 

509% 

85.8% 

With mechanical refrigeration 

24.7 

27.7 

43-4 

With no refrigeration 

45.6 

44 5 

47.8 

With no central heating 

931 

867 

65.2 

With a radio 

525 

62.5 

89.5 

In houses with no refrigeration a 

large amount of food 

is likely to 


spoil. In the South, refrigeration is especially needed to keep the family 
healthy. Houses with no central heatmg may do in many Southern areas, 
but not so well in Oregon. Houses without radios are liabilities m a total 
war, where citizens need instant communication. 

* W. M Kiphnger, Washington Is Ltkf That, Harper, 1942. 
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A TEN-YEAR BTHWET FOR SHELTER 

The Census gives a dramatic picture of the vast task before the country 
in the department of shelter. To provide decent houses for all members of 
the Great Family cannot be done in any one year, but calls for a program 
stretching over a decade or more. There is no way to tell from these figures, 
or from any other figures, exactly how many homes need to be demolished 
as unfit for human habitation, how many need to be renovated from the 
foundations, how many can be salvaged by major repairs. 

Various estimates have been made, however, of the total number of 
new units needed in the years before us to bring housing up to par. Miss 
Catherine Bauer, a noted expert in the field, estimated that between 1937 
and 1950, sixteen million units ought to be built to care for the increase in 
families, and to replace the worst of the substandard structures. Mrs. Edith 
Elmer Wood, another recognized authority, estimated in 1938 that some 
13 million units, not including farmhouses, should be built by 1950. This 
checks roughly with Miss Bauer’s calculations. Both indicate a building 
program of more than 1,000,000 units a year. The best year we ever had, 
1925, accounted for 900,000 new houses. In 1933, the number was down 
to 93,000. By 1940 it had climbed to 600,000. 

Mr. C. F. Palmer, Federal Housing Co-ordinator, told a Fortune Round 
Table in the summer of 1941 that after the war we should build 1,600,000 
non-farm units annually for ten years, to house the urban population prop- 
erly. He thinks that private finance can swing a million of them, but that 
government subsidy will be required for 600,000 units a year. For the ten- 
year period, this would mean 6 million units subsidized for low-income 
families. Mr. Palmer reminds us that European governments, in the years 
before the war, subsidized 20 ‘million urban units. 

I think we can take it as demonstrated that the Budget * will call for 
somewhere between a million and two million dwelhng units, over the 
whole country, every year, for at least ten years after the war ends. That 
will make the biggest single demand upon manpower of any project on the 
horizon — the largest pool for post-war work. According to Mr. Palmer, it 
will keep at least 1,600,000 construction workers busy; a high government 
source estimates 2fioofioo workers. It may mean two to three times the labor 
force which was building houses in 1940, when 600,000 units were con- 
structed. 

These estimates do not include labor for lumber and other materials, 
but only men on the job. On the average, it looks as if one man puts up 
one house in a year’s time. When prefabrication goes into mass produc- 

*'nie basic purpose of Chase's book is to draw up a "Budget” in which the needs of our 
populatiofl (food, clothing, shelter, education, health) are bidanced against our potential 
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tion, it is probable that a house can be put up in a far shorter time, say a 
man mon^, or a man fortnight— the latter being the eqmvaicnt of a crew 
of seven putting the house up in two days. And although the factory cost 
of the pr^abricated units will be greater than the factory cost of the lupiber, 
nails, paint and other materials used at present — measured in man hours, 
or dollars, or any way you please — the total manpower required to meet 
the housing budget will be less than under pre-war conditions. By early 
1942, the government had ordered 22,058 “demountable” or prefabricated 
houses for war workers. One San Francisco firm alone was given a con- 
tract for 5,000, the largest order for prefabrication ever placedi 

OUR MOST BACKWARD INDUSTRY 

The residential construction industry, as at present organized is, to 
quote Dr. Alvin H. Hansen and Guy Greer, “our most backward industry. 
In an age of mass production and assembly lines, it remains today, with a 
few noteworthy exceptions, a small-scale handicraft business which hardly 
deserves to be called an industry at all. It is made up of large numbers 
of contractors, subcontractors, material dealers, trade-unions, and so on. 
And, in spite of numerous honest carpenter builders and a few larger 
operators, it is shot through and through with graft, rackets and conspira- 
cies. Topping all this, the manufacture of several important buildmg mate- 
rials and of much equipment is a virtual monopoly. The result is that every 
kind of dwelling costs far too much, even while the so-called industry is 
not, and has not been, prosperous for many years.” Establishing our Budget 
might not only give us adequate houses, but conceivably it might clean up 
an Augean stable as well. No labor group has suffered more severely from 
unemployment than workers in the building trades, and few have suffered 
more from racketeering officials. 

One reason why the construction mdustry is m such a deplorable state 
may be that it has been tied all along to the cart of land speculation. The 
men who have put up the money, by and large, have not been mterested 
in houses for people to live in. They have been interested in developing 
property as an investment, or, as it has been described, in “buying by the 
acre and selling by the front foot.” Now, with the prospect of population 
gradually levelling off, and real-estate values practically stationary &om the 
same cause, we have a chance for the first time in our history to create a 
really efficient construction industry. No trouble is foreseen in finding the 
manpower, the materials and the skills to build 1,500,000 houses, or 2,000,000 
houses per year, after the war. We built almost 900/100 urban units in 1925, 
under handicraft, racket-ridden methods. If die industry could be rational- 
ized, its capacity would be greatly increased. 
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DEFINING ADEQUATE SHELTER 

We have been talking about “houses,” and “dwelling units.” A better 
term for this department of the Budget is “shelter.” Sh^ter can be defined 
as not only the floor, walls and roof of a house, but the land on which it 
stands, the fur nis hings and equipment inside it, and the services running 
into it — ^water, electricity, gas, telephone, waste disposal. 

The first requisite of adequate shelter is a place where children can be 
reared in health and well-being. The child is my test of shelter. Will this 
house help his development or set it back? In such a test, the question of 
how many ice cubes the refrigerator can produce, or whether a Colonial 
design is to be preferred to a straight-ime international job, sinks into in- 
significance. The province of the Budget is to give children and their par- 
ents a clean, healthy place to live in, not to help them keep up with the 
Joneses. On this standard, the size and construction varies with the size of 
the family and with the climate. A winter home in Maine must be a more 
solid affair than a winter home in Florida. 

Allowing for the climatic differences over our great continent, a set 
of rough specifications for adequate shelter might read something like this: 

A tight, honestly built structure, of reasonably good design, which 
can be kept adequately clean and warmed in winter. 

Space enough for children to play. In city apartments this can be solved 
to a degree by playgrounds between the blocks. Land to grow flowers or 
vegetables or both, wherever possible. 

Minimum equipment for sanitation, to include pure water, bathing 
facilities, screens, toilet facilities. For the latter, sanitary privies may be 
acceptable in some rural areas. In cities, flush toilets connected with the 
sewer system arc mandatory for reasons of public health. 

Electric lighting and refrigeration in most cases, and for most families 
a telephone. 

Simple and substantial furnishings. There may be a great future for 
metal furniture after the war, to make use of our vast aluminum supply and 
bomber plants. 

FARMHOUSES AT LA FORCE 

When Hans and I got back to the Farm Security project at LaForge, 
I had a chance to see with my own eyes the kind of shelter I have been 
trying to outlme above. Here were one hundred well-designed farm cot- 
tages on 5,000 acres of farmland. Sixty of them were occupied by white 
people and forty by Negroes, but there was no way of telling from the out- 
side which house belonged to which. After the government bought the land 
in 1937 and decided to “resettle” the 100 sharecroppers then living on it. 
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its first task was to dismantle the shacks and build some real shelter. Listen 
carefully to the way in which this task was accomphshed. It may carry im- 
portant suggestions for the post-war Budget. 

Remembering certain sad experiences from rural resettlement projects 
in the past, where members were provided with electric refrigerators and 
flush toilets but no visible means of support, engineers of the Farm Security 
Administration designed a very modest house. They went into action and 
built 94 new houses in loo days, at an average cost of $i,ioo per house, a 
cost which fitted the return from the land. The whole project now comes 
close to paying its way. The FSA did it by an ingenious method of mass 
production, m which the project members did most of the work. Lumber 
was unloaded from freight cars in a field near the cotton gin. It was cut 
into standard sizes with power saws. The units were then nailed into sec- 
tions — walls, roof trusses, partitions. The sections were loaded into trucks 
and taken to the site, where concrete posts had already been set up by 
another crew of LaForge men. In half a day or so the house was up, in 
another day or two it was painted. One day, on a bet, a crew put a house 
up in thirty minutes. A few skilled supervisors and carpenters kept the 
job moving on schedule. 

We enter one of the houses, going through a screened porch into a 
good-sized living room with screened wmdows — which work — ^and a double 
floor. The walls are vertical tongue-and-groove stock, well-oiled, in natural 
wood. Furniture includes a stove for heating, a couch, chairs, a big table, 
a carpet, curtains at the windows. The kitchen beyond has an enameled 
smk but no running water. It has built-in cabinets, and a substantial cook- 
stove, burning wood or coal. Wood may be had for the cutting, over beyond 
the levee. Electric current is in every house, but used mostly for lighting. 
Two bedrooms — in some cases three — open from the living room. The 
bedrooms have closets, double beds, a dresser, mirror and chairs. The cold 
north wind was still blowing, but every house I visited was snug, warm 
and clean. They lacked frills and gadgets but they did not lack cheer, in 
spite of getting down to the bare essentials of shelter in that climate. 

Outside m the yard is a sealed well with pump, and, in the far corner, 
a sanitary privy. An carth<overcd root cellar, full of homemade preserves 
and canned goods, and a small, well-built barn, complete the property. In 
the North, construction would have to be somewhat heavier, but beyond 
this I cannot conceive of a fairer, sounder minimum standard of rural 
shelter than this LaForge project. To come into it from Uncle Henry’s 
place is to come from hell into heaven. If a hundred such units can be 
constructed by the people who are to hve in them, why not a million? 



Jawaharial Nehru 

Jawaharlal Nehru (i88g- ), scholar, lawyer, artd politician, is one of 

the most tnfluenttal natives in India. He was educated at Harrow and 
Cambridge and is a Barrister-at-Law of the Inner Temple. He has long 
been associated with Gandhi's Non-Cooperation Movement and the No- 
tiomdist. Labor, and Peasant Movements. Three times he has been Presi- 
dent of the Indian National Congress. To pass the time during the sixth 
of his many imprisonments for political offenses he began a series of 
letters to his daughter for the purpose of instructing her in the story of 
manl^tnd. The letter which follows is Number igS and comes at the 
end of Glimpses of World History, a volume of idmost looo pages. In 
this beautiful vdedictory he takjts that long view of history which Irwin 
Edman advises in “Candle in the Dar\.'' 


THE LAST LETTER 

WE have finished, my dear; the long story has 
ended. I need write no more, but the desire to end off with a kmd of 
flourish induces me to write another letter — ^the Last Letter I 

It was time I finished, for the end of my two-year term draws near. 
In three and thirty days from today I should be discharged, if indeed I am 
not released sooner, as the gaoler sometimes threatens to do. The full two 
years are not over yet, but I have received three and a half months’ remis- 
sion of my sentence, as all well-behaved prisoners do. For I am supposed 
to be a well-behaved prisoner, a reputation which I have certainly done 
nothing to deserve. So ends my sixth sentence, and I shall go out again 
into the wide world, but to what purpose? A quoi bon? When most of my 
friends and comrades he in gaol and the whole country seems a vast prison. 

What a mountain of letters I have written! And what a lot of good 
swadeshi ^ ink I have spread out on swadesht paper. Was it worth while, 
I wonder? Will all this paper and ink convey any message to you that 
will interest you? You will say, yes, of course, for you will feel that any 
other answer might hurt me, and you are too partial to me to take such a 
risk. But whether you care for them or not, you cannot grudge me the 
joy of having written them, day after day, during these two long years. It 
was winter when I came. Winter gave place to our brief spring, slain all 
too soon by the summer heat; and then, when the ground was parched and 
dry and men and beasts panted for breath, came the monsoon, with its 

^ Made in one’s own country. 
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bountiful supply of fre^ and cool rain-water. Autunm followed, and the 
sky was wonderfully clear and blue and the afternoons were pleasant. The 
year’s cycle was over, and again it began: winter and spring and summer 
and the ramy season. I have sat here, writing to you and thinking of you, 
and watched the seasons go by, and listened to the pitapat of the rain on 
my barrack roof — 

O doux brutt de la pluie. 

Parterre et sur let tottsi 
Pour utt caeur qut s’ennute. 

Obi le chant de la pluiel ‘ 

Benjamin Disraeli, the great Enghsh statesman of the nineteenth cen- 
tury, has written: “Other men condemned to exile and captivity, if they 
survive, despair; the man of letters may reckon those days as the sweetest of 
his life.” He was writing about Hugo Grotius, a famous Dutch jurist and 
philosopher of the seventeenth century, who was condemned to imprison- 
ment for life, but managed to escape after two years. He spent these two 
years m prison in philosophic and htcrary work. There have been many 
famous literary gaolbirds, the two best known perhaps being the Spaniard, 
Cervantes, who wrote Don Quixote, and the Englishman, John Bunyan, 
the author of The Pilgrim’s Progress. 

I am not a man of letters, and I am not prepared to say that the many 
years 1 have spent in gaol have been the sweetest in my life, but I must 
say that reading and writing have helped me wonderfully to get through 
them. I am not a literary man, and I am not a historian; what, indeed, am 
1 ? I find It difficult to answer that question. I have been a dabbler in many 
things; I began with science at college, and then took to the law, and, after 
developing various other interests in life, finally adopted the popular and 
widely practised profession of gaol-going in Indial . . . 

I have given you the barest outline; this is not history; they are just 
fleeting glimpses of our long past. If history mterests you, if you feel some 
of the fascination of history, you will find your way to many books which 
will help you to unravel the threads of past ages. But reading books alone 
will not help. If you would know the past you must look upon it with 
sympathy and with understandin^^o understand a person who lived long 
ago, you will have to understand his environment, the conditions under 
which he lived, the ideas that filled his mind. It is absurd for us to judge 
of past people as if they lived now and thought as we do. There is no one 
to defend slavery today, and yet the great Plato held that slavery was essen- 
tial. Within recent times scores of thousands of lives were given in an effort 
to retain slavery in the United States. We cannot judge the past from the 

*From “II Pleure dans mon Cceur,” by Paul Verlaine. Oh, soft sound of the rain — On the 
ground and the roofsl — To the weary heart — Oh, the song of the rauil 
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standards of the present. Everyone will willingly admit this. But everyone 
will not admit the equally absurd habit of judging the present by the stand- 
ards of the past. The various rehgions have especially helped in petrifymg 
old beliefs and faiths and customs, which may have had some use m the age 
and country of their birth, but which arc singularly unsuitable in our 
present age. 

If, then, you look upon past history with the eye of sympathy, the dry 
bones will fill up with fiesh and blood, and you will see a mighty procession 
of living men and women and children in every age and every clime, dif- 
ferent from us and yet very like us, with much the same human vutues and 
human failings. History is not a magic show, but there is plenty of magic 
in it for those who have eyes to see. j 

Innumerable pictures from the gallery of history crowd our minds. 
Egypt — Babylon — Nineveh — the old Indian civilizations — the coming of the 
Aryans to India and their spreading out over Europe and Asia— the wonder- 
ful record of Chinese culture — Knossos and Greece — ^Imperial Rome and 
Byzantium — the triumphant march of the Arabs across two continents — ^the 
renaissance of Indian culture and its decay — the little-known Maya and 
Aztec civilizations of America— the vast conquests of the Mongols — ^the 
Middle Ages in Europe with their wonderful Gothic cathedrals — the com- 
ing of Islam to India and the Moghal Empire — the Renaissance of learning 
and art in western Europe — the discovery of America and the sea-routes to 
the East — ^the beginnmgs of Western aggression in the East — the coming 
of the big machine and the development of capitalism — the spread of indus- 
trialism ^nd European domination and imperialism — and the wonders of 
science in the modern world. 

Great empires have risen and fallen and been forgotten by man for 
thousands of years, till their remains were dug up again by patient ex- 
plorers from under the sands that covered them. And yet many an idea, 
many a fancy, has survived and proved stronger and more persistent than 
the empire. 

Egypt’s might 1$ tumbled down, 

Down a-down the deeps of thought; 

Greece is fallen and Troy town, 

Glorious Rome hath lost her crown, 

Vemce’ pride is nought. 

But the dreams their children dreamed. 

Fleeting, imsubstantial, vain, 

Shadowy as the shadows seemed, 

, Airy nothing, as they deemed. 

These remain. 

So sings Mary Coleridge. 
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The past brings us many gifts; indeed, all that we have today of cul- 
ture, civilization, saence, or knowledge of some aspects of the truth, is a 
gift of the distant or recent past to us. It is right that we acknowledge our 
obligation to the past. But the past docs not exhaust our duty or obligation. 
We owe a duty to the future also, and perhaps that obligation is even 
greater than the one we owe to the past. For the past is past and done with, 
we cannot change it; the future is yet to come, and perhaps we may be 
able to shape it a little. If the past has given us some part of the truth, the 
future also hides many aspects of the truth, and invites us to search for 
them. But often the past is jealous of the future and holds us in a terrible 
grip, and we have to struggle with it to get free to face and advance towards 
the future. 

History, it is said, has many lessons to teach us; and there is another 
saying that history never repeats itself. Both arc true, for we cannot learn 
anything from it by slavishly trying to copy it, or by expecting it to repeat 
itself or remam stagnant; but we can learn something from it by prying 
behind it and trying to discover the forces that move it. Even so, what we 
get is seldom a straight answer. “History,” says Karl Marx, “has no other 
way of answering old questions than by putting new ones.” 

The old days were days of faith, blind, unquestioning faith. The won- 
derful temples and mosques and cathedrals of past centuries could never 
have been built but for the overpowering faith of the architects and builders 
and people generally. The very stones that they reverently put one on top 
of the other, or carved into beauuful designs, tell us of this faith^/The old 
temple spire, the mosque with its slender minarets, the Gothic cathedral — 
all of them pointmg upward with an amazing intensity of devotion, as if 
offering a prayer in stone or marble to the sky above — thrill us even now, 
though we may be lacking in that faith of old of which they are the embodi- 
ments. But the days of that faith are gone, and gone with them is that magic 
touch in stone. Thousands of temples and mosques and cathedrals con- 
tinue to be built, but they lack the spirit that made them live during the 
Middle Ages. There is little difference between them and the commercial 
ofHces which are so representative of our age. 

Our age is a different one; it is an age of disillusion, of doubt and un- 
certainty and questioning. We can no longer accept many of the ancient 
beliefs and customs; we have no more faith m them, in Asia or in Europe 
or America. So we search for new ways, new aspects of the truth more in 
harmony with our environment. And we question each other and debate 
and quarrel and evolve any number of “isms” and philosophies. As in the 
days of Socrates, we live in an age of questioning, but that questioning is 
not confined to a city like Athens; it is world-wide. 

Sometimes the injustice, the unhappiness, the brutality of the world 
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Oppress us and darken our minds, and we see no way out With Matthew 
Arnold, wc feel that there is no hope in the world and that all we can do is 
to be 'true to one another. 

For the world which seems 
To he before us hke a land of dreams, 

So vanous, so beautiful, so new, 

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light. 

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 

And we are here as on a darkling plain 

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight. 

Where ignorant armies clash by night. 

And yet if we take such a dismal view we have not learnt aright the 
lesson of life or of history. For history teaches us of growth and progress 
and of the possibility of an infinite advance for man. And life is rich and 
varied, and though it has many swamps and marshes and muddy places, it 
has also the great sea, and the mountams, and snow, and glaciers, and won- 
derful starlit nights (especially m gaoll), and the love of family and friends, 
and the comradeship of workers in a common cause, and music, and books 
and the empire of ideas. So that each one of us may well say: — 

Lord, though I lived on earth, the child of earth. 

Yet was I fathered by the starry sky. 

It is easy to admire the beauties of the universe and to live in a world 
of thought and imagination. But to try to escape in this way from the 
unhappmess of others, caring litde what happens to them, is no sign of 
courage or fellow-feeling. Thought, m order to jusufy itself, must lead to 
action. “Action is the end of thought,” says our friend Romain Rolland. 
“All thought which does not look towards action is an abortion and a 
treachery. If then we are the servants of thought we must be the servants 
of action.” 

People avoid action often because they are afraid of the consequences, 
for action means risk and danger. Danger seems terrible from a distance; 
It is not so bad if you have a close look at it. And often it is a pleasant 
companion, adding to the zest and delight of life. The ordinary course of 
life becomes dull at times, and we take too many things for granted and 
have no joy in them. And yet how we appreciate these common things of 
life when we have lived without them for a while! Many people go up 
high mountains and risk life and limb for the joy of the climb and the 
exhilaration that comes from a difficulty surmounted, a danger overcome; 
and because of. the danger that hovers all around them, their perceptions get 
keener, their joy of the life which hangs by a thread, the more intense. 

All of us have our choice of hving in the valleys below, with their 
unhealthy mists and fogs, but giving a measure of bodily security; or of 
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climbing die hi^ tnountaias, with risk and danger for companions, to 
breathe the pure air above, and take joy in the distant views, and welcome 
the rising sun. 

I have given you many quotadons and extracts from poets and others 
in this letter. I shall finish up with one more. It is from the Gttanjah; it is 
a poem, or prayer, by Rabindranath Tagore: — 

Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high; 

Where knowledge is free; 

Where the world has not been broken up into fragments by narrow domestic 
walls; 

Where words come out from the depth of truth; 

Where tireless striving stretches ^ arms towards perfection; 

Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way into the dreary desert sand 
. of dead habit; 

Where the mind is led forward by thee into ever-widening thought and action — 
Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country awake. 


Robert A. Millikan 

Robert A, (1868- ) was born tn Illinots. After graduating 

from Oberltn College he studied at Columbia, Berlin, and Gottingen. He 
holds honorary degrees from some twenty institutions here and abroad. 
After teaching physics for twenty-five years tn the University of Chicago 
he became director of the Norman Bridge Laboratory of Physics at the 
California Institute of Technology. In /pjy hts world reputation was 
recognized by the award of the Nobel prize in physics. Aside from his 
many volumes of saentific research he has written a number of boo^s 
which illuminate science for the layman. In the essay which follows, his 
IS the voice of science, dispassionately and conservatively appraising 
man's present chances of survival and progress. 


SCIENCE, FREEDOM, AND THE WORLD OF TOMORROW 

EVEN though "prophecy is the most gratuitous 
form of mistake,” and even though there is obviously the possibility that 
something so completely foreign to my thinking may happen as to make 
any prognosis that I may hazard now appear ridiculous in the years to 
come, yet I am going to be foolish and rash enough to forecast that, barring 
the return of the dark ages through the triumph the world over of tyranny 
over freedom, of the spirit of world conquest over the spirit of reason and 
peaceful change, life in America fifty or a hundred years hence will not 
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diiler nestrly as much from the life of today as the life of today differs from 
that of a century or even a half century ago. The processes and techniques 
that have been responsible for the enormous changes of the last century 
will continue to improve our economic and social well-being, and to assure 
potentially a state of freedom for man, but the mam changes will come 
from a more general understanding by the voting public of the nature of 
these processes and a more intelligent use of them. This will mean the 
gradual elimination of the effort to violate natural and social laws or, 
arithmetically stated, to make two plus two equal six, as we have been so 
ignorantly and so disastrously trying to do in much of our social floundering 
of recent years. 

So long as one is considering only th^ physical or biological basis of 
change the informed and competent scientist has some reasbn for confi- 
dence in his analysis as to the general direction which progress can and 
must take. He at least knows a great many sorts of things that will not 
happen, and these are in the main the very things that the uninformed 
dreamers and wishful thinkers — the emotional pseudo reformers, not the 
real ones — ^hope and expect to see happen. Thus, we shall never be able to 
transform the energy released in the burning of coal or in the absorption 
of the sun’s rays directly and completely into electrical energy. Indeed, we 
shall never be able to go very much fiirther in this direction than we have 
already gone. 

Today the most efficient internal combustion engines transform into 
work 35 per cent of the heat energy released in the burning of the fuel, 
and It is safe to predict that in continuous operation we shall never be able 
to make very great advances beyond this limit. By that I do not mean that 
through improvements in details efiiciencies in the neighborhood of say 50 
per cent are completely out of the question. But in any case, the so-called 
second law of thermodynamics, which has now taken its place as a part 
of the core of established knowledge in physics, stands m the way of the 
realization of the dreams of the multitude of inventors and magicians who 
still want to transform the sun’s heat rays directly and completely mto work. 
Though the knowledge that it cannot be done is less than a hundred years 
old. It IS about as firmly established as is the law of gravitation. 

I have chosen the foregoing illustration because it lies at the very base 
of any correct analysis of what science has done and of what it is capable 
of doing in the future in bettering man’s lot on earth. Let us look first at 
what It has done, for this will enable us to understand better what it can 
do. When in 1825 my grandfather loaded into a covered wagon his young 
wife, his Lares and Penates, and all his worldly goods, and trekked west 
from Stockbridge, Massachusetts, first to the Western Reserve in Ohio, and 
again in 1838 to the banks of the Rock River in western Illinois, the condi- 
tions of that migration, the motives prompting it, the mode of travel of the 
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emigrants, their various ways of meetmg their needs and solvmg their 
problems, their whole outlook upon life, were extraordinarily hke those 
which existed four thousand years earlier when Abraham trekked westward 
from Ur of the Chaldees. In a word, the changes that have occurred within 
the past hundred years not only in the external conditions under which the 
average man, at least in this Western world, passes his life on earth, but in 
his superstitions, such as the taboo on the number thirteen or on Friday 
saihngs (why, my own grandmother carried a dried potato in her pocket 
to keep oH rheumatism), in his fundamental beliefs, in his philosophy, in 
his conception of religion, in his whole world outlook, are probably greater 
than those that occurred during the preceding four thousand years all put 
together. Life seems to remain static for thousands of years and then to 
shoot forward with amazing speed. The last century has been one of those 
periods of extraordinary change, the most amazing in human history. 

If, then, you ask me to put into one sentence the cause of that recent, 
rapid, and enormous change and the prognosis for the achievement of hu- 
man liberty, 1 should reply. It ts found tn the discovery and utilization of the 
means by which heat energy can be made to do man’s wor\ for him. The 
key to the whole development is found in the use of power machines, and 
It IS a most significant statistical fact that the standard of living in the vari- 
ous countries of the world follows closely the order in which so^allcd 
labor-saving devices have been most widely put into use. In other words, 
the average man has today more of goods and services to consume m about 
the proportion in which he has been able to produce more of goods and 
services through the aid of the power machines which have been put into 
his hands. In this country there is now expended about 13.5 horsepower 
hours per day per capita — the equivalent of 100 human slaves for each of 
us; in England the figure is 6.7, m Germany 6.0, in France 4.5,- in Japan 1.8, 
in Russia 09, in China 0.5.^ In the last analysis, this use of power is why 
our most important social changes have come about. This is why we no 
longer drive our ships with human slaves chained to the oars as did the 
Romans and the Greeks. This is why we no longer enslave whole peoples, 
as did the Pharaohs, for building our public structures and lash them to 
their tasks. This is why ten times as many boys and girls are in the high 
school today in the United States as were there in 1890 — more than five 
million now, half a million then. This is why we have now an eight-hour 
day instead of, as then, a ten- , a twelve- , or sometimes a fourteen-hour day. 
This IS why we have on the average an automobile for every family in the 
country. This is why the lowest class of male labor, i.e., unskilled labor, 
gets nearly twice as much in real wages m the United States as in England, 
three times as much as in Germany or France, and thirteen times as much 

1 These figures are substantially as given in Read, An Economte Review, 1933, p. 58. and 
in Hirshfeld, Toward Civdizatton, 1929 
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as in Russia, and this is why the most abused class of labor in the wwld, 
domestic service, is even better oS relatively in diis country though com- 
pletely unorganized, i.e., through the unhampered operation of economic 
laws, than is any other class of labor, skilled or unskilled, in other countries. 

Do not think that these are the one-sided pronouncements merely of an 
enthusiastic scientist. Anyone can check them who will begin to study 
them. Listen to President Karl Compton’s formulation of the results of his 
similar historical studies.^ He says, “From the days of the cave man, all 
through history up to the modern era of science, there were only two primi- 
tive recipes for securing the materials desired for the more abundant life. 
One was to work hard and long in order to produce more, and the odier 
was to take the good things of life from someone else, by theft, conquest, 
taxation or exploitation. 

“To get the good things of life by taking them from others is a primi- 
tive instmet, undoubtedly developed by the age.old struggle for existence. 
We have all seen monkeys, or seagulls, or wolves, or pigs s natc hing food 
from each other, fighting to possess it, or shouldermg each other away from 
the trough; When human beings carry this philosophy too far beyond the 
accepted standards, as did Jesse James and John Dillinger, we call them 
‘public enemies.’ But this same philosophy of takmg what we want from 
others, by violence and trickery, or by legdized strategy and force, has run 
all through human history. 

“But, in recent tunes, modern science has developed to give mankind, 
for the first time in the history of the human race, a way of securing a 
more abundant life which does not simply consist in takmg away from 
someone else. Science really creates wealth and opportunity where they did 
not exist before. Whereas the old order was based on competition, the new 
order of science makes possible, for the first time, a coHiperative creative 
effort in which everyone is the gainer and no one the loser. 

“For this reason, I believe that the advent of modern science ts the 
most important social event in all history. It marks the point at which men 
have come to understand themselves and the world they live in well enough 
to begin systematically to control the hidden forces of nature to their ad- 
vantage. Already science has done wonders to raise the standard of hving 
and of knowledge, but these hidden forces are so great that we are assuredly 
only at the beginning of things possible. 

“Some significant facts regardmg the effect of the machine on the wages 
and employment of the worker are these: Counting 1840 as about the year 
in which power machmery came to be important in the United States, we 
find a steady increase smee that date m the ratio of average wages to average 
prices of commodities, so that it is now about seven times what it was in 

^The Soaal Imfiieations of Scientific Ducovery, delivered at the Amencan Philoac^hical 
Society, Philadelphia, March 15, 1938 [Lancaster, 1938]. 
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1840. In other words, the average wage earner in America can today buy 
seven times as much with his wages as he could in 1840; or more than twice 
as much as he could in 1910. Also despite increasing population and increas- 
ing use of labor-saving machinery, the percentage of our population gain- 
fully employed increased 25 per cent between 1870 and 1930. 

“More material progress has b^n made during the past one hundred 
and fifty years under the American system of business enterprise than dur- 
ing all the preceding centuries in world history. This record of achieve- 
ment is a challenge to those who would radically change that system. . . . 
Under this system, the United States with a populauon of less than 7 per 
cent of the world’s total controls about 40 per cent of the wealth of the 
world. One hundred years ago the average person had about 52 wants of 
which '16 were regarded as necessities. Today the wants number 484 on 
the average, of which 94 are looked upon as necessities.” " 

These facts, with their primary cause, are basic in enabling us to fore- 
cast the possibilities of improvement and of acquiring a state of true demo- 
irratic liberalism in the century that is ahead. They make it well-nigh certain 
that we shall increase in economic well-bemg and in potential liberty in the 
future just as we have in the past in just the proportion in which we con- 
tinue to apply science and engineermg to our industries and thus produce 
more and more in goods and services per man hour, thus freeing more and 
more men, more; and more time, and more and more brains for education, 
for research, for art, and thus for human freedom. There is a saturation 
point for automobiles and radios, but there is no such thing as saturation m 
education, in the service industries generally, or in liberty. 

Civilization consists in the multiplication and refinement of human 
wants. It IS a simple historical fact that these wants have actually devel- 
oped with great rapidity wherever and whenever labor-saving machines 
have been rapidly introduced. In 1900 60 per cent of our population was on, 
or supported immediately by, the farm; in 1930 not over 25 per cent. With- 
out serious unemployment in that period the millions of displaced farmers 
found their way into garages, service stations, newly created secretarial 
jobs, news reporting, a newly created telephone service, advertising, insur- 
ance, gardening, domestic service, and a thousand other service industries, 
and no serious or prolonged unemployment occurred until the enterprisers 
who normally create the new positions began to be suppressed, legislated 
against, and intimidated by unwise financial and political policies. The 
faster science and engineering are applied to industry the faster we ought 
to progress. There is literally no other way of comparable effectiveness to 
raise the standard of living, and the chief element in its effectiveness is in 
getting more power into the hands of the laborer so that he can produce 

s This last paragraph of the quotation frotn -Compton he m turn takes from a pamphlet 
distributed by the First NaUonal Bank of Boston, 
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more tor himself, for in the last analysis the laborer taken as a whole gets 
under almost any modern social system practically all that he produces. 
According to the United States Department of Commerce, in 1936 labor 
received directly 66.5 per cent of the national income. Indirectly, it received 
nearly all the rest of it, since the idle rich represent an insignificant frac- 
tion of the population and they pass on practically all that they receive to 
workers of some kind. 

My forecast of the future, then, must depend on what the future’s 
sources of power are to be and on the cost of that power. That is why I 
began with a consideration of the possibility of getting more work out of 
a pound of coal. At present the main sources of power are coal and oil, 
with water playing a minor role and being in general more expensive. This 
situation will continue for a thousand years, for though the oil will per- 
haps be gone in fifty years, the coal will last for at least another millen- 
nium. The big steam plant is now nearly or quite as efficient as the best 
Diesel motor, but for small power purposes, motor vehicles and the like, 
the internal combustion engine is and will continue to be indispensable. 
However, we already know how to make liquid fuel from coal, so that 
when the oil is gone we shall still be able to get liquid fuel for our internal 
combustion engines. There are, I think, no other possible sources of power 
of comparable cheapness. When the oil and the coal are gone we shall get 
our power either directly from the sun through solar motors or windmills 
or tidal machines, or else indirectly through growing and burning plants; 
but it will then cost us more than it does now. So far as tapping the energy 
“locked up in the atoms” is concerned, we can dismiss that possibility. We, 
can of course do it now in principle through radioactivity, but I see no 
possibility fifty years from now of supplymg the world’s power needs, or 
even a minute portion of them, from any such source. 

For the foregoing reasons, then, fifty years from now the world will 
look to us, from the point of view of power, not so very different from 
what it looks now. Air travel will of, course have increased, but the great 
bulk of the freight will go as now by surface vehicles or by steamships pro- 
pelled in the essential particulars much as they are today. The art of com- 
munications, too, IS already a pretty well perfected art, and though it may 
be considerably cheaper than now, more messages being simultaneously 
carried over a given cable, so far as the techniques used are concerned I do 
not expect any very radical or startling change. 

Among the natural sciences biology has the opportunity to do the big 
new things so far as their immediate effect on human living is concerned, 
and I have no doubt that in the field of public health, the control of dis- 
ease, the cessation of the continuous reproduction of the unfit, etc., big 
advances will be made, but here I am not a competent witness, and I find 
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on the whole those who are the most competent and informed the most 
conservative. 

The most burning and most uncertain situation about the future has 
to do with social and political matters, and it should be remembered that 
all the precedmg forecast was based on the assumption that our present 
civilization would not be destroyed by man’s present or prospective inter- 
national wickedness, stupidity, and folly. I know of no direct way in which 
science can prevent that, for I see no prospect of our ever being able to 
turn some new type of ray upon a dictator filled with the lust for power 
and conquest and thus transform him mto a humanitarian. Indirectly, how- 
ever, the sciences of explosives and poison gases, of aerodynamics, of com- 
munication with its corollary, the rapid spread of knowledge among the 
people, are doing the work. The fact that the ultimate resources are in the 
democratic countries, as the science of geology has shown (something like 
three-fourths of the coal and the met^, the ultimate sources of power, 
being hi these countries) and that these countries can be and have already 
been roused to arm to defend themselves — ^that is the great influence that 
gives promise that a permanent method of assuring peace may ultimately 
be worked out. But these countries must have the intelligence, the long- 
range selfishness to sec the hopelessness, the folly at a time like this, of a 
policy of division and isolation. They must obviously, it seems to me, join 
their powers in time to show the international bandits the hopelessness of 
their spring at the throat of the world. If they, including ourselves, will do 
this then I stand by my prognosis of a golden age of human liberty and 
human dignity ahead through the further growth of science and its appli- 
cation to the well-being of mankind. 



Robert Nathan 


Robert Nathan ) teas bom in New Yw\ of a distinguished 

ancestry which relates hint to the founding of both Columbia University 
and Barnard CoUege. His wor\ as poet and novelist is marked by a dis- 
arming simplicity which often masl^s the play of ironic fantasy. Of his 
novels the best Xnown are One More Spnng, The Enchanted Voyage, 
and Portrait of Jenny. Modern military nations bent on future glory may 
profitably recall the great Peloponnesian War of 4JI to 404 b.c. The 
Athenians were conquered by the Spartans. So much for history. . . . 


431 B.C. 


In Sparta, yes: 

Here are the archers, the chariots, the Lacedaemonians, 

The pure Doric, horn and bred to be soldiers. 

Taken at seven into the camps, the battalions, 

To learn the spear and the sword, the thrust and the counter. 

To learn to kiU or to die, both or either in silence. 

No more songs; this is a world of trumpets. 

Let the dances be warlike. There is no need of statues 
Or poems now. This is Sparta, the army with banners, 

The men of might, the lions, those who have glory. 

They do not need other )oys, they do not need the silver 
Sweet flute of love in the garden at evening. 

The laughter of children, the wise caresses of women. 

Gentle and loving, the advice of sages, the songs of the poets. 

Let Athens make poems. 

Let her build statues, temples, hold her elections. 

They will not help her. A soft breed, the Athenians. 

Athens will fall. There will only be Sparta left; 

Only the sword, the force of arms, and the saymg 

That whatever succeeds, succeeds. Live then, or die, m the triumph. 

So shall we be remembered, the Spartans, the heroes, 

The pure breed, Doric, the race without fear, without pity. 

Be praised and remembered. 

Perish Athens. Be forgotten forever. 

612 



Carl Sandburg 

The People, Yet, of which the ftdlowtng is Section 8y, is a long, loose 
compilation of American sayings and yams, brot^en by “the roar and 
whirl of street crowds, wor\ gangs, stdewalX^ clamor," bound together 
and given poetic validity by the confident philosophy of a writer who 
believes in the destiny of the common man. 


THE PEOPLE LEARN 

The people learn, unlearn, learn, 
a builder, a wrecker, a builder again, 
a juggler of shifting puppets. 

In so few eyeblinks 
In transition lightning streaks, 
the people project midgets into giants, 
the people shrink titans into dwarfs. 

Faiths blow on the winds 
and become shibboleths 
and deep growths 
with men ready to die 
for a living word on the tongue, 
for a light alive in the bones, 
for dreams fluttering in the wrists. 

For liberty and authority they die 
though one is fire and the other water 
and the balances of freedom and discipline 
are a moving target with changing decoys. 

Revolt and terror pay a price. 

Order and law have a cost. 

What IS this double use of fire and water? 

Where are the rulers who know this riddle? 

On the fingers of one hand you can number them. 

How often has a governor of the people first learned to govern himself? 

The free man wiUing to pay and struggle and die for the freedom of him- 
self and others 


613 
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Knowing how far to subject himself to discipline and obedience for the sake 
of an ordered society free from tyrants, exploiters and legalized frauds — 
This free man is a rare bird and when you meet him take a good look at 
him and try to figure him out because 
Some day when the United States of the Earth gets going and runs smooth 
and pretty there will be more of him than we have now. 
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WE approach the end of our modern pilgrim’s 
progress. In its successive aspects — ^youth, marriage, work, play, citizenship— 
we have found the raw material out of which to make our judgment of life 
as It is lived m the middle years of the twentieth century. “Life, how and 
what is it?” muttered the dymg Bishop in Browning’s poem. By this time 
we know something of the hoa/. It remains to find out the what. 

What is life? What is God? What is man? What is man’s relation to 
God? What, in short, is truth? Here we pass from the realm of the seen 
and the immediate into the realm of values, which is beyond space and time. 

The way to ultimate truth is long. Man has been traveling it since the 
dawn of intelligence, yet the wisest mmds which history records have failed 
to answer the ancient questionmgs. Perhaps, indeed, the way to truth is end- 
less. Perhaps there is no final and permanent truth. Perhaps truth is forever 
relative and shifting. This is scarcely a new idea. The earliest of Greek phi- 
losophers taught that all things are in flux. And modern science, for all its 
sufiiciency, is bound to agree. The Newtonian “laws” of the eighteenth cen- 
tury give place to the Einsteinian “laws” of the twentieth. “In science as in 
religion,” wrote Sir Arthur Eddington, the physicist, “the truth shines ahead 
as a beacon showing us the path; we do not ask to attain it; it is better far 
that we be permitted to seek.” 

But if dicrc is no final truth, why concern ourselves with the search? 
remarks the pragmatist. And Alice adds, with a sigh, “I think you might do 
something better with time than wastmg it in asking riddles that have no 
answers.” But thinking men and women have never acknowledged that 
thought IS futile. In Hamlet’s words. 

Sure, he that made us with such large discourse. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-hke reason 
To fust ^ in us unus’d 

What then are the ways by which men seek the meaning of life? There 
are only two, the not-Me and the Me. The first is the way of outward au- 
thority, such as the creed and dogma of a given church or group. The second 
is the way of mward guidance of mind and heart. Each way has its appeal. 

1 Grow moldy. 
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Which way we choose depends on what we are. The believer craves the 
serenity which comes of followmg a guide. The seeker requires the endless 
adventuring of the free spirit. But the second way is harder, its promises 
less assured. 

To what extent we shall be led by reason, to what extent by intuition, 
is a question not to be disregarded, even in an age of science. Reason, mind, 
intelligence will carry us only part of the way to the truth. The biologist 
can take us back through the endless generations of organic life, but he stops 
at the point where, out of blmd chemical forces, the genes “happened” to 
be formed. So much for the question, “W^at is man?” And the astronomer 
can tell us httle more, except to take us even farther back into the nebulous 
fires of creauon. The scientific reason tells us nothing of God, except by 
implication of the Unknown in the Known. “Thus far and no farther,” says 
science. But we are loath to stop there. We feel hke the disappointed moun- 
tain chmbers in Bertrand Russell’s parable who win the summit only to find 
there a refreshment pavilion, complete with radio, but entirely surrounded 
by fog. 

Beyond the bounds of scientific knowledge we have to postulate God. 
But a postulate is cold comfort. Nobody ever died for a postulate. And so 
the intuitive mystery which we call the heart presents the more satisfying 
answer of God-through-faith. 

It is not wisdom to be only wise, 

And on the inward vision close the eyes. 

But It IS wisdom to believe the heart . . . 

To trust the soul’s mvincible surmise . . . 

By combining reason and faith, the wisdom of the mind and the vision of 
the heart, man can feel that he gains something against the darkpess, that 
he approaches nearer the truth. 

In terms of literature, prose is the language of the mind, poetry the 
language of the heart. Prose tends to be logical, poetry intuitive. Prose dis- 
cusses the reasons for belief, poetry is belief speaking. Prose questions, de- 
fines, explores, argues. Poetry triumphantly affirms. Prose says what can be 
said, poetry says what can be felt. Prose asserts that two and two are four; 
poetry finds that two and two are four and something plus. Plus what? Even 
poetry cannot say. Only by exercise of the spiritual imagination can we dimly 
apprehend the something plus. Yet in that mystical remainder is hid the 
secret of all our inquiry. 

In poetry we can see ourselves as wayfarers through the whistling void, 
where the strange star-fires burn to right and left, where night i^heels relem- 
lessly up the curving east, and youth and beauty pass. In fantasy, which is a 
sort of poetry, we begin to understand the nature of time, by which our hves 
are related to the farthest corner of space. By religious revelation, which is 
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akin to poetry, ^ can approach the divine. And even scientific truth, trans- 
formed by the poetic imagination, permits us to penetrate the future, until 
the future becomes present to us. “Only poetry unagines, and imagining 
creates, the world that men .can with to hvc in and make true.” 

There is no one answer, certainly, to the question, What is truth? In the 
pages which follow are some attempted answers, mostly m poetry or fantasy. 
Out of them you have to start to fashion your philosophy, your system of 
ideas which you can beheve, which you can hvc by. Here are means for 
shaping your private cosmos. In a disordered world it behooves us to seek 
the thread of meanmg which binds life into a whole. 

May your ends be good, though up ahead the way. seems cloudy with 
uncertamties. One thing is clear: that into this future you take with you all 
those values which arc true and honest and of good report. They will out- 
hve war and change. They are the inextinguishable vision that gives hope 
and sign ifi ca n ce to life. They are the promise of the future that is assured 
to free men everywhere who face life unafraid. 

Youth today need not be a lost generation. It need only thmk things 
through in order to travel beyond the Waste Land. It has only to remember 
Emerson’s rebuke to the easily despairing: “You have allowed the sky to 
fall out of your landscape.” In the coimsel of a later philosopher we are re- 
minded that the sky has not fallen, that “it never has done so; it never will.” 

To an air-minded generation: Try the skyl 


William Saroyan 

In the earlier pages of this volume we have been looking at life in its 
successive stages. Now we ask, ^hat does it all mean? No one writer 
will give us the answer, but out of the thoughts of many writers we may 
reach some conclusions of our own. William Saroyan speeds our inquiry 
with these words of positive encouragement. They stand at the begin- 
ning of his successful play. The Time of Your Life, a play which says, 
through all its fantastic action: "In the time of your life, livel” 


PROLOGUE 

IN the tune of your life, live — so that in that good 
time there shall be no ugliness or death for yourself or for any life your hfe 
touches. Seek goodness everywhere, and when it is found, bring it out of 
its hiding-place and let it be free and unashamed. Place in matter and in 
flesh the least of the values, for these are the things that hold death and 
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must pass away. Discover in all things that which shines and is beyond cor* 
ruption. Encourage virtue in whatever heart it may have been driven into 
secrecy and sorrow by the shame and terror of the world. Ignore the obvious, 
for it is unworthy of the clear eye and the kindly heart. Be the inferior of 
no man, nor of any man be the superior. Remember that every man is a 
variation of yourself. No man’s guilt is not yours, nor is any man’s inno- 
cence a thing apart. Despise evil and imgodliness, but not men of ungodli- 
ness or evil. These, understand. Have no shame in being kindly and gentle, 
but if the tune comes in the time of your life to kill, kill and have no regret. 
In the time of your hfe, live — so that in that wondrous time you shall not 
add to the misery and sorrow of the world, but shall smile to the infinite 
dehght and mystery of it. 


Conrad Aiken 

These familtar lines, from Part II of "Senlm: A Biography,” are part 
of the "futile preoccupations" of Aiken's hero. And the hero is anyone 
that ufal^s this world, occasionally conscious of the “whistling void” 
through which our planet so casually tal{es its way. 


MORNING SONG 

It is morning, Senlin says, and in the morning 
When the light drips through the shutters like the dew, 
I arise, I face the sunrise. 

And do the things my fathers learned to do. 

Stars in the purple dusk above the rooftops 
Pale in a saHron mist and seem to die. 

And I myself on a swiftly tilting planet 
Stand before a glass and tie my tie. 

Vine leaves tap my window. 

Dew-drops smg to the garden stones. 

The robin chirps in the chinaberry tree 
Repeating three clear tones. 

It is morning. I stand by the mirror 
And tie my tie once more. 

While waves far off in a pale rose twilight 
Crash on a white sand shore. 
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I Stand by a mirror and comb my hair: 

How small and white my facel — 

The green earth tilts through a sphere of air 
And bathes iu a flame of space. 

There are houses hanging above the stars 
And stars hung under a sea . . . 

And a sun far off in a shell of silence 
Dapples my walls for me . . . 

It is mornmg, Senlin says, and m the morning 
Should I not pause in the light to remember god? 
Upright and firm I stand on a star unstable, 

He is immense and lonely as a cloud. 

I will dedicate this moment before my mirror 
To him alone, for him I will comb my hair. 
Accept these humble offerings, cloud of silence I 
I will think of you as I descend the stair. 

Vine leaves tap my window, 

The snail-track shines on the stones. 

Dew-drops flash from the chinaberry tree 
Repeatmg two clear tones. 

It is morning, I awake from a bed of silence, 
Shining I rise from the starless waters of sleep. 
The walls are about me still as m the evening, 

I am the same, and the same name still I keep. 

The earth revolves with me, yet makes no motion, 
The stars pale silently in a coral sky 
In a whistling void I stand before my mirror. 
Unconcerned, and tie my tic. 

There are horses neighing on far-off hills 
Tossing their long white manes. 

And mountains flash in the rose-whitc dusk, 

Their shoulders black with rams . . . 

It is morning. I stand by the mirror 
And surprise my soul once more; 

The blue air rushes above' my ceiling, 

There are suns beneath my floor . . , 



SEARCH FOR SIGNIFICANCE 


... It is morning, Senlin says, 1 ascend from darkness 
And depart on the winds of space for I know not where. 
My watd\ is wound, a key is in my pocket. 

And the sky is darkened as I descend the st^ir. 

There are shadows across the windows, clouds in heaven. 
And a god among the stars; and I will go 
Thinking of him as I might think of daybreak 
And humming a tune I know . . . 

Vine leaves tap at the window. 

Dew-drops sing to the garden stones, 

The robm chirps in the chinaberry tree 
Repeating three clear tones. 


* 

James Norman Hall 

James Norman Hall ), a native of Iowa, has found plenty of 

experience to justify his faith in the worth of living. In the First World 
War he enlisted in the British Army, served for two years in the Lafu- 
yette Escadrille, and later entered the United States Army. In sgao he 
went with Charles Nordhoff to study the native life of the Pacific islands, 
and with him wrote Mutiny on the Bounty and other booljs of adven- 
ture. He married a native of Tahiti, in the Society Islands, where he 
kved for some years. The lines below were bom of a perspective on life 
which today is unattainable even on the lonely shores of the South Seas. 


ON THE BEACH AT ARUE 

Opinions framed for eight-and-twenty lines: 

That men are nobler than their actions show; 
That “Beauty is Truth” defined, and still defines. 
As much of ultimate truth rs we shall know. 
That ever-questing Science yet may bare 
Much that is strange and new, and after all 
Her farthest quests, that man will stand and stare, 
Awed and humbled, at the self-same wall 
That barred the way when, first, he lived in trees. 
That narrow bounds can make the happiest nation 
For those who scorn to emulate the bees 
In industry, the ants in population. 
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That of our crimes against ourselves, the latest. 
Distance conquered, is among the greatest. 

That love of power is the vilest weed 
Growing in human hearts, and soon or late 
The ruled and wronged of every class and creed 
Will rise to curb their enemy, the State. 

That those who make a very god of Reason 
Arc wanting ;t, if at her shrine they kneel. 
Attending there both m and out of season. 
Careless of what Unreason may reveal. 

That dreams of peace, a full millennium hence, 
Will still be dreams of peace, and cocks will crow 
As blithely, then, upon the barnyard fence, 

As now they do, regardless of our woe. 

That life, for all the woe, is worth the living 
Even today, and worth the nsk of giving. 


Thomas Hardy 

Thomas Hardy (1840-1^28) was she last of the Victorian novelists, the 
first of the modem poets. A native of Dorchester, he lovingly related the 
life of the Wessex countryside where he passed almost the whole of his 
long life. Most of his poetry was written after he had abandoned prose 
and when he was past sixty years of age. Hardy did not hl^e to be called 
a pessimist. Not given to self-deception, he yet would allow to others a 
revelation of happiness which was denied to him. 


THE DARKLING THRUSH 

I leant upon a coppice gate 
When Frost was spectre-gray. 

And Wmter’s dregs made desolate 
The wcakeiung eye of day. 

The tangled bine-stems scored the sky 
Like strmgs of broken lyres, 

And all mankind that haunted nigh 
Had sought their household hres. 

The land’s sharp features seemed to be 
The Century’s corpse outleant, 
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His crypt the cloudy canopy, 

The wind his dea^-lament. 

The ancient pulse of germ and birth 
Was shrunken hard and dry, 

And every spirit upon earth 
Seemed fervourless as I. 

At once a voice arose among 
The bleak twigs overhead 
In a full-hearted evensong 
Of joy illimited; 

An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small, 

In blast-berufHed plume, 

Had chosen thus to ding his soul 
Upon the growing gloom. 

So little cause for carollmgs 
Of such ecstatic sound 
Was written on terrestrial things 
Afar or nigh around. 

That I could think there trembled through 
His happy good-night air 
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew. 

And I was unaware. 


Edna St. Vincent Millay 

In Conversation at Midnight Mtss Millay piesents a group of men 
against a modem back^ground tcdlfing of a wide diveisity of subjects. In 
some of these subjects she is less convincing than in others, but in the 
words here quoted from the pnest, Anselmo, she presents a clear state- 
ment of the Catholic position. 


From CONVERSATION AT MIDNIGHT 

There is no peace on 'earth today save the peace in the heart 
At home with God. From that sure habitation 
The heart looks forth upon the sorrows of the savage world 
And pities them, and ministers to them; but is not implicated. 
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All else has failed, as it must always fail. 

No man can be at peace with his neighbor who is not at peace 
With himself; the troubled mind is a trouble maker. 

There is no freedom like the freedom of a man who sees his duty plain 
And does it without demur; the edges of the torn brain 
In him knit properly and heal; 

The jangled' bells are tuned, and peal 

Once more from the sunny belfry in a morning clear and mild 
Like to those mornings when he woke and wondered 
What rapture was in store,— and it was only the simple day! 

Bright mornings when he was a child. 

How sweet when the battle is lost to unbuckle from the weary shoulders 
The straps that cut and gall. 

And let the heavy armor fall; 

Let clatter to the floor and abandon where it lies 

The shield whereon he took 

All day shock upon shock 

Of the opposing lancc, his angel in disguise. 

The act of complete submission to the Divine Will 
Is to you an ignominious act. 

An expedient of the cruelly pressed, an ugly pact 
To save the soul at the expense of the soul’s pride: 

A mess of pottage in exchange for a princely heritage denied. 

Can you not see that to surrender darkness to light is to be still 
Valiant, and more valiant than before, and at length victor? 

Or do you think so ill 

Of light, as such, that it must walk in your Triumph as planned, and the 
way for it cleared 
By a blind lictor? 

Anselmo said, and took in his brown hands 

Quietly the small ebony crucifix 

That hung between his knees, “Knowledge expands, 

And men grow canny; yet if they cannot mix 
Science and Jesus, they leave Jesus out — 

Though Science, like the ogre on the mat, 

Turns into fog, snake, demon, leaves in doubt 
His face for ever; and Christ has not done that. 

Out of such peace as can be troubled only 
By your distress, I spoke; and I have erred. 
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You heard me through with deference; I saw plainly 
You strove to get my drift— and gt^ no word. 

I am chagrined, like one who has defined 
The colors of sunset to a friend born bhnd.” 


Irwin Edman 

Out of the chaos caused by two world wars, thoughtful men turn to 
the consolations of philosophy. In "Candle in the Darl(_” the convict 
between the hopes and the realities of our time ts resolved. We see the 
present "at arm’s length," we ta\e the long-run vtew which only history 
and philosophy can give. We discover in the present all those good 
things by which men and women have always lived, play, friendship, 
wot\, the arts, creative thought, decency, \indliness. Ours are still the 
promises of science, of democracy, of co-operation, however the present 
may interrupt their fulfilment, "the eternal is implicit in the present. 
"A vivid sense of the present ts one of the best antidotes to despair^ 


CANDLE IN THE DARK 

THE faiths by which men live are various, and 
some, like love, happiness, progress, and success, may hardly be recognized 
as faiths at all. But they are beliefs and men act on them. To sensitive hu- 
man beings everywhere the most serious of casualties has already come. 
That casualty is the collapse of everything by which the hopeful spirit or 
the generous mind has lived. For the second tune in a generation the brutal 
futility of war has broken out in the very heart of the civilized world, in 
lands that are the sources of ourselves and our culture. Whatever be the ' 
causes, whatever the necessity, the fact that there could be such causes and 
such necessity has already eaten like a canker into the bloom of every value 
we enjoy and every ideal we cherish. It has seemed to make a mockery 
of all our hopes, and nonsense of all our knowledge. It has turned the faith 
in education into an irony and has reduced to triviality the arts on which 
men have lavished their technical -mastery and their lyric flame. It has 
made even private joys seem precarious and shame-faced. What do all these 
things avail, when they end in deliberate death and inc alc ulable chaos? 
Men in the nineteenth century were sad that they could no longer believe 
in God. They are more deeply saddened now by the fact that they can no 
longer believe in man.^ 

What, in the face of such overwhelming collapse, is there for us to 
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escape to or to cling to or to lean on? Where may we turn, in Ms wondeiv 
ful phrases, from “the politics of time” to “the politics of- eternity”? 

•f 

The first ray of hope, perhaps, hes in the discovery that the darkness 
may be not so absolute as we had supposed. Nihilism is a form of hysteria, 
and hysteria occurs where the patient, havmg no possible solution, moans 
incoherently in confused defeat. Bad as the present is, it seems worse than 
any past only by virtue of the fact that it has its sharp edge of being here 
and now. This is, of course, not the first time in the history of civilization 
that sensitive spirits, bred in a familiar culture, have declared, because that 
culture was changing, that all civihzation was coming to an end. 

This is not the first time in the history of the West that the good and 
the reasonable saw nothing to do but to die or to shudder. It is sobering to 
our too hysterical fears to take, under the guidance of competent historians, 
a historical perspective. It requires a hard, even a cruel effort at detach- 
ment to take the long view, but only by taking such a view can we see our 
present plight in something like its true proportions and find true propor- 
tions for our still persistent hopes. We shall, by so doing, discover that part 
of the nihilism that is in the air is the result of a strange — ^and absurd — 
conviction that we are livmg in a new kind of present, one without a past 
and without a future. Men in earlier ages, too, thought they were living at 
the end of the world. Nothing comes out of nothing, Lucretius once long 
ago informed his readers. No civihzation ever ends. Let us calm ourselves 
a httle by citing the words of an emment historian of the Middle Ages: 

The Middle Ages can be rightly understood only as a period of convales- 
cence, slow at best, and with continual relapses, from the worst catastrophe re- 
corded in the whole history of the Western World. . . . The break-up of the 
[Roman] Empire was followed by scenes of disorder, not only tai more intense 
than what we have seen in the most unhappy districts of modern times, but pro- 
longed for a period exceeding the worst that we can possibly fear as a result of 
the present international rivalries and class conBicts. . . . Generations later, when 
the barbarians had burst in and Alaric the Goth had even taken Rome, men felt 
as though the sky had fallen.^ 

The sky had not fallen; it never has done so; it never will. There is 
every evidence that the civilization of Western Europe as we men have 
known it for hundreds of years is in eclipse, in the sense that forces are 
coming to birth that will make it inconceivably different. What would 
Western culture be like without our familiar religions, arts, and aspira- 
tions? So much of our imaginative heritage is bound up with that world 
that radical changes iii it seem very like an end, and that end very like a 

1 Coulton, Mediepd Panorama, pp. 8-9. 
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tragedy. But though the Roman Empire collapsed, the elements of civiliza- 
tion it contained have survived. And if a complicated and decaying system 
of politics, finance, and privilege, blended with religion, is now passing away, 
that does not mean that all the past values it has enshrined are ended, or 
that they will not come to life again in a freer and more equitable world. 
The glory that was Greece continued to live in the grandeur that was Rome, 
and Rome endures today in our thoughts, emotions, our institutions and 
arts, in our laws and our languages. St. Augustine said the City of God 
lives on forever while the empires of man pass away. But all that counts 
in the City of Man, too, has survived; only the imperial matrix has van- 
ished. Civilizations do not end; they change, and terrible as are the crises 
and disorders through which Western civilization has passed, it has never 
altogether ceased. We are too nihilistic. We prematurely and provincially 
assume that, because the present bodes an end to established empires, it is 
the end of all things. The world seemed to a good many Athenians, too, 
to have ended with the Peloponnesian War. 

Historical-mindedness may rescue* us, then, from the sense that we 
are living in a twilight of the gods. Perhaps our gods were not all gods, 
perhaps new gods are being born. But it may be argued that only from 
the point of view of astronomical coolness or geological leisure can one 
speak so calmly of the lapse of a civihzation with which all the moral and 
esthetic and practical interests of contemporary lives are conperned. Nor 
can the actuality of present agonies be brushed away in such grandiose 
detachment. But to remember the past, to be historical-minded, if it does not 
give us too great expectations, at least removes us from a hysterical piling 
up of our worst fears and an exacerbated awareness of evil. We read of 
casualties by the thousand in undeclared wars in the Orient and of the ten- 
sions of the theater of war now closer to home in the West, of executions 
by the score in countries at peace, of starvation in lands of abundance. We 
ask, could anything at any time have been worse ? The answer is that they 
could have been and that they have been. The collapse of the Roman 
Empire is not simply a graph in a later historian’s pages. It meant actual 
painful disorder in the lives of millions of men for hundreds of years. Much 
later, the Thirty Years’ War was one of the worst scourges, one of the most 
terrible and futile ravagings of European civilization, in recorded history, 
The news of it did not spread in hectic flashes mstantly over the whole of 
mankind. But it was quite as acutely damaging to innocent and helpless 
mdividuals as anything men suffer today. The Thirty Years’ War was 
but one among many times when the generous and reasonable could only 
lament and despair, if they were hot themselves in too dire distress to look at 
that of others with either detachment or sympathy. It is not, I think, senti- 
menta^sm to point out that men have siu-vived — certainly cultures amd 
nations and races have survived— other crises, worse crises than even that 
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of the national rivalries and class conflicts of today. It is true that the 
miseries of our own time are no less acute, its terrors no less frightening, 
because other ages had their share, But we need to be reminded of the 
epitaph of the shipwrecked sailor quoted in the Greek anthology: 

A shipwrecked sailor on this coast bids you set sail, 

Full many a gallant ship ere we were lost weathered the gale. 

Our own tragedies are acutely our own, but they are not final in the 
universe, nor do they preclude a renascence of life in perhaps more liberal 
and intelligent forms. Vegetation dies every autumn but Nature does not 
die. So, too, with forms of human hving. There will be springs again, and 
even now children are bemg born whose adult lives will begin when the 
storm is over, and when they may have learned to build better than we. 
And if the houses of their spirit have a different architecture, they may 
be no less beautiful; they may well be more solid and more roomy than our 
own inherited forms of shelter, and to the generations who will live in them 
quite as homely and familiar and as much the stimulus to affection and 
imagination as anything we have known. 

But histoncal'mindedness has other uses than to show us that things 
were once worse or just as bad or just as portentous — or that Nature gen- 
erates new ways of life for men. Its real uses are to show us the roots and 
sources of our worst evils and in the very revelation of their origins show us 
hints of their possible cures. This civilization itself, which we moan to see in 
collapse, contained, obviously, the very disease which produced the present 
crisis. We will not be quite so benumbed by the disaster if we see its long- 
range sources; we shall feel less a collectively suicidal impulse. Willy-nilly, 
we shall go on having expectations, for to live at all is to expect, but our 
hopes will be more sober and less treacherous. Historical-mindedness is im- 
portant above all in giving us the habit of thinking in terms of causes and 
consequences. We shall see that, if not all our expectations were .sober, neither 
were all our despairs. Why should we, m the long historical perspecuve, de- 
spair of science, democracy, and human nature itself^ 

-f 

On the negative side, even the most bitter admit that physical science 
has been a triumphant and, as in the diabolical new technique of high explo- 
sives, sometimes a grimly spectacular success. So much have the miracles 
of the technique of physical science become familiar that they 'are banal. 
But we need to be reminded again how young a venture is scientific method 
and how limited the fields in which it has been tried. The present state to 
which civilization has come is not a cifb to give up the hope of improvement 
of mankmd through understandmg. Rather it is brought home to us trag- 
ically to what a pass we are come when we leave human relations, private 
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and pid>lic, to tlie devices of vested interests, &natic formnlas, and unin> 
structed passions. Small as is the area in which intelligence has been applied 
to social and human problems, it has been strikingly effective. Psychiatry is, 
in the modern sense, simply a child, yet it has begun to remake the souls of 
men. Where economic opportunity and stability have permitted it, educa> 
tion, too, for all its failures, has made thousands upon thousands of chil- 
dren— born, like children in any age, little bundles of animal savagery — ^into 
reasonable and decent human beings. Even in this disordered soaety there 
are thousands upon thousands of instances of relatively ordered and some- 
times beautiful hvcs. Scientific method is simply a name for the technique 
of human art applied to human problems. There is nothing but a challenge 
in the fact that the social and moral scene is still in chaos and threatens to 
be in worse disorder before it improves. . . . 

That there is much to be done remains unquestioned; that there is much 
now seriously threatened no one in his senses could deny. But even under 
the dislocations of the past twenty years, now seen as a mere truce between 
wars, what has been done indicates what can be done. It is nothing less than 
hysteria or failure of nerve to believe that all is over because everything is 
interrupted. Indeed it would seem part of the very mmimum of moral sanity 
today to keep in mind firmly that, however tragic and far-reaching the inter- 
regnum through which we are passing, it is an interregnum, even in Europe. 
It is to become a partner in the current madness that has overtaken the world 
to abet the madness by an abdication of ]ust those interests and activities 
which m the long perspective make for the world’s sanity. Nothing that mat- 
ters in an ordered time matters less now. The schools, the medicine, the 
research, the co-operative inquiry that arc the only instruments of a better- 
ordered world are now more critically important than ever. It is not callous- 
ness but concern for the future of men that should urge us to keep alive the 
only enterprise working toward a more rational and equitable society. There 
IS a parable in the story of the liberal French professor long ago imprisoned 
for his political opinions who returned after seven years to his class 
at the university and began, “As I was saying.’’ Whatever men were saying 
or domg that made sense or was fruitful in life and society is no less sensible 
and fruitful now. It will not be less sensible or fruitful after the war is over. 
There is a chance, a bare chance, of course, that Europe will be an absolute 
chaos and shambles before peace comes. 'The peace that is arrived at may 
be no more than an armed truce. But even then men will have to begin again 
to rebuild, and it will only add to the destruction if the spirits and the minds 
of those not directly involved become a chaos and a shambles now. The 
methods of free inquiry and enlightened co-operative effort have been inter- 
rupted before. It would be foolish to the point of criminality to stifle them 
deliberately at a time when they are most threatened. 

What holds true of the more direedy scientific methods of social con- 
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trol holds true in equal, perhaps in greater, measure for those concerns that 
seem (but only superficially) the luxuries of the spirit. It is a striking his- 
torical fact that some of the quiet, powerful creations of the human race, 
works that have left their permanent liberating influence on mankind, were 
produced by men fax from insensitive to the miseries of mankind, in times 
of apparent and of real dissolution and untold hurt to the bodies and souls 
of some of the best of their generation. Even in times of peace there is every 
temptation to be distracted and to let the noise of events in their hectic time- 
liness divert us from the arduous concerns of art and mind. It would do all 
of us some good in our hopeless moments of -nihilism to recall what Pericles, 
according to Thucydides, said in the funeral oration over the bodies of those 
who had fallen in the war. 

Our consutution docs not copy the laws of neighboring states; we are rather 
a pattern to others than imitators ourselves. Its admimstration favors the many 
mstead of the few; this is why it is called a democracy. If we look to the laws, 
they afford equal justice to all in their pnvate differences; if to social standing, 
advancement in public life falls to reputation for capacity, class considerations 
not being allowed to'interfere with merit; nor again docs poverty bar the way; 
if a man is able to serve the state, he is not hindered by the obscunty of his con- 
dition. The freedom which we enjoy in our government extends also to our 
ordinary life. . . . 

Further, we provide plenty of means for the mind to refresh itself from 
business. We celebrate games and sacrifices all the year round, and the elegance 
of our pnvate establishments forms a daily source of pleasure and helps to bamsh 
the spleen; while the magnitude of our aty draws the produce of the world into 
our harbor, so that to the Athenian the fruits of other countries are as familiar 
a luxury as those of his own. . . . 

Nor are these the only points in which our city is worthy of admiration. We 
cultivate refinement without extravagance and knowledge without effeminacy; 
wealth we employ more for use than for show. . . . 

In short, I say that as a city we are the school of Hellas; while I doubt if 
the world can produce a man who, where he has only himself to depend upon, 
is equal to so many emergencies, and graced by so happy a versatility as the 
Athenian. . . . 

It was not of desolation or of misei^ that he spoke but of what Athens at 
its best meant. 

If we cease to keep alive the thmgs that are civilized in our society, our 
land is destroyed without a bomb bursting or an invader landing on our 
shores. There would not be much point in defending a civilization in which 
every civilized interest had lapsed. The arts and our intellectual activities 
need to be kept alive, not simpjy because, when they are most eloquent, 
<dear, and free, they are the concentration of our best energies and of our- 
selves but also because they are liberators and nourishers of life. It is true 
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that, as Spiaoza pointed out, the conditions of civil liberty are necessary to 
the preserving of intellectual freedom. But important also is the maintenance 
of the habit.and the work of free speculation (free even from responsibility 
to the urgencies of the moment), for ideas permeate the atmosphere in 
which freedom is cherished. The arts and thiiiking become more somber and 
responsible and serious in a tragic time. They may seem irrelevant, but, 
paradoxically enough, their business becomes peculiarly urgent: to keep alive 
freedom and a deeper liberty, the play of mind and heart and imagination, 
in the living variety of human experience. Plato’s Republic, Spinoza’s Ethics, 
Dante’s Divine Comedy, an^ Wordsworth’s Prelude were not written when 
the world was quietly happy. Their pages outlived the troubled eras in which 
their authors lived, and have brought light and healing to men in other 
troubled eras. Creative art and creative thought are life-continuing and life- 
renewing beyond the immediate clamor, even while destruction is rampant. 
And their creation may renew life for generations knowing happier times or 
facing other penis. Out of tragedy, thinking may envisage a way to lessen 
the tragedy of other generations, or make images of a way of life less disas- 
trous than our own. 

■f 

The democracies have failed in Europe, we hear, meaning by democracy 
the pluto-ohgarchy that has continued through constitutional forms. What 
makes us so certain that it could not function if it were tried ^ Probably three 
things: lack of faith in the common man, lack of belief that people could 
be deeply or effectively concerned with the common good, and, third, a sense 
that society could not be effectively planned without suppressing the liberty 
of individual living. . . . 

God must have loved the common people, Lincoln remarked in an 
often-quoted utterance, because he made so many of them. The democratic 
hypothesis 1$ simply that, gives a chance, the common man may be a high, 
not a low, common denominator. For what we call the needs of the average 
man are those of everyone. He desires to cat, to sleep, to love. There is noth- 
ing that has happened to make us believe that those elements -of decency and 
kindness, of living and letting live, which people exhibit if they are allowed 
to live without fear and insecurity, might not animate the decisions of man- 
kind. We have not seriously tried to give the common man an adequate 
voice in the commonweal. It is the leaders of the democracies, not them- 
selves democrats or brought up on a genuinely democratic concern, who have 
been complicitly instrumental in getting Europe into its present state. It is 
true now, possibly more than ever, that the generality of mankind, left to 
themselves, would live in amity and kindness. It is as much a challenge as 
ever to work for conditions of life under which people could come to be 
themselves, rather than to be stereotypes, or the victims of over-privilege, 
which makes them callous, or under-privilege, which makes them slaves. 
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Men and women are not angels, but they are not devils either. Th^ are 
men and women. The experiment is young yet, that of arranging the condi- 
tions of life so that men and women can quietly be themselves and live 
decently shared hves. The community feelmg in any village in Vermont, 
even the help and kmdliness in a slum in London or New York, has shown 
what can be done in that direction. The battle against entrenched privilege, 
against authoritarianism, against snobbishness of race or caste, has been 
steadily going on. It is a battle quite as important in the long run as that 
in China or in Europe. Only when that subtler battle is successful will the 
bloodier battles disappear. 

It is still argued in many quarters that private pleasures, private greeds, 
and private interests will prevent that co-operative concern for the common 
good which is most people’s business. The average man, we are told, is too 
engrossed in his own little concerns, the great leaders too preoccupied by 
vast privileges and interests, to be occupied with the common good. I think 
this IS largely because the common good has been conceived of as an abstrac- 
tion. The common good is the good of each. But has not the war, have not 
totalitarian regimes, shown that a common concern, or what is pictured as 
being so, may be everyone’s concern ^ Nor need private interests be sacrificed 
for It. It IS possible, with proper education, to promote a moral equivalent 
for war. And many are discovering how thin are the private interests which 
are not shared. They have a tincture of poison in them. It is hard to realize 
how much moral loneliness and spiritual isolation there is in a society where 
people have no roots, no common bonds, no comradely concerns. 

But suppose we put the worst face on it. Suppose we say that the hope 
for human nature, for scientific control, for co-operative sharing is not justi- 
fied. As a matter of fact it is our only hope, for until the method of science 
and the organization of good will are made effective, wc shall be paying in 
blood and in chaos as we have paid these tragic years. But suppose we grant 
that we arc at the fatal turn, that every generous human hope is rendered 
nil. Is there anything else ? There is — the present and the eternal. Bad as the 
present is, it is a good, as any future good must, in time, be a present, too. 
Whatever good it has is really good, just as good as it would be m a better 
time. Transitory, too, as the present is, it exhibits, as any present would, the 
eternal. And in the recognition of those present goods and manifestations 
of the eternal (for the eternal is always the same) lies a hint of what refuge 
we still have, if all our hopes founder. 

■f 

It may seem strange to the point of perversity to declare m an almost 
immitigably tragic time that a vivid sense of the present is one of the best 
antidotes to despair. But the fact is, so great is the unpact of events upon 
us, that we are losing the capacity to realize the present at all. Even in quiet 
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times' most people live itx the most part at second-hand, bjr Idbds and 
cliche passing for experience. In tense periods, such as that through which 
we are passmg, we do not so much hve as we are interrupted in living by 
dire intimations, by signals of death and darkness. We do not experience the 
present at all as a poet or any tree spirit or, in a word, any person com- 
pletely alive feels it. Each moment is filled with such complex uncertainty 
that we are losing the capacity to take or to feel the moment as it is in itself— 
now. Haunted habitually by the thought of how all goods are threatened, 
we no longer have the freedom of spirit to be wholly or wholeheartedly 
acquainted with such goods of life as even now there are, such goods of 
life as persist, whatever ardors and endurances face men. These we experi- 
ence at their fullest in art and play, in friendship and affection, or in 
our work (if we happen to be lucky), and in all those activities which re- 
lease and enhance the sense of being and, with it, the sense of ]oy. . . . 

The moments as they pass even now have their tang and character. They 
may yield even now the contagious joy of feeling and perception. Here are 
the familiar flowers, the music we love, the poetry by which we are moved. 
Here are the books and compaiuons, the ideas and the relaxations, the 
gaieues and the co-operative tasks of our familiar world. These things may 
be threatened, they may be precarious, they may be ours only by the grace 
of God, or of geographical or economic accident. But undeniably, beckon- 
ingly, along with the portents and alarms, here they are. Here, in all tragic 
times, they always have been, affording challenge and delight to the senses, 
solace and nourishment for the affections, and friendly stimulus to the 
understanding. 

Why should we feel that they are any less good, any less creditable, than 
in the past? 

The days that make us happy make us wise, 

John Masefield once wrote. They are instructions, by admirable instance, 
of what elements would go into a happy society. They are the first-hand 
realization of the extent to which civilization has achieved anything more 
than an abstract boast. That distant promised world of felicity — which we 
now find it so hard to believe in — what would it be in its eventual bright 
day but a bright day come to actuahty for all mankind m the first-hand hap- 
piness men and women would experience in an eventual here and now? . . . 

What better-planned economy of human hope could there be than one 
that took as its criteria such elements of delight and friendliness, and ra- 
tionality, as are possible to the fortunate and, at moments, to the unfortu- 
nate, even now? These are paragraphs of the good life, tinctured only by 
the sense that such good fortune is very rare and that they are so scattered, 
so precarious, and that there is so little companionship in them. The aware- 
ness of these present paragraphs of the good life can be enhanced through 
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educadon in the arts. Companioiidiip in them can be increased through the 
sbll possible art of friendship even in an all-hatmg world. Educadon in de> 
light and in the sharing of dehght may be not only an antidote to the poison 
of despair. If made sufficiently contagious as an attitude toward life, it may 
be an instrument for removmg the grounds for desp^. If we learn now to 
see what the goods of hfe are and how they gain by being shared, the infi' 
nitc possibilities of human intelligence and natural resources in the world 
may be organized for the common good. In the broad sense the arts will 
be an education in feehng, and the art of polidcs will be human friendship 
made a standard pohtical pracdce. 

Nor need there be any fear, I think, that the planning of the instru- 
ments of livmg in the interests of human happiness will be an enemy of 
human hberty. Planning the condition by which human beings can live at 
all and live together docs not mean prescribing what that particular kind of 
happiness will be. The vaunted liberties of a democratic society have been 
too often the hberties of the already entrenched and privileged, the economic 
and moral slavery of the many. To organize the means of living for all is 
not to preclude the possibihty of living well, or variously or individually, by 
each. To make and secure hfe for all is not to destroy hberty and happiness 
for each; it is to promote them. Only where “planning” becomes an end m 
Itself, and the individual is a cog in a totahtarian machine, docs orgamzation 
by mtelligence mean discipline by force. 

A sense of the present thus has an important moral bearmg, one might 
almost say a moral exaltation. A paradise on earth may not be impossible, 
for any such heaven would be composed of colors and joys and companion- 
ships such as we now in the worst of times have still been able to know. All 
the more reason to find the wit and the will to build a society in which these 
can be more generally and generously pervasive. We need not fear that 
human nature is incapable of such realization, for human nature is largely 
what Its opportunities and circumstances make it. And even where its op- 
portunities and circumstances have been extremely limited, it has broken 
through to heights of joy and accomphshment that should make us modify 
our suspicion that only cruelty and barbarism are in its heart. The history 
of civilization may be looked at as the history of selfishness and cruelty. But 
that history is the history also of saints, artists, and mysucs. It ought not to 
be too much to believe, in the midst of disiy^ter, that mankmd can invent 
1the conditions of human happiness, that mankmd whose geniuses have 
invented and imagmed so much, and whose simple people have enjoyed so 
much, under difficulty. And it is well to be reminded that such happiness 
is not impossible, for in the midst of violence and stupidity it has been 
achieved in the past; though clouded, it is being experienced fitfully even 
now. 

•f 
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The eternal wc'have always with us and it is always at once a s timula nt 
and an anodyne. Everyone recalls the preternatural lucidity of an autumn 
day,* when every color, so soon to fade utterly, has for the moment the 
quality of timeless being. “The spirit lives in this continual sense of the 
ultimate in the immediate.” To behold the recurrent types of energy and 
the spendmg of energy, of life and the passmg of life, of hope and the diS' 
illusion that follows upon it, such beholding may — even if the energy, life, 
and hope be our own — raise us from the hurt and risk mcident to existence 
in time to the peace of the eternal. To experience eternity does not take a 
long time. It may take an instant, as m the presence of a great work of art 
where the greatest number of energies are focused in the most intense con- 
centration. On any basis of what we might wish existence to be, the pros- 
pects of our time may be very sad indeed. But would not the most peaceful 
society and the most secure material existence, the gayest association, have 
their inner voice of disillusion and disappointment, too? Does not even 
ecstasy of love or art borrow part of its poignancy from the hushed obbligato 
of fatality that hovers over it, the inner voice of futility that whispers in it ? 
The death’s head at the banquet is a grrni but true image for the most radi- 
antly happy life. But experience has half its venom removed when it is held 
at arm’s length, with the detachment of contemplation. The crucial state of 
civilization at the present juncture has simply dramatized on a colossal scale 
the anxiety and mdecision that cloud even the most auspicious turns of indi- 
vidual lives or the lives of nations and cultures. Life is always at some turn- 
ing point. Great poets and seers have taught us in the past, they may teach 
us now, to behold the view. Stopping thus to behold it, .its urgency, though 
not Its tragedy, may be removed. And then we shall be enabled to behold 
what men have always beheld when they have raised their eyes to see: the 
serene, unending recurrences in Nature, the eternal forms and types of hap- 
piness and suffering, of cruelty and wisdom, of barbarism and saintliness, 
that perpetually return on the human scene. Even if our worst fears are 
realized. Nature will still breathe easily, and generate new men in new 
times to have hopes and fears again. While we live, at least, we can be alive 
in the perpetual music of the dream, the eternal note of the tragedy. And it 
is no small consolation to know, among these recurrences so regular as to be 
a kind of eternity, “the beginning, if not the fullness of beauty.” That is 
something to have hved for, tfj live by, when all else fails. 

If all else fails! One of the advantages of detachment is that it makes us' 
see how hasty our despairs have been; how provincial, even on the human 
scale, our assumption of tragedy. The darkness now seems absolute. Men 
before us have forgotten that it hides the morning star. 



Walter de la Mare 


Walter de la Mare (iSy^- ) war bom in Kent and grew up in Lon- 
don. For eighteen years he was employed by a branch of the Standard 
Oil Company. Out of this experience incredibly flowered the luxmiant 
imaginings which fill more than a score of volumes of poems and stones. 
Though hts earlier verses are for children, he later turns to deeper 
themes. The two poems which follow challenge the tmagmattve reader. 
Obviously “The Listeners" is a story of faithfulness in vain, and "The 
Old Angler" tells the frustration of the bngkt impossible dream. But 
implicit in De la Mare’s magic are meanings to be reached only by that 
"suspension of disbelief" which is the approach to wonder. 


THE LISTENERS 

“Is there anybody there?” said the Traveler, 

Knocking on the moonht door; 

And his horse in the silence champed the grasses 
Of the forest’s ferny floor. 

And a bird flew up out of the turret, 

Above the Traveler’s head' 

And he smote upon the door again a second time; 

“Is there anybody there?” he said. 

But no one descended to the Traveler; 

No head from the leaf-fringed sill 
Leaned over and looked mto his gray eyes. 

Where he stood perplexed and still. 

But only a host of phantom listeners 
That dwelt in the lone house then 
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight 
To that voice from the world of men: 

Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair 
That goes down to the empty hall. 

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken 
By the lonely Traveler’s call. 

And he felt in his heart their strangeness. 

Their stillness answering his cry. 

While his horse moved, croppmg the dark turf, 

’Neath the starred and le^ sky; 
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For he suddenly smote on the door, even 
Louder, and lifted his head. — 

"Tell them I came, and no one answered. 

That I kept my word," he said. 

Never the least stir made the listeners. 

Though every word he spake 
Fell echomg through the shadowiness of the still house 
From the one man left awake: 

Aye, they heard his foot upon the stirrup, 

And the sound of iron on stone. 

And how the silence surged softly backward. 

When the plungmg hoofs were gone. 

THE OLD ANGLER 

Twilight leaned mirrored in a pool 
Where willow boughs swept green and hoar. 
Silk-clear the water, calm and cool. 

Silent the weedy shore: 

There in abstracted, brooding mood 
One hshing sate. His painted float 
Motionless as a planet stood; 

Motionless his boat. 

A melancholy soul was this, 

With lantern jaw; gnarled hand, vague eye; 
Huddled in pensive solitariness 
He had fished existence by. 

Empty his creel; stolen his bait — 

Impassively he angled on, 

Though mist now showed the evening late 
And daylight well-rngh gone. 

Suddenly, like a tongueless bell, 

Downward his gaudy cork did glide; 

A deep, low-gathering, gende swell 
Spread slowly far and wide. 

Wheeped out his tackle from noiseless winch. 

And furtive as a thief, his thumb, 

With nerve intense, wound inch by inch 
A line no longer numb. 



WALTBK DB LA MABB 

What fabubiu spoil could thus unplayed 
Gape upward to a mortal air? — 

He stoops engrossed; his tanned cheek greyed; 
His heart stood still: for there, 

Wondrously fauing, beneath the skin 
Of secretly bubbling water seen, 

Swims — ^not the silver of scale and fin — 

But gold immixt with green. 

Deeply astir in oozy bed. 

The darkenmg mirror ripples and rocks: 

And lo — a wan-pale, lovely head. 

Hook tangled in its locks! 

Cold from her haunt — a Naiad slim. 

Shoulder and cheek gleamed ivory white; 

Though now faint stars stood over him. 

The hour hard on night. 

Her green eyes gazed like one half-blind 
In sudden radiance; her breast 

Breathed the sweet air, while gently twined, 
’Gainst the cold water pressed. 

Her lean webbed hands. She floated there. 
Light as a scentless petallcd flower. 

Water-drops dewing from her hair 
In tinkling beadlike shower. 

So circling sidelong, her tender throat 
Uttered a grieving, desolate wail; 

Shrill o’er the dark pool lapsed its note. 

Piteous as nightingale. 

Ceased Echo. And he? — a life’s remorse 
Welled to a tongue unapt to charm. 

But never a word broke harsh and hoarse 
To quiet her alarm. 

With infinite stealth his twitching thumb 
Tugged softly at the tautened gut. 

Bubble-light, fair, her lips now dumb. 

She moved, and struggled not; 

But with set, wild, unearthly eyes 
Pale-gleaming, fixed as if in h»r. 
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She couched in the water, with quickening sighs, 
And floated near. 

In hollow heaven the stars were at play; 

Wan glow-worms greened the pool-side grass; 
Dipped the wide-bellied boat. His prey 
Gazed on; nor breathed. Alas! — 

Long sterile years had come and gone; 

Youth, like a distant dream, was sped; 

Heart, hope, and eyes had hungered on. . . . 

He turned a shaking head. 

And clumsily groped amid the gold. 

Sleek with night dews, of that tangling hair. 
Till pricked his Anger keen and cold 
The barb imbedded there. 

Teeth clenched, he drew his knife — “Snip, snip,” — 
Groaned, and sate shivering back; and she. 
Treading the water with birdlike dip. 

Shook her sweet shoulders free; 

Drew backward, smiling, infatuate fair, 

His life’s disasters in her eyes. 

All longing and folly, grief, despair. 

Daydreams and mysteries. 

She stooped her brow; laid low her cheek. 

And, steering on that silk-tressed craft. 

Out from the listening, leaf-hung creek, 

Tossed up her chm, and laughed — 

A mocking, icy, inhuman note. 

One instant flashed that crystal breast, 

Leaned, and was gone. Dead-still the boat: 

And the deep dark at rest. 

Flits moth to flower. A water-rat 
Noses the placid ripple. And lol 
Streams a lost meteor. Night is late. 

And daybreak zephyrs flow. . . . 

And he — the cheated? Dusk till morn. 

Insensate, even of hope forsook. 

He muttering squats, aloof, forlorn. 

Dangling a baitless hook. 



William Butler Yeats 


Wtlltam Butier Yeats (186^-1939), bom near Dublin, spent his boyhood 
in the romantic western county of Sligo. At the age of twenty-three he 
published his fitst poems, the wor\ of an extravagant romantic. He was 
profoundly stirred by the promise of the Irish Renaissance and became 
its leader. His later worI( cultivated a conscious austerity and a clear, 
hard simplicity very different from his beginnings. Of this later period 
"The Host of the Alt'' is a good example: a piece of Cdtic magic "so 
delicate, so unobtrusive that the whole thing is li\e an improvisation 
. . . like the passing murmur of wind." As for meaning, that rests with 
the individual reader. 


THE HOST OF THE AIR 

O’Dnscoll drove with a song 
The wild duck and the drake 
From the tall and the tufted reeds 
Of the drear Hart Lake. 

And he saw how the reeds grew dark 
At the coming of night tide, 

And dreamed of the long dim hair 
Of Bridget his bride. 

He heard while he sang and dreamed 
A piper piping away. 

And never was piping so sad, 

And never was piping so gay. 

And he saw young men and young girls 

Who danced on a level place 

And Bridget his bride among them. 

With a sad and a gay face. 

And the dancers crowded about him. 

And many a sweet thmg said. 

And a young man brought him red wine 
And a young girl white bread. 

But Bridget drew him by the sleeve. 
Away from the merry bands, 
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To old men playing at cards 
With a twinkling of ancient hands. 

The bread and the wine had a doom, 

For these were the host of the air; 

He sat and played in a dream 
Of her long dim hair. 

He played with the merry old men 
And thought not of evil chance, 

Until one bore Bridget his bride 
Away from the merry dance. 

He bore her away in his arms, 

The handsomest young man there, 

And his neck and his breast and his arms 
Were drowned in her long dim hair. 

O’Driscoll scattered the cards 
And out of his dream awoke: 

Old men and young men and young girls 
Were gone like a driftmg smoke; 

But he heard high up in the air 
A piper piping away. 

And never was piping so sad. 

And never was pipmg so gay. 



A. E. Housman 


Pessimisue as this poem may seem, it is yet a gallant defiance of "what- 
ever brute or blacl(guard made the woild" and a restdute summons to 
picl( up the burden of hvtng, as strong men have always done, whatever 
the odds of fate or stormy weather. Alfred Edward Housman 
1936) was a native of Worcestershire. His life was without notable 
events, and, as a biographer remarks, "He was averse to personal pub- 
liaty.” For ten years after attending Oxford he was a derl( in the Patent 
Office, London. Then he became a professor of Latin, and so continued 
the rest of his seventy-seven years. So he remains something of an 
enigma, a silent scholarly recluse whose three smell volumes, A Shrop- 
shire Lad, Last Poenls, and More Poems, carry the imprint of immor- 
tality. Where did he get the experience on which to build his thoughts 
of life and love and death? But the sources of genius are almost always 
obscure. 


THE CHESTNUT CASTS HIS FLAMBEAUX 

The chestnut casts his flambeaux, and the flowers 
Stream from the hawthorn on the wmd away, 
The doors clap to, the pane is blind with showers. 
Pass me the can, lad; there’s an end of May. 

There’s one spoilt spring to scant our mortal lot, 
One season ruined of our little store. 

May will be fine next year as like as not: 

Oh, ay, but then we shall be twenty-fiiur. 

We for a certainty are not the first 
Have sat in taverns while the tempest hurled 
Their hopeful plans to emptiness, and cursed 
Whatever brute and blackguard made the world. 

It is in truth iniquity on high 
To cheat our sentenced souls of aught they crave. 
And mar the merriment as you and I 
Fare on our long fool’s-errand to the grave. 

Iniquity it is; but pass the can. 

My lad, no pair of kings our mothers bore; 
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Our only portion is the estate of man; 

We want the moon, but we shall get no more. 

If here today the cloud of thunder lours 
Tomorrow it will hie on far behests; 

The flesh will grieve on other bones than ours 
Soon, and the soul will mourn in other breasts. 

The troubles of our proud and angry dust 
Are from eternity, and shall not fail. 

Bear them we can, and if we can we must. 
Shoulder the sky, my lad, and drink your ale. 


Harry Emerson Fosdick 

Harry Emerson Eositc\ (1878- ), bom tn Buff do, is the liberd min- 

tster of famous Riverstde Church, New Yor^, whose Gothic tower 
showers the notes of its carillon from the heights above the Hudson 
River. In this essay Dr. Fosdtcl( franl(ly admits the vdidity of much that 
science has urged against religion. But he maizes a distinction between 
the religions with which many people fool themselves and the sort of 
religion which contains no element of self-deception; he spiritedly replies 
to the scientists who, attaching this vdid religion, would explain away 
the deepest and noblest impulses of our nature. 


ARE RELIGIOUS PEOPLE FOOLING THEMSELVES? 

A FRESH criticism of religion is afoot, the sub- 
tlety of which makes it difficult to counter. The gist of the contention is that 
religion is a comforting fantasy. Finding ourselves in a ruthless universe, so 
we are told, we imagine an illusory world of divine mercy and care and, 
thus making our existence more tolersffile, we chng to the subterfuge as a 
sacred possession. 

A wife who discovered that she had been worshipping an imaginative 
construct of her husband mstcad of seeing clearly the real nature of the man, 
once broke down in my presence with the cry “For all these years I have 
supposed myself sincerely loved, but I was only fooling myself.” Many today 
entertain a similar suspicion about their relations with the universe. They 
have believed it to be the work of a merciful God; they have seen it unified 
by divme purpose and illumined by divine love; they have prayed to their 
God, sung songs about him, found comfort and stunulation through faith 
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in him. Now, however, they wonder whether they are not fooling them- 
selves. Is not religion the supreme example of the way mankind can enjoy 
an illusion? 

It is time to expect this particular difficulty to arise. The physical and 
biological sciences are causing such radical readjustments of religious 
thought as will leave Christianity hardly recognizable by an ancient devotee 
but, while badly needing hospitalization in consequence, religion has kept 
Its banners flying. The new universe of staggering distances is far less cozy 
a setting for the religious imagination to operate in than the old cosmology 
afforded, but it will take more than the new astronomy to banish God. 
Evolution has done to death some precious myths but, while landing pain- 
fully on sensitive spots, its weapons have not reached the heel of Achilles. 
The mathematical mechanism of natural processes has put religious thought 
on Its mettle, but, as was pointed out long ago, hats made by machinery 
still fit human heads and a railroad tram, mechanistic if anything is, still 
goes somewhere; mechanism and purpose are not antithetical, and a thor- 
oughly mechanistic world may still be grounded in intelligence and guided 
by an aim. 

The fresh criticism of religion starts where these old difliculties leave 
off. It asks why men so pertinaciously desire religious faith and so pugna- 
ciously refuse to give it up. It inquires why religion exhibits such infinite 
capacity to recuperate from apparently fatal illnesses and even to revive after 
Its obsequies have been publicly announced. This continuous ability of re- 
ligion to escape from tight places, assume new forms, and settle down in 
strange intellectual environments must have an explanation within the na- 
ture of man himself. Man thus clings to religion, the solution runs, because 
he needs it. He needs it because the real universe is a Gargantuan physical 
process, which cares nothing for man or his values, knows nothing of him, 
and in the end will snuff him out. This world of fact is so intolerable that 
man refuses to live in it unul he has overlaid it with a world of desire. Re- 
ligion is thus a comforting illusion. It survives, not because it is true, but 
precisely because it is false; it is the world as man would hke it, imaginatively 
superimposed on the world as it really is. 

To be sure, this reduction of theology to psychology is not new; more 
than once in the long, running fight between religion and irreligion the 
completely subjective nature of God has been asserted, as, for example, by 
Feuerbach in the last century, but today this old method of attack has gained 
fresh poignancy. When it is Freudian, it posits the experience of the babe in 
his mother’s womb as the most comfortable epoch in the human organism’s 
existence — an experience of such sheltering care that unconsciously the adult 
forever wishes to return. Religion, then, with its God of love, is a psycho- 
logical wish-fulHllment; it springs from the pathetic longing of the human 
organism in this inexorable universe to retreat to solace and peace. 
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No such special formulation, however, is indispensable to the interpte- 
tation of religious faith as a consohng mirage. Whether the mechanism by 
which It emerges is phrased in Freudian terms or not, faith can still be 
charged with being an illusion. Never did religion face hostile strategy 
more threatening. In the most dangerous hours of ascendent disbehef, when 
man’s faith has been assailed as irrational and obsolete, it still has been pos* 
^le to marshal evidence of the serviceable effects of rehgion on its believers, 
to enlarge on the comfort it confers, the doors of hope it opens, the sense of 
life’s significance it imparts, the stimulating faiths it furnishes, the lives it 
invigorates and transforms. Now, however, all this is turned against the 
defenders of the faith. 

To be sure, says the rejoinder, religion is comforting, stunulating, en- 
couraging. That IS the reason why folk are rehgious. This universe seen as 
modern science reveals it is utterly without encouragement or comfort. 

The world rolls round for ever like a mill; 

It grinds out death and life and good and ill; 

It has no purpose, heart or mind or will. 

In such a cosmos the naked facts are too unendurably inhuman to be sus- 
tained with equanimity or lived upon with eagerness. But human beings, 
fortuitously emerging on this transient planet and living, as one astronomer 
puts it, like sailors who run up the rigging of a sinking ship, passionately 
desire to be at peace and to work with enthusiasm. Therefore, they make up 
rehgion. It springs from unconscious processes of emotional reaction. It is 
comparable to our* concealment of the uncomfortable process of gestation 
under the friendly figure of the stork. It is the human organism’s way of 
looking in another direction when the truth becomes intolerable, and there 
seemg what he wants to see. Religion no longer needs to be disproved; it is 
merely a psychological process to be explained. 

By this strategy of attack some of the most potent religious artillery falls 
into the hands of the enemy. The more we msist on the beauty and useful- 
ness of religious faith and extol it as a way to abundant living, die worse ofi, 
apparently, we are, for the more we lend color to the contention that religion 
rests on subjective desire rather than on objective fact. Thus losing so large 
a portion of our offensive armament, we find ourselves, as well, blasted from 
old defensive citadels. For in the past, no matter how difiEcult the mtellectual 
readjustments may have been, we could insist that though God cannot be 
proved he cannot be disproved, that the path of faith is open to belief in a 
spiritual interpretation of the world. Now, however, the vanguard of the 
ir rehgious have no mterest in disprovmg God; they simply explain him — 
he is a defense-mechanism by which we make a pitiless universe seem fa- 
therly, a subjective fog-bank, hiding cruel facts of the real world, by calling 
which solid ground we make hfe more livable. 
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The first reaction of a religbus man to this subtle and serious attack 
would better be frank recognition of the truth in it. Anyone acquainted with 
even the environs of modern psychiatry knows that not only religious imagi' 
nation but every other function of the human mind is commonly used as 
a means of substituting desire for reality. “Anything to escape, to color the 
spectacles I” exclaims one of Warwick Deeping’s characters. The psychiatrist 
suspects that human life is largely lived on that basis. Defense-mechanisms, 
rationalizations, and wish-fantasies, by which we sidestep the actual and 
escape into some desired fairyland, abound in the human mind. Indeed, 
tricks of evasion and self-deceit so infest our thinking that their presence in 
religion is only a small portion of the total problem which they represent. 

“As one runs through the literature of the psychiatrist and the psycho- 
analyst of the day,” writes Professor Gault, “one gains the impression that 
much of our behavior and almost every emotional reaction that one experi- 
ences IS a defense.” Drunkenness is a defense-mechanism by which we 
escape from humdrum conditions, boasting a compensatory device by which 
we elude a real sense of inferiority and simulate a superior attitude, day- 
dreams a means of flight from a world of tiresome fact to a world of desire, 
hysteria a form of subconscious shu-king, and a Micawberish faith that some- 
thing will turn up, a familiar psychological alibi for directive thmkmg and 
hard work. The most difiicult task in the world for most people is coura- 
geously to deal with reality. Our sanitariums are full of folk who, eluding 
constructive handling of their factual problems, have subconsciously betaken 
themselves to neurasthenia until neurasthenia has taken hold on them, and 
any one of us intelligently watching his own mind can catch it weaving its 
cunning subterfuges of escape. That is to say, the charge now made against 
religion, that it can be used and is being used as a substitute for facing real 
facts, ts a charge that can be made against the whole mental life of man. 

To be sure, religion is commonly employed as a means of retreat from 
disturbmg facts I So are countless other things from cocaine, day-dreams, and 
detective stories, to music, poetry, and ordinary optimism. “Land sakesi” 
said one poor woman in Middletown, “I don’t see how people live at all 
who don’t cheer themselves up by thinkm’ of God and Heaven,” Many peo- 
ple’s faith IS thus a practical way of findmg cheer when untoward circum- 
stances press too ruthlessly upon them. Granted that such religion is naive, 
not at all concerned with the philosophic truth about the universe, and taken 
for granted as a useful means of achieving solace in an uncomfortable world, 
one may say, even on this level, that, considering the various other defense- 
mechanisms popularly employed to cheer people up, we may be thankful 
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that some folk still remain who reach the goal of inward joy by thinking 
about God. 

While, however, this practical and largely unconsidered retreat upon 
religious faith because of its comforting effects is inevitably to be expected, 
intelligent exponents of religion cannot be complacent about the matter. 
Undoubtedly, many religious people are fooling themselves. Careless of the 
facts of the universe, they try by imaginative devices to wangle out of life 
a temporary peace of mind. They surround themselves with an impinging 
world of friendly saints and angels; believe what they wish to believe about 
the goodness of God, the spiritual significance of hfc, the hope of immor- 
tality; display militant impatience at any disturbance of their faiths and 
expectations. The impression they make on the detached observer is unfor- 
tunate. He is inclined to feel, like one young collegian, that “Religion is 
nothing but a chloroform mask into which the weak and unhappy stick 
their faces.” 

Obviously, such disparagement depends on an interpretation of religion 
in comfortable terms. No austere religion of self-renunciation would suggest 
this criticism. Our soft and sentimental modernism, therefore, must in this 
matter accept heavy responsibility, for it undoubtedly has led Christianity 
into the defile where this ambush could be sprung with deadliest effect. The 
old orthodoxy was by no means so susceptible of interpretation in terms of 
comfort. Men believed in a Calvinisuc God who from all eternity had fore- 
doomed multitudes of his chddren to eternal hell. Preachers drove women 
mad and made strong men cry out in terror by their pictures of God holding 
sinners over the infernal pit and likely at any moment to let go. One who, 
like myself, has now a long memory can recall those days when fear haunted 
the sanctuary. When I was seven I cried myself to sleep in dread that I was 
going to hell and when I was nine I was ill from panic terror lest I had 
committed the unpardonable sin. Had the idea been broached in those days 
that religion is merely a psychological device by which we solace ourselves, 
it would have been difficult to see the point. 

Against this reign of terror in religion the new theology revolted. Judg- 
ment Day was allegorized; hell was sublimated; predestination was denied; 
God was sentimentalized. Whatever was harsh, grim, forbidding in the old 
religion was crowded to the periphery or thrust out altogether, and whatever 
was lovely, comforting, hopeful was made central. Religion became a song 
about the ideal life, the love of God, the hope of heaven. Many of the older 
generation still remember how like the water and bread of life this new 
interpretation seemed. It was part and parcel of the Zeitgeist; it accorded 
with the mid-Victorian attitude; it emerged in Browning’s gorgeous opti- 
mism as well as in the sentimentality of gospel hymns. Skeptics might doubt 
and science pose difficult problems, but we knew that in this inspiring faith 
of religion — a good God, a morally trustworthy universe, an onward and 
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upward march forever— we had found the secret of triumphant living. And 
now the ambush breaks upon this very position. Our strategy apparently has 
gone awry and the very battle-line we chose has given to the irreligious the 
best opportunity they ever had. They grant everything we say about the 
loveliness and comfort of our faith; they agree that it inspires, consoles, 
enheartens, and paciHes; they consent to the claim that it is emotionally 
satisfying and often practically useful. The fact that it is all this, they say, 
explains its emergence. It is a fantasy constructed for this very purpose. It 
is man’s subjective method of making himself more comfortable in an un- 
comfortable world. 

What we face today, therefore, is not only the universal tendency in 
human nature to sugarcoat stern fact with fantasy, but this tendency accen- 
tuated by a type of religion which lends itself readily to such saccharine use. 
The upshot is that multitudes of religious people are unquestionably fooling 
themselves. The chief engineer of the Eighth Avenue Subway recently told 
me that he had received a letter from a woman demanding that the blast- 
ing on the subway be stopped because it interfered with the singing of her 
pet canary. That woman’s outlook illustrates much popular religion. Her 
ego had pushed itself into the center of the city’s life; her pet canary’s sing- 
ing had become to her a crucial matter of metropolitan concern; the vast 
enterprises of the municipality should in her opinion turn aside for her pet. 
A similar frame of mind characterizes egocentric religion. 

To be sure, some two billion years ago this little planet broke off from 
its parent sun and started on its orbit of six hundred million miles. To be 
sure, the sun itself is but a tiny thing — ^millions of it could be lost in a star like 
Betelgeuse. To be sure, there are extragalactic nebulae from which light 
speeding 186,000 miles a second has been travellmg 140,000,000 years to reach 
us. The cosmos is a blasting operation on a titanic scale. This fact does not 
shut out the possibility that the Power behind the universe may ultimately 
be interested in personality. The Eighth Avenue Subway is concerned with 
personality; the welfare of persons is its object. Individual whimsies, how- 
ever, do not count; pet canaries are not determinative. So our universe is a 
stern affair, and the God of it, as Jesus said in his parable, is like an “austere 
man.” He has no pets, he plays no favorites, he stops no blasting for any 
man’s canary. Law rules m this cosmos, not magic. There arc no Aladdin’s 
lamps. To forget that is to run with the egocentric multitude into a religion 
of illusion. 

It IS one thing, however, thus to grant that religious imagination, like 
every other mental functioning, is used to produce egotistically satisfying 
fantasies; it is another thing to claim that so obvious a fact finally disposes 
of religion. The latter is a much more weighty proposition than can be sup- 
ported by any psychoanalysis of religious wish-fulfillments. 
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The claim that religion essentially is fantasy is just as strong or weak 
as the materialistic world-view with which it starts. For whether explicit or 
not, materialism, by whatever special name it may now be called to distin- 
guish It from discredited predecessors, supplies ^ese new strategists with 
their base of operations. They begin with a merely quantitative universe; 
they assume its metrical aspects to be original and creative; the cosmos, in 
their view, has emerged from the automatic organization of physical energy- 
units. With this for their beginning, their ending is inevitable: all man’s 
qualitative hfc — his disinterested love of truth, beauty, and goodness — is 
purely subjective. In so far as his mind discovers quantitative facts, man may 
be knowing the outer world somewhat as it really is, but when, so we are 
told, man tries to externalize his esthetic and moral life, to posit a good God, 
or see artistry as a structural fact m the universe, or interpret social progress 
in terms of cosmic purpose, he is foohng himself. Nothing outside his own 
psychological processes corresponds with what he experiences as creative 
spiritual life. Since, therefore, there is neither goodness, purpose, intelligence, 
artistry, nor any other spiritual quality present in the universe external to 
man, all religion, in so far as it inspires man with the faith that his spiritual 
hfe IS a revelation of the universal life, is fallacious. On that basis alone can 
the claim be erected that religion is essentially a fantasy. With that for a 
starting point one may go on to say with a character m a modern novel, 
“Man invents religion to hide the full horror of the universe’s complete in- 
difference, for it is horrible.” 

It IS necessary to insist that this new psychological attack on religion 
does rest back on a' materialistic foundation, and is just as steady or as shaky 
as its base. Too frequently these new strategists are unwilling to make a 
frank statement of their world-view. The number of thoroughgoing minds 
like Bertrand Russell’s, saying straightly, “omnipotent matter rolls on its re- 
lentless way,” and drawmg the legitimate conclusion that religion is, of 
course, subjective finery with which we clothe an inexorable world, is small. 
Most of the humanists who elide all extrahuman elements from rcligbn and 
reduce it to subjectivism discreetly draw a veil of silence over their world- 
view. 

Once in a while some lucid mind, dishking clandestine dealing, states 
frankly what the upshot is to human life on this planet when his philosophy 
is granted. So Mr. Everett Dean Martm says: “At the end of all our striv- 
ings and efforts science sees our world a frozen clod whirling through empti- 
ness about a cheerless and exhausted sun, bearing on its sides the marks bf 
man’s once hopefid activity, fragments of his works of art mixed with gla- 
cial debris, all waiting in the dark for millenniums until the final crash 
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comes, wlien even the burned out sun shall be shattered in collision with 
another like it, and the story shall all be over while there is no one to re- 
member and none to care. All will be as if it had never been.” Obviously, 
in a universe where all spiritual values are thus casual, fortuitous, and tran- 
sient, rehgion is an illusion. On that basis one might even say with Gon- 
court that “Life is a nightmare between two nothings,” and add that religion 
is a subterfuge for inducing sweeter dreams. Most of the new strategists, 
however, never go through with their position to this logical conclusion but, 
forgetting their total world-view as best they can, like Mr. Lippmann they 
play around with such optimisms as happen to intrigue them. The fact is 
that when it comes to indulging m defense-mechanisms and fantasies the 
humanists practice it quite as commonly as the theists. 

One editor, for example, rather desperately trying to be a humanist, says, 
“We ought to push gently aside the subject of cosmology for a season, and 
come to ontology. Not the universe, but man, is our proper study.” The pic- 
ture of this editor endeavoring “gently” to get the cosmos out of sight is 
one of the most priceless things that recent religious discussion has pro- 
duced. Unfortunately this method of retreat from reality, this legerdemain 
by which the cosmos is “gently” secreted from view, is common. Neverthe- 
less, the cosmos is important. 

Indeed, the claim that religion is essentially a branch of pathological 
psychology is based upon gigantic assumptions about the cosmos. For 
example, it accuses the religious man who believes that the world has mind 
behind it and m it of constructing a fantasy to please himself, and m so 
doing it assumes that the world does not have mind behind it or in it, but 
is a potpourri and salmagundi of mindless forces. That is an immense 
assumption. As a matter of fact, this universe does not seem to be a non- 
mental process into which we import rationality as a comfortmg myth. The 
Woolworth Tower is no merely physical thing separable from mind; it is 
objectified thought. Abstract from it its mathematics, the ideas and plans 
which mind injected and without which it could not be understood at all, 
and the remainder would not be a tower. The very substance of the Wool- 
worth Tower, the factors which make it cohere, are mental. 

The mmd’s relationship with the intelligible universe as a whole is not 
altogether different from this. All the world of things we know lies within 
the apprehension of our minds. The very distances between the stars exist 
for us in our mental measurements. The realm of science, its formulations 
of law and its ideas of cause and effect are not directly given in our sensa- 
tions of the outer world, but exist primarily in the world of thought. It is 
just as true to say that the cosmos exists in our minds as to say that our 
minds exist in the cosmos. So obvious is this that when Professor Jeans 
closes his essay, “Eos,” setting forth the breath-taking marvels of modern 
astronomy, he decribes man as an infant gazing at it all and says, “Ever the 
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old question obtrudes itself as to whether the infant has any means of know- 
ing Aat It is not dreammg all the time. The picture it sees may be merely 
a creation of its own mind.” Personally, I doubt that, but certainly the idea 
that physical energy-units have merely tossed us up into existence in a 
chance burst of energy and that our minds are aliens here in a non-mental 
world, fooling themselves by thinking there is sense in it, is no adequate 
account of the situation. The umverse as we know it is thoroughly mental. 

Harry Elmer Barnes recently wrote, “Astronomically speaking, man 
is almost totally negligible,” to which George Albert- Coe whipped back an 
answer, “‘Astronomically speaking, man is’ the astronomer.” Quite sol 
There is no sense in claiming that astronomy belittles man when the 
astronomical universe which man marvels at is alike the discovery and the 
construct of man’s mind. 

These new strategists also accuse the religious man of wildly practicing 
fantasy when he reads the meaning of the cosmic process in terms of its 
highest revelation, personality. That accusation involves the assumption that 
personality is not a revelation of anything beyond itself, that while stars, 
rocks, and atoms are truth-tellers about the cosmos, the most significant 
thing we know, self-conscious being with powers of reflective thought, crea- 
tive art, developing goodness, and effective purpose, has nothing to reveal. 
That is a gigantic assumption. 

As a matter of fact, personality with its creative powers, spiritual achieve- 
ments, developing civilizations, alluring possibilities, is here. However the 
world came into being, there must be somewhere the potency from which 
these consequences have emerged. “King Lear” cannot be explained by 
merely analyzing the play into the arithmetical points which constitute the 
hooks and dashes, which in turn constitute the letters, which in turn con- 
stitute the words, which in turn constitute the sentences, which in turn con- 
stitute the drama. If one tries to content oneself with such analysis, one must 
first by sleight of hand import into the original arithmetical points the 
potency of such self-motivation and self-arrangement as will bring the 
Shakspearean consequence. Just this the mechanistic naturalist does. When 
no one is looking, he slips into the universe’s energy-units the potentiality — 
whatever that may mean — to become Plato’s brain and Christ’s character. If 
one IS really desirous of getting rid of illusion one may well start with dis- 
content at this mental legerdemain. 

Such an interpretation assumes that the whole universe, including the 
human mind itself, is the result of casual cosmic weathering, and that any 
spiritual meaning supposedly found there is our fantasy. In Canon Streeter’s 
phrase, it pictures the universe as “one gigantic accident consequent upon 
an infinite succession of happy flukes.” As a serious attempt to understand 
a process which has issued in Beethoven’s symphonies, Einstein’s cosmology. 
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and the Sermon on the Mount, to mention nothing else, this seems pain- 
fully inadequate. 

If the universal process is thus nothing but the self-organization of 
physical energy, then the cortex of the human brain must be included. That 
also IS the result of self-organizing energy-units working in mechanistic 
patterns, and mental determinism is the mevitable consequence. The uni- 
versal energy, arrangmg itself into nebulae, solar systems, plants, and ani- 
mals, has at last arranged itself into the human brain, and &om the bottom 
to the top of this cosmic process everything is predetermined by mechanical 
necessity. This means that the functioning of physical cells, working in 
mechanistic patterns along lines of least resistance in the brain, predeter- 
mines everything we thmk — ^Freud’s arguments as well as religion’s answer, 
Voliva’s idea that the earth is flat, as well as Jeans’ astronomy. The mind’s 
relation to the brain becomes, in such a case, as some have frankly said, like 
the shadow cast by a moving object. That is to say, all our apparent mental 
choices are predetermined activities of physical energy-umts — not our rea- 
soned reply to the world but only our automatic reaction. 

To say that with such a world-view religion is an illusion is to state the 
consequence mildly; the serious meaning of reflective thought has also dis- 
appeared into mirage. 

It IS the distinguished virtue of a book like Mr. Joseph Krutch’s TAe 
Modern Temper, that in it this fact is so clearly recognized and so honestly 
stated. Mr. Krutch is persuaded that religion is a comforting myth. It rep 
resents the world as man would like to have it in contrast with the world 
as man discovers it to be. It is born of desire and is clung to because, created 
by desire, it is more satisfactory than cruel fact. Mr. Krutch, that is, joins 
heartily in the new attack on religion. But he has a thoroughgoing mind. 
He sees that on that basis what is true of religion is true of all the intel- 
lectual and spiritual faculties of man, that scientific optimism is as un- 
founded as religious optimism, that not only is man “an ethical animal in a 
universe which contains no ethical element,” but he is a philosophical ani- 
mal in a universe which contains no philosophical element; that all man’s 
finer life — art, romance, sense of honor — is as much an alien in this world 
as IS religion and that, if the cosmos is basically physical, then through the 
entire range of man’s mental and moral experience he faces “an intolerable 
disharmony between himself and the universe.” This conclusion when the 
premises are granted seems to me logically inevitable. In a merely quanti- 
tative world all qualitative hfe is alien; we are then in a night where all 
cows are black. 

If it be true that whatever arises in our experience by psychological 
processes m order that life may become more livable, is, therefore, sus- 
pect, then everything is suspect. Of course, religion meets psychological 
needs! Of course that is why it has arisen and has so tenaaously persisted! 
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Of course, like overything else, if religbn had not aided the survival of die 
human organism, it long since would have disappeared. At iu best it does 
insjMrc, encourage, and enrich life; tt enables men to transcend their en- 
vironments, rise above them; be superior to them, and carry off a spiritual 
victory in the face of than. And because of this, passing through many 
intellectual formulations, it still abides. In this it is at one with science, love, 
music, art, poetry, and moral excellence. This fact alone neither credits nor 
discredits anything in man’s experience. 

The great question on the answer to which all depends still remains: 
why a universe in which beings have evolved who cannot live without such 
spiritual values? The extraordinary datum to be dealt with is that, as a 
matter of fact, personahties exist, finding life intolerable without philosophy, 
ethics, art, music, and religion. The cosmos has produced us, has forced us, 
if we are to survive on honorable terms, to develop such spiritual faculties, 
has set a livable life as a prize not to be won without the creation and 
mamtenance of these higher powers. It must require a particular kind of 
cosmos to act that way. The fact of personality, with its intellectual and 
spiritual needs, is the most amazing with which the universe faces us, and no 
detailed analysis of psychological mechanisms can seriously affect its expla- 
nation; it IS the total faa which waits to be understood. That out of the 
cosmos has come a being too significant to find contentment without spiritual 
interpretations of his hfe is the basic datum on which intelligent religion 
rests Its case. 


4 

The ultimate answer to this new attack, however, does not lie in the 
realm of intellectual discourse. The attack will continue until we popu- 
larly achieve a type of religion which does not come within its line of ffre. 
Our real trouble is egocentric religion, which docs egregiously fool its devo- 
tees. A comfortable modernism which, eliminating harsh and obsolete ortho- 
doxies and makmg a few mental adjustments to scientific world-views, 
contents itself with a sentimentalized God and a roseate optimism will, if 
it continues, encourage the worst opimons of religion as a pacifying fantasy. 
Such a lush gospel will claim its devotees, but minds with any sinew in 
them turn away. Modern Christianity has grown soft, sentimental, saccha- 
rine. It has taken on pink flesh and lost strong bone. It has become too 
much flute and too little trumpet. It has fallen from the stimulating alti- 
tudes of austerity and rigor, where high religion customarily has walked. 
In consequence it is called a mere wish-fulfillment because it acts that way. 
“No completely healthy intelligent person,” says one of our psychologists, 
“who has not suffered some misfortune can ever be truly religious.” That 
is not so much intellectual judgment as peevishness, but the writer could 
easily claim that he had much to be peevish about. 
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The only a<]equate answer is a kind of religion which a “completely 
healthy intelligent person” — ^if there are any such — can welcome whh tl« 
consent of all his faculties. At least three elements, I think, are crucially 
required. 

A rchgion in holding which a man does not fool himself must take 
into full account the law-abiding nature of the world. Most popular rchgion 
IS not yet within sight of that goal. Just as astronomy came out of astrology 
and on our back streets still displays the left-overs of its ancient supersti- 
tion, or as chemistry came out of alchemy and labored for centuries to 
throw oil its old creduhties, so religion came out of magic. Primitive religion 
was magical and primitive magic was religious. The adhesive power of 
magical ideas is prodigious, and millions of people in the modern world 
retain a magical faith. They try to use God as a short-cut to get things they 
want because they want them, and not at all because they have fulfilled the 
law-abiding conditions for getting them. 

To be sure, religious men do lip-service to the reign of law. They even 
acclaim it and quote stock arguments by which a law-abiding world can 
be conceived as under the governance of God. But too -seldom have they 
grasped in either thought or practice the basic implication of the reign of 
law— that nothing can be won except by fuliilhng the law-abidmg condi- 
tions for getting it. 

Especially docs this magical attitude persist in prayer. Even the plam 
lessons of history are lost on multitudes of pious believers. They know or 
ought to know the story of the plagues that once devastated the Western 
world and of the prayers lifted in agonized desire and faith agamst them. 
They should know also that plagues continued their recurrent terror until 
sanitary conditions were fulfilled, and that even to this day wherever those 
conditions are neglected all the frenzied petitions of magical rchgion are of 
no avail. 

This is a law-abiding world in which a man may not run to God 
saying, “Stop your blastmg for my pet canary I” It is fortunate that such is 
the case. A cosmos in which we received what we wanted because we wanted 
It without fulfilling the conditions for getting it would be a fool’s world 
that could produce only fools. “If wishes were horses, beggars would ride.” 

If we desire physical results we must fulfil physical conditions; if we 
desire mental results we must fulfil mental conditions; if we desire spiritual 
results we must fulfil spiritual conditions — that simple, basic, obvious fact 
would revolutionize popular religion if once it were apprehended. Let the 
pious trust God if they will, but it is fantasy to trust him to break his own 
laws. All supernaturalism is illusion. Even the pre-scientific New Testament 
says, “Be not deceived; God is not mocked: for whatsoever a man soweth, 
that shall he also reap,” which translated into modern speech means, I sup- 
pose, “Don’t fool yourself; this is a law-abiding world.” 
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Intelligent prayer in particular is not magic; it is the inward fulfilling 
of spiritual conditions so that appropriate spiritual results are possible. It is 
the very soul of personal religion, but it is not whimsical, capricious, an 
affair of desperate exigency expressed in spasms of appeal. It is an inward 
life habitually lived in such companionship that the effective consequence 
follows. 

A man whose religion lies thus in a spiritual life which, fulfilling 
spiritual conditions in a law-abidmg spiritual world, achieves triumphant 
spiritual results, is not fooling himself. 

Another element is bound to characterize a religious experience which 
escapes illusion — self-renunciation. The egocentric nature of much popular 
rehgion is appalhng. The perspective is all wrong. Even God becomes a 
matter of interest to many believers largely for what they can get out of 
him. They treat the Deity as a kind of universal valet to do odds and ends 
for them, a sort of “cosmic bellboy” for whom they push buttons, and who 
is expected to come running. “God for us,” is the slogan of their faith, 
instead of, “Our hves for God.” 

As a result, much current rehgion becomes what the new attack takes 
it to be — an auxiliary of selfishness. The centripetal force of a selfish life, 
when that life becomes religious, sweeps the whole cosmos in. God himself 
becomes a nursemaid for our pets, and religion sinks into a comfortable 
faith that we shall be fondly taken care of, our wishes fulfilled, and our 
egocentric interests coddled. Professor Royce of Harvard used to tell his 
.students never to look for “sugar-plums ... in the home of the Infinite.” 
That injunction is critically needed in contemporaneous religion. Lookmg 
for sugar-plums in the home of the Infinite is precisely what popular 
religion is concerned about. 

All great religion, however, starts with self-renunciation and there is 
no great religion without it. Such faith is austere, rigorous, difficult. It 
promises no coddling and expects no sugar-plums. It does not use God 
as a deus ex machtna which in an emergency will do our bidding; it beheves 
in God as the source and conserver of spiritual values, and dedicates life 
to his service. 

Strangely enough, Christianity has been and still is interpreted as the 
supreme example of a coddling, comfortable faith. Jesus’ dominant doctrine, 
the sacredness of personality, given a selfish twist, leads Christians to put 
each his own personality into the center of the cosmos and to see the divine 
purposes arrange themselves in concentric circles around him. Are* not the 
very hairs of our heads numbered ^ Is it not the will of our Father that not 
one of these little ones should perish^ Is not egoism bursting into songs 
like “That will be glory for me” the essential nature of Christianity ? 

It is amazing to find this flaccid interpretation of a faith whose symbol 
is the austere Cross. No one would be so astonished as Jesus himself at 
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this rendering of his religion. He did believe in the sacredness of every 
personality, but to that truth he gave a self-renouncing turn. To give his 
life for the liberation and elevation of personality, asking as little as possible 
for himself and expending as much as possible of himself— to Jesus that 
was the upshot of believing that personality is sacred. 

Indeed, as one listens to these Freudians and their various allies, one 
wonders why, if they really wish to know what religion is, they do not 
go to its noblest exhibitions. Would they judge music by jazz when there 
is Beethoven or architecture by automobile Hlling stations when there is 
Chartres? What the Freudians call religion Jesus of Nazareth called sin. 
Such religion was one of his first temptations, and the dramatic narrative 
of his rejection of it is on record. The Tempter took him to the temple top, 
so runs the story, and there said to him, “If thou be the Son of God, cast 
thyself down: for it is written. He shall give his angels charge concerning 
thee; and in their hands they shall bear thee up, lest at any time thou dash 
thy foot against a stone.” That is to say, Jesus was tempted of the devil to 
have a religion for comfort only. He was allured by the devil toward a 
religion in which angels would protect him from the consequences of 
broken law, and from that Satanic suggestion that he practice religion as 
the Freudians describe it he turned decisively away. 

Follow, then, this life that so began its ministry, until it comes to its 
climax in Gethsemane. Jesus did not want to bear the torture of the Cross; 
he had seen folk crucified. His prayer, however, was not the egoistic cry of 
popular religion, “My will be done,” but the contrary prayer of self-renun- 
ciation, “Not my will, but thine, be done.” Is such rchgion a compensatory 
device to make life comfortable Ms it a fantasy by which we overlay cruel 
fact with pleasing fiction^ Is it a world of desire to which we escape for 
easy solace from a ruthless situatin'* 

A man whose religion, conceived in the spirit of self-renunciation, is 
centered in God, not as a bed to sleep on but as a banner to follow, is not 
fooling himself. 

Moreover, a religious experience that is not deceitful will be one in 
which a man does not endeavor to escape the actual world but to transform 
it. To be sure, much nonsense is talked today about the psychological de- 
vices by which we retreat from life. The very word “escape" in modern 
psychiatric jargon has an undesirable significance. As a matter of fact, 
escapes are among the most admirable of our activities. If some of us could 
not retreat to nature and re-orient ourselves amid her spaces and silences 
we should be undone. If some of us could not escape from the hurly-burly 
of our mechanistic age on the magic carpets of music and poetry to live 
for a while in the mansions of the spirit, we should collapse. If some of us 
could not retreat to friendship, life would not be worth liv ing These are 
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"e«c!^” but they reestabUsh us and return us to the world not less but 
better fitted to grapple with reality and throw it. 

Suppose, then, that a man does not beheve in atheism as the solution 
dE the cosmic problem or tfamk that this world is 

... a lost ironclad 
Shipped with a crew of fools and^ mutineers 
To drift between the cold forts of the stars. 

Suppose that he is convinced that the cosmos is a law-abiding and progres- 
sive system, grounded in mtelligence and patterned by a purpose whose 
deepest reahty is revealed in spiritual life, shall he not retreat to that? 
To call that in an evil sense a defense-mechanism is to beg the question. 
If materialism in any of its forms is true, then, to be sure, religion is a 
deceptive defense-mechanism, and so are most beautiful things in human 
experience. But if the world really does have spiritual meaning, then such 
religion is one of those indispensable orientations of the soul in its real 
environment which steady, strengthen, and transform our hves. 

Religion, however, is much more than retreat, even when retreat is 
elevated to its noblest terms. Comfort is a strong word— fort, fortress, fortifi- 
cation, fortitude, fortify arc its near relatives — and a great religion always 
has brought and always will bring comfort. But great religion does so not 
by escaping from the actual world but by supplying faith and courage to 
transform it. 

When, knowing religious biography at its best, one listens to the new 
strategists putting religion into the same class with drugs and day-dreams 
as a means of escape from life, patience becomes difficult. To be sure, cheap 
men have always held a cheap religion. So a Buddhist priest said to a 
friend of mine: “Religion is a device to bring peace of mind in the midst of 
conditions as they arc.” This attitude is not exclusively Buddhist; much 
contemporaneous Christianity is of the same breed. It is the ultimate heresy, 
hatmg which as a travesty on religion, one welcomes Freud and all his 
kmd if they can make the case against it plainer and press the attack upon it 
more relentlessly. But to call that cheap article real religion is to forget the 
notable exhibitions of another kmd of faith, from some ancient Moses 
linking his life to the fortunes of a slave people until he liberated them to 
some modern Grenfell forgetting himself into immortality m Labrador. 
Such religion is not akin to drugs and day-dreams; it means not escape from 
but transformation of the actual world. 

It will be a sad day for the race if such religion vanishes. I see no likeli- 
hood of getting out of atheism the necessary faith and hope for social prog- 
ress. Atheism pictures the universe as a crazy book in dealing with which 
we may indeed be scientific, may count the letters and note the method of 
their -anangement but may not be religious and so read sense and meanmg 
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ia the whole. The human mind will not forever avoid the logical conse- 
quences of such a world-view if it prevails. 

“It cannot be doubted,” one of the new psychological assailants writes, 
“that God has been a necessity to the human race, that He is still a neces- 
sity, and will long contmue to be.” Indeed he will, and it is notable that 
even those who thmk him an illusion admit the fact. Religion has been 
described as mere superstition, a left-over from the age of magic, a dehber- 
ate device of priestcraft for controllmg the masses, but today such external 
descriptions are outmoded. Whatever else may be true of it, religion is one 
of the most deep-seated responses of the human organism, part and parcel 
of personality’s method of getting on m the world. To dismiss it as a branch 
of pathological psychology is too cavalier a method of disposing of a pro- 
found matter. 

The Freudians, in this regard, are liftmg their sails into a passing gust 
of wind. Often clouded by ignorance and wandering m uncertainty, using 
fantasy when fact gives out and mistaking wishes for reality, religion shares 
the common fate of ail things human, but at its heart even the skeptic must 
at times suspect that it is dealing with truth — ^“no transient brush of a 
fancied angel’s wing,” as Martineau put it, “but the abiding presence and 
persuasion of the Soul of Souls.” 


Julian Huxley 

Few scientists would care to be so outspoken regarding religion as Julian 
Huxley is in the following essay. Yet, in spite of a very di^erent ap- 
proach from Fosdtcl(’s, Huxley arrives at conclusions which, though not 
identical with Fasdicl('s, are strikingly similar. 


THE CREED OF A SCIENTIFIC HUMANIST 

I BELIEVE that life can be worth living. I be- 
lieve this in spite of pain, squalor, cruelty, unhappiness, and death. I do not 
believe that it is necessarily worth hvmg, but only that for most people it 
can be. 

1 also believe that man, as individual, as group, and collectively as 
mankmd, can achieve a satisfymg purpose in existence. I believe this in 
spite of frustration, aimlessness, fnvohty, boredom, sloth, and faihire. Again 
I do not believe that a purpose inevitably inheres in the universe' or in our 
evis rence, or that mankind is bound to achieve a satisfymg purpose, but 
only that such a purpose can be found. 
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I believe that there exists a scale or hierarchy of values, ranging from 
simple physical comforts up to the highest satisfactions of love, esthetic 
enjoyment, intellect, creative achievement, virtue. I do not believe that these 
are absolute, or transcendental in the sense of being vouchsafed by some 
external power or divinity: they are the product of human nature inter- 
acting with the outer world. Nor do I suppose that we can grade every 
valuable experience into ah accepted order, any more than I can say whether 
a beetle is a higher organism than a cuttlefish or a herring. But just as it 
can unhesitatingly be stated that there are general grades of biological or- 
ganization, and that a beetle is a higher organism than a sponge, or a 
human being than a frog, so I can assert, with the general consensus of 
civilized human beings, that there is a higher value in Dante’s Dtvine 
Comedy than in a popular hymn, m the scientific activity of Newton or 
Darwin than in solving a crossword puzzle, in the fullness of love than in 
sexual gratification, in selfless than in purely self-regarding activities — al- 
though each and all can have their value of a sort. 

I do not believe that there is any absolute of truth, beauty, morality, 
or virtue, whether emanating from an external power or imposed by an 
internal standard. But this docs not drive me to the curious conclusion, 
fashionable in certain quarters, that truth and beauty and goodness do not 
exist, or that there is no force or value in them. 

I believe that there arc a number of questions that it is no use our 
asking, because they can never be answered Nothing but waste, worry, or 
unhappiness is caused by trying to solve insoluble problems. Yet some people 
seem determined to try. I recall the story of the philosopher and the 
theologian. The two were engaged in disputation and the theologian used 
the old quip about a philosopher resembling a blind man, in a dark room, 
looking for a black cat — which wasn’t there. “That may be,’’ said the philos- 
opher: “but a theologian would have found it.” 

Even in matters of science, we must learn to ask the right questions. It 
seemed an obvious question to ask how animals inherit the result of their 
parents’ experience, and enormous amounts of time and energy have been 
spent on trying to give an answer to it. It is, however, no good asking the 
question, for the simple reason that no such inheritance of acquired char- 
acters exists. The chemists of the eighteenth century, because they asked 
themselves the question, “What substance is involved in the process of 
burning?” became involved in the mazes of the phlogiston theory; they had 
to ask, “What sort of process is burning?” before they could see that it did 
not involve a special substance, but was merely a particular case of chemical 
combination. 

When we come to what arc usually referred to as fundamentals, the 
difficulty of not asking the wrong kind of question is much increased. 
Among most African tribes, if a person dies, the only question asked is. 
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“Who caused his death, and by what form of magic?” The idea of death 
from natural causes is unknown. Indeed, the life of the less civilized half of 
mankind is largely based on trymg to find an answer to a wrong question, 
“What magical forces or powers are responsible for good or bad fortune, 
and how can they be circumvented or propitiated^" 

I do not believe in the existence of a god or gods. The conception of 
divinity seems to me, though built up out of a number of real elements of 
experience, to be a false one, based on the quite unjustifiable postulate that 
there must be some more or less personal power in control of the world. 
We are confronted with forces beyond our control, with incomprehensible 
disasters, with death; and also with ecstasy, with a mystical sense of union 
with something greater than our ordinary selves, with sudden conversion 
to a new way of life, with the burden of guilt and sin and of ways in which 
these burdens may be lifted. In theistic religions, all these elements of actual 
experience have been woven into a unified body of belief and practice, in 
relation to the fundamental postulate of the existence of a god or gods. 

I believe this fundamental postulate to be nothing more than the result 
of asking a wrong question, “Who or what rules the universe?” So far as 
we can see, it rules itself, and indeed the whole analogy with a country and 
Its ruler is false. Even if a god does exist behind or above the universe as we 
experience it, we can have no knowledge of such a power: the actual gods 
of historical religions arc only the personifications of impersonal facts of 
nature and of facts of our inner mental life. Though we can answer the 
question, “What arc the Gods of aaual religions?” we can only do so by 
dissecting them into their components and showing their divinity to be a 
figment of human imagination, emotion, and rationalization. The question, 
“What is the nature of God?” we cannot answer, smcc we have no means 
of knowing whether such a being exists or not 

Similarly with immortality. With our present faculties, we have no 
means of giving a categorical answer to the question whether we survive 
death, much less the question of what any such life after death will be hke. 
That being so, it is a waste of time and energy to devote ourselves to the 
problem of achieving salvation in the life to come. However, just as the 
idea of God is built out of bricks of real experience, so too is the idea of 
salvation. If we translate salvation into terms of this world, we find that it 
means achieving harmony between different parts of our nature, including 
its subconscious depths and its rarely touched heights, and also achieving 
some satisfactory relation of adjustment between ourselves and the outer 
world, including not only the world of nature, but the social world of 
man. I believe it to be possible to “achieve salvation” in this sense, and right 
to aim at doing so, just as I believe it possible and valuable to achieve a 
sense of union with something bigger than our ordinary selves, even if that 
something be not a god but an extension of our narrow core to include in 
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a single grasp ranges of outer experience and inner nature on which we do 
not ordinarily draw. 

But if God and immortality be repudiated, what is left? That is the 
question usually thrown at the atheist’s head. The orthodox believer likes 
to think that nothing is left. That, however, is because he has only been 
accustomed to think m terms of his orthodoxy. 

In point of fact, a great deal is left. 

That is immediately obvious from the fact that many men and womoi 
have led active, or self-sacrificing, or noble, or devoted lives without any 
belief in God or immortality. Buddhism in its imcorrupted iorm has no 
such belief, nor did the great nineteenth-century agnostics, nor do the 
orthodox Russian Communists, nor did the Stoics. Of course, the unbelievers 
have c^cn been guilty of selfish or wicked actions; but so have the be- 
hevers. And in any case that is not the fundamental point. The pomt is 
that without these beliefs men and women may yet possess the mainspring 
of full and purposive living, and just as strong a sense that existence can 
be worth while as is possible to the most devout believers. 

I would say that this is much more readily possible today than in any 
previous age. The reason lies in the advances of science. 

No longer are we forced to accept the external catastrophes and miseries 
of existence as inevitable or mysterious; no longer are we obliged to live in a 
world without history, where change is only meanmgless. Our ancestors 
saw an epidemic as an act of divine punishment: to us it is a challenge to 
be overcome, since we know its causes and that it could be controlled or 
prevented. The understanding of infectious disease is entirely due to scienufic 
advance. So, to take a very recent happening, is our understandmg of the 
basis of nutrition, which holds out new possibilities of health and energy 
to the human race. So is our understanding of earthquakes and storms: if 
we cannot control them, we at least do not have to fear them as evidence 
of God’s anger. 

Some, at least, of our internal miseries can be lightened in the same 
way. Through knowledge derived from psychology, children can be pre- 
vented from growing up with an abnormal sense of guilt, and so makmg 
life a burden both to themselves and to those with whom they come into 
contact. We are beginning to understand the psychological roots of irra- 
tional fear and irrational auelty: some day we shall be able to make the 
world a brighter place by prevenung their appearance. 

The! ancients had no history worth mentioning. Human existence in 
the present was regarded as a degradation from that of the original Golden 
Age. Down even to the nineteenth century, what was known of human 
history was regarded by the nations of the West as an essentially meanmgless 
series of episodes sandwiched into the brief space between the Creation and 
the Fall, a few thousand years ago, and the Second Coming and the Last 
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fui%ment; which Might be on us at any moment, and in any case could not 
be pushed back for more than a few thousand years into the future. In this 
perspective, a millennium was almost an eternity. Widi such an outlook, no 
wonder hfe seemed, to the great mass of humanity, “nasty, brutish and 
short,” Its miseries and shortcomings merely bewildering unless illuminated 
by the iUusory light of religion. 

Today, human history merges back into prehistory, and prehistory again 
into biological evolution. Our time-scale is profoundly altered. A thousand 
years is a short time for prehistory, which thinks in terms of hundreds of 
thousands of years, and an insignificant time for evolution, which deals 
in ten-million-year periods. The future is extended equally with the past: 
if It took over a thousand million years for primeval life to generate man, 
man and his descendants have at least an equal allowance of time before 
them. 

Most important of all, the new history has a basis of hope. Biological 
evolution has been appallmgly slow and appalhngly wasteful. It has been 
cruel, It has generated the parasites and the pests as well as the more 
agreeable types. It has led life up innumerable blind alleys. But in spite of 
this, it has achieved progress. In a few Imes, whose number has steadily 
dimmished with time, it has avoided the cul-de-sac of mere specialization 
and arrived at a new level of organization, more harmonious and more effi- 
cient, from which it could again launch out toward greater control, greater 
knowledge, and greater independence. Progress is, if you will, all-round 
specialization. Finally, but one line was left which was able to achieve fur- 
ther progress: all the others had led up blind alleys. This was the Ime lead- 
ing to' the evolution of the human brain. 

This at one bound altered the perspective of evolution. Experioice 
could now be handed down from generation to generation; dehberate pur- 
pose could be substituted for the blind siftmg of selection; change could be 
speeded up ten-thousandfold. In man evolution could become conscious. 
Admittedly it is far from conscious yet, but the possibility is there, and it 
has at least been consciously envisaged. 

Seen in this perspective, human history represents but the tiniest portion 
of the time man has before him; it is only the first ignorant and clumsy 
giopings of the new type, born heir to so much biological history. Attempts 
at a general philosophy of history are seen in all their futihty — as if some- 
one whose acquaintance with man as a species were limited to a baby one 
year old should attempt a general account of the human mmd and soul. 
The constant setbacks, the lack of improvement in certain respects for over 
two thousand years, are seen to be phenomena as natural as the tumbles of 
a child lear ning to walk, or the deflection of a sensitive boy’s attention by 
the need of making a living. 

The broad facts remain. Life had progressed, even before man was 
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first evolved. Life progressed further by evolving man. Man has progressed 
during the half milhon or so years fi-om the first Homimdae, even during 
the ten thousand years since the final amelioration of climate after the Ice 
Age. And the potentiahties of progress which are revealed, once his eyes 
have been opened to the evolutionary vista, are unlimited. 

At last we have an optimistic, instead of a pessimistic, theory of this 
world and our life upon it. Admittedly the optimism cannot be facile, and 
must be tempered with reflection on the length of time involved, on the 
hard work that will be necessary, on the inevitable residuum of accident 
and unhappiness that will remain. Perhaps we had better call it a melioristic 
rather than an optimistic view: but at least it preaches hope and inspires 
to action. 

I believe very definitely that it is among human personalities that there 
exist the highest and most valuable achievements of the universe — or at 
least the highest and most valuable achievements of which we have or, 
apparently, can have knowledge. That means that I believe that the State 
exists for the development of individual lives, not mdividuals for the devel- 
opment of the State. 

But I also believe that the individual is not an isolated, separate thing. 
An individual is a transformer of matter and experience: it is a system of 
relations between its own basis and the universe, including other individ- 
uals. An individual may believe that he should devote himself entirely to a 
cause, even sacrifice himself to it-rr^his country, truth, art, love. It is in the 
devotion or the sacrifice that he becomes most himself, it is because of the 
devotion or sacrifice of individuals that causes become of value. But of 
course the individual must in many ways subordinate himself to the com- 
munity — only not to the extent of believing that in the community resides 
any virtue higher than that of the individuals which compose it. 

The community provides the machinery for the existence and develop- 
ment of individuals. There are those who deny the importance of social 
machinery, who assert that the only important thing is a change of heart, 
and that the right machinery is merely a natural consequence of the right 
inner attitude. This appears to me mere solipsism. Different kinds of social 
machinery predispose to different inner attitudes. The most admirable ma- 
chinery is useless if the inner life is unchanged: but social machinery can 
affect the fullness and quality of hfc. Social machinery can be devised to 
make war more difficult, to promote health, to add interest to life. Let us not 
despise machinery in our zeal for fullness of life, any more than we should 
dream that machinery can ever automatically grind out perfection of living. 

I beheve in diversity. Every biologist knows that human beings differ 
in their hereditary outfits, and therefore in the possibilities that they can 
realize. Psychology is showing us how different are the types that jostle 
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each other on the world’s streets. No amount of persuasion or education 
can make the extravert really understand the introvert, the verbalist under* 
stand the lover of handicraft, the nonmathematical or nonmusical person 
understand the passion of the mathematician or the musician. We can try 
to forbid certain attitudes of mind. We could theoretically breed out much 
of human variety. But this would be a sacrifice. Diversity is not only the 
salt of life, but the basis of collective achievement. And the complement of 
diversity is tolerance and understanding. This does not mean rating all 
values alike. We must protect society against criminals: we must struggle 
against what we think wrong. But just as in our handling of the criminal 
we should try to reform rather than merely to punish, so we must try to 
understand why we judge others’ actions as wrong, which implies trying 
to understand the workings of our own minds, hnd discounting our own 
prejudices. 

Finally, I believe that we can never reduce our principles to any few 
simple terms. Existence is always too various and too complicated. We 
must supplement principles with faith. And the only faith that is both con- 
crete and comprehensive is in life, its abundance and its progress. My final 
belief is in life. 


Theodore Spencer 

Theodore Spencer {1^2- ), Professor of English at Harvard, is a 

Sha\espearean scholar as well as a poet. His anginal and witty poems 
are to be found in The Paradox in the Circle and An Act of Life. 
A number of them are included in an album of recordings made by the 
author, who says that they were wtitten to be read aloud. Except for 
one line, “The Circu/’ would read hl{e a glorified nursery rhyme, but: 
“Which IS show and which is you?" 


THE CIRCUS; OR ONE VIEW OF IT 

Said the circus man. Oh, what do you like 
Best of all about my show — 

The circular rings, three rings in a row. 
With animals going around, around. 
Tamed to go running round, around, 

And around, round, around they go; 

Or perhaps you like the merry-go-round. 
Horses plunging sedately up. 
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Horses sedately plunging down. 

Going around the merry-go-round; 

Or perhaps you like the clown with a hoop, 
Shouting, rolling the hoop around; 

Or the elephants walking around in a ring 
Each trunk looped to a tail’s loop. 

Loosely ambling around the ring; 

How do you like this [Kut of the show? 
Everythmg’s busy and on the go; 

The peanut men cry out and sing, 

The round fat clown rolls on the ground. 

The trapeze ladies sway and swing, 

'The circus horses plunge around 
The circular rings, three rings in a row; 

Here they come, and here they go. 

And here you sit, said the circus man. 

Around in a circle to watch my show; 

Which is show and which is you, 

Now that we’re here in this circus show. 

Do I know? Do you know? 

But hooray for the clowns and" the merry-go-round, 
'The painted horses plunging round, 

The live, proud horses stamping the ground. 

And the clowns and the elephants swinging aroimd; 
Come to my show; hooray for the show. 

Hooray for the circus all the way round! 

Said the round exuberant circus man. 

Hooray for the show! said the circus man. 



E. B. White 


With the scalpel of his wtt, E. B. White uncovers the soul of his sub- 
ject and reveals nothing more than an infinite and foolish satisfaction — 
Dr. Ifinton's satisfaction with hts world, his God, and parucularly with 
himself. So l(een is the blade and so deft the touch that the victim is not 
even aware of the vivisection that has ta\en place. But the reader will 
see the point' a merely fatuous search for significance will arrive at noth- 
ing but insignificance. 


DR. VINTON 

THE sea pleased Dr. Vinton as no other single 
element ever had He was up very early the first morning of the voyage, all 
shaved and dressed and ready before the room stewards had finished wiping 
down the corridors. It was a calm morning, a steady morning, and the alley- 
ways were humming with the faint note of progress that always fills a 
ship. Dr. Vinton was gratified to discover a calm sea through his porthole, 
and when he stepped forth from his sutc-room he was glad to find men 
already at work. 

This feeling of satisfaction, of benignity, extended outward toward 
the world and toward his fellow men. 

“Cleaning her up, eh?” he said, passing one of the stewards. Fraterni- 
zation was good at any hour: it was parucularly pleasing to Dr. Vinton 
before breakfast. He was glad, too, that he had remembered to refer to the 
ship as “her.” 

A pleasant conceit, making a ship feminine, he thought. 

The forward deck was still wet when he stepped forth, but not so wet 
as to displease him. Spots of it were drying in the sun, and that gave prom- 
ise of a fair, dry day, and of warm weather. The sea was a shining expanse 
of lovely blue in which the sun had already begun to cut a bright track. 
And the sea, by this Umc, was Dr. Vinton’s favorite element. 

At the moment the only other occupant of the deck was the ship’s cat, 
which had made a quick trip to the scuppers and was on its way back to 
the forecastle, treading gingerly the wet path. “How free the sea stretches 
out,” said the Doctor, aloud. “Like the thoughts of Man. Like my thoughts 
on this morning,” he added. No one heard him. The look-out in the crow’s 
nest saw him, but assumed he had come on deck to be sick. A gull swung 
low to the water. “Graceful, tireless, free," said Dr. Vinton. 

66s 
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His admiration of the gull became suddenly confused with his appre> 
ciation of his own words. Graceful, tireless, free. Those words might well 
be the outline of a sermon. Dr. Vinton tried to dismiss the thought, but it 
stuck. Graceful, tireless, free— and he could visualize the way the sermon 
would work out: there would be five mmutes of introduction (a word- 
picture of a beautiful morning at sea), then he’d bring in the gull, grace- 
ful, tireless, free; then ten minutes settmg up the gull as an example to 
Man, graceful (grace is beauty and our lives must be beautiful), tireless 
(tireless in the service of the Master), free (free of the bonds of temptation 
and sin). “Oh my friends . . said Dr. Vinton to the ship’s cat, just as 
it disappeared below. 

All things seemed to be conspirmg to put the Doctor into as fine a 
mood as he had ever experienced. There was just enough motion to the 
ship to suggest a mysterious buoyancy. He read the name of the ship painted 
on a life preserver. Amaryllis. What a pretty name. A ship that was a flower. 
Dr. Vinton breathed deeply of the air that was all about him in inexhaustible 
quantities. 

A slight scraping noise attracted his attention and he looked up to 
where a sailor was painstakingly cleamng the brass worm-gear of a lifeboat 
davit, so It wouldn’t jam. The sailor’s neck and face were a fine red color; 
the lifeboat was white; the worm-gear was beginning to shme in the sun. 
The whole scene seemed pleasant to Dr. Vinton, although it is doubtful 
if he caught its utilitarian significance. “Shining her up, eh^’’ he called, 
cheerily. The sailor paused an instant, made no reply, then rubbed again. 
“The sea,” wrote Dr. Vinton in his diary that night, “makes men silent.” 

Breakfast was a continuation and a heightening of the bodily and 
spiritual well-bemg that had come over the Doctor. 

He not only enjoyed the food, but he revelled in his ability to eat 
it; for he had come aboard with an abundant faith in God but with a cer- 
tain dark fear of indigestion. Now it was clear that there was nothing to 
be afraid of. He liked the ship’s coffee, and while sipping it recounted to 
the others at table the experiences of early morning — ^how pleasant it had 
been on deck while things were still wet and fresh with the new day, how 
he had seen a gull, how graceful and tireless it was (he did not mention 
how free it was, he thought he would save that one), and how the sailors 
were out early, shining the ship. Then he took another cup of coffee. 

Dr. Vinton spent most of the morning forward, watching the sea. 
He noticed the look-out, and once, when a ship was sighted off the star- 
board bow, he saw the look-out report it to the bridge with a pull on the 
bell lanyard. That pleased him. The eyes of a ship, he thought. Always 
watching, in fog, in rain, in storm. He told his table companions about it 
later in the dming saloon, referring to the look-out as “the outlook.” In the 
afternoon he played shufHeboard on the sunny boat-deck with Mrs. Lament, 
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from Nyack, and won. He could not recall ever having had a period of such 
sustained good feeling, such serenity. 

Not even when he spoke sharply to a sailor who was reprimanding 
a little boy for throwing rubber quoits rapidly into the sea, did he lose his 
mellow humor. “You must remember,” he said to the sailor, smiling, “that 
he is just a little boy.” The sailor made no answer and again Dr. Vmton 
made a mental note that the sea makes men silent. 

The Amaryllis was a modern ship. Fans sucked in air through venti- 
lators and cooled every cabin with a forced draught. Dr. Vinton noticed 
with pleasure that, go where he would, he was gently followed by a little 
stream of fresh air. He noticed it particularly when he went to his state- 
room to clean up for dinner and sat on the lounge for a moment, resting. 
The au came whispering through a small hole m the air shaft and bathed 
his face, refreshingly. Somehow this httle draught of air seemed to epito- 
mize human progress to him. It was no longer necessary to endure the 
discomforts of the unenlightened past. How far we had come from the 
slave ships of Roman days I We were free, not only of chains, we were free 
of unpleasantly hot state-rooms; we were coming to be a more graceful, tire- 
less, free race of people. Nor did Dr. Vinton regard this new freedom 
entirely from a selfish point of view; he thought of the men tending the 
burners in the engine room below, and of how they, too, were cooled by a 
forced draught, and he was glad for them. He enjoyed dinner. 

The next day was a repetition of his good feeling, and he found good 
in everything. The day after that was equally pleasant. On the evening of 
the third day, however, the Amarylhs ran into a heavy fog at ten-thirty 
o’clock, struck an iceberg, and sank with all on board — which was the first 
untoward incident of the entire voyage for Dr. Vinton. 

I say sank with all on board — ^that is not precisely the case. Through 
an interesting circumstance Dr. Vinton did not go down with the ship. 
When the disaster occurred he was in the mam social hall where the ship’s 
concert was going on, an entertainment got up by the passengers. Dr. 
Vmton, much to his delight, had been chosen master of ceremonies for the 
occasion — “a rather signal honor” was the way he had expressed it in his 
diary. In his introductory speech he had stressed the point of friendship 
on shipboard, which he said was the keynote of this little gathering. “I look 
upon this fortunate gathering,” he said, “as a sort of clearing house for 
friendship. I always thmk of a ship as a place where lasting friendships are 
made. I notice that our good purser has instructed each of us to apply for 
landing cards, that we may properly go ashore on our arrival overseas; but 
if I were the king or the president of a country, I think I should require 
each visitor to present a card testifying that he, or she, had made at least 
one lasting friendship whilst aboard ship.” 

Dr. Vinton smiled, and then introduced little Virginia Marsh, aged 
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nine, who danced. After a few other numbers Mrs. Lament sang The VaSey 
of Laughter. 

“I am sure,” said Dr. Vinton, rising to his feet, “that we have all 
enjoyed Mrs. Lament’s singing of this beautiful song and that she will sleep 
extra soundly tomght for having given all of us so much pleasure.” He 
smiled graciously at Mrs. Lamont and then announced that a plate would be 
passed, everyone being urged to contribute something, however small, to 
the Seamen’s Institute. 

It was just ten-thirty when the tin collection plate was returned, full 
of money, to Dr. Vmton. The Amaryllis was steaming along through the 
gathering fog; but the fog was not apparent in the brightly lighted social 
hall, and hence it had not displeased ^e Doctor. Holding the pkte in both 
hands, he turned again to the audience. “Let us sing Auld Lsmg Syne" he 
said, “and then swing naturally into America’’ At this moment the 
Amaryllis struck the iceberg and sank. 

The force of the colhsion threw Dr. Vinton through a large porthole, 
and he landed on a life-raft which had broken loose at the impact and fallen 
into the sea. It was such a neat piece of busmess that it scarcely hurt Dr. 
Vmton (merely a shght jar to his haunches) and would not indeed have 
hurt him at all had his hands been free to help break the fall. His hands 
still clutched the collection plate. It was all so neat that only one dollar 
bill was lost from the plate, and Dr. Vinton immediately replaced this 
with a dollar from his own pocket. Then he noticed that the ship had sunk, 
and that it was quite foggy. “I had better pray,” he said; and he did, sitting 
cross-legged and quite alone in the middle of the ocean. It was the first 
time he had ever prayed sitting cross-legged, and it seemed both uncom- 
fortable and disrespectful. He prayed for about an hour, and then slept. 

Next morning he was up early. Although he could not shave or dress, 
he made a few minor adjustments in his attire and ate a peppermint, which 
Mrs. Lamont had given him and which he had put away in a pocket be- 
cause he did not like peppermints. The fog had lifted from the sea, and 
Dr. Vinton noticed that the tiny deck of his raft was drying in the sun. 
That rather pleased him. He also discovered that it was possible to stand 
upright on thp raft without upsetting it — even to take a step or two. So he 
walked up and down, stretching his legs, and was very careful not to go too 
near the edge. Then he sat down again and removed all the money from 
the collection plate, counted it to make sure it was ail there, wrapped it 
tidily in his handkerchief, and placed it in the inside pocket of his coat for 
safe keeping in the event of heavy weather. 

He looked at his watch, pleased to find that it was still running. Seven- 
thirty. Dr. Vinton remembered having seen a notice on the bulletin board 
of the Amaryllis say mg the clocks would be set ahead forty minutes during 
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die so he set his watch ahead forty minutes, wound it, and replaced 
it in his pocket. 

The sea was a placid blue. A few hundred feet astern of the raft Dr. 
Vinton noticed the iceberg which had sunk the ship. Although the berg 
was, of course, considerably bigger and more substantial than his raft, he 
made no attempt to reach it, because he thought it would be too slippery 
to stand on and too cold to sit on — at least that was the way icebergs had 
always seemed to him. But the presence of the berg, so near, so diiny, and 
so blue, cheered him and emphasized his own good fortune. It reminded 
him, naturally, of the night’s disaster, and tended to help him marshal his 
thoughts. 

Certainly he could not ascribe to a mere Divine idiosyncrasy the in- 
escapable fact of his havmg been honored, in a very unusual way, above 
all other people in the ship. They were ail dead and he was alive. As a 
thinking man it was his duty to try and understand that, regardless of 
his immediate embarrassment. Possibly, he reasoned, I have been spared 
because of my being the person on the ship best fitted to pray for the sal- 
vation of those who have gone down. The logic of this contented him 
somewhat, although he found himself speculating on the inconsistencies 
which always seemed to shroud an omnipotent gesture. He even found him- 
self bothered by one or two rather trite old matters: why, if Providence 
was so interested in the salvation of an entire passenger hst as to provide 
them with a survivor with powers of mtcrcession, had Providence not gone 
the whole hog and moved the iceberg a few yards to one side, out of the 
path of the ship^ Mostly, he avoided such thoughts; for he knew from 
experience that he could not follow them through to their conclusion with- 
out impairing his general health, which, after three bracing days at sea, 
was very good. 

Still, thought Dr. Vinton, as long as I do not fully understand my 
position, I suppose the only fair thing to do is to give the passengers the 
benefit of the doubt. With that he prayed for those who had gone down. 
He prayed aloud, in a normal speaking voice, for twenty-two minutes, and 
noticed to his satisfaction that he used several rather fresh phrases, par- 
ticularly in the subaqueous passages. Then he followed with another short 
prayer for himself, for although he was comfortable on the life-raft (which 
he had renamed “Salvation,” printmg the letters neatly on the deck with 
his pencil), he felt that his position in the middle of the Atlantic was cer- 
tainly not without some peril. 

This latter prayer was answered with a promptness and dispatch which 
did credit even to omnipotency. In getting to a kneeling posture, the Doctor 
had up-ended the collection plate with his toe, and the sun, striking the tui 
plate, had shot a bright beam of light across the sea a distance of seven 
miles to where the look-out of a ship was scanning the horizon, and in less 
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than an hour Dr. Vinton had been hauled aboard and given a drink of 
water. He visited the purser’s office without delay and gave up the money 
in his pocket, directing that it be turned over to the Seamen’s Institute. 

On his return to America, Dr. Vmton experienced a new interest in, 
and appreciation of, dry land. Never had the hills, the fields, the roads 
around Vintondale, seemed so pleasing to eye and spirit. Occasionally, in 
the busy months that followed, his thoughts strayed back to the Amaryllis 
and the sea, but at such times he was reminded inevitably of his o<vn good 
fortune and of the unique, almost Puckish, designs of the Creator. 

And he frequently thought about the sermon on the seagull — the out- 
line of which he recalled perfectly — but it occurred to him that it might be 
in better taste to allow a little time to elapse before using a marine subject 
in the pulpit. It was part of the Doctor’s policy to avoid all discussions of 
the Amaryllis incident, either in church or out; for to discuss it at all meant 
that soonq* or later the conversation would swing round to the possible 
significance of the event. His escape was palpably a miracle, and Dr. Vinton 
rather disliked getting mixed up m the miracles — which were properly 
both ancient and impersonal. As for the sermon on the seagull, he waited 
a year, and then delivered it, one lovely bright morning: it unfolded rhyth- 
mically, just as he had envisioned it on deck that day — the seagull, graceful 
(grace is beauty and our lives must be beautiful), tireless (tireless in the 
service of the Master), free (free of the bonds of temptation and sin). 
“Oh my friends . . .” said Dr. Vinton to his congregation. 


Robert Frost 

Robert Frost presents here a humorous portrait of a 'New England eccen- 
tric, one who ma\es his own set of values with divme disregard for 
practicality. So a poet there is nothing very practical about a poem, yet 
It sometimes splits an idea m so many directions that all at once we see 
something beyond the present and the practical. We see light. 


THE STAR-SPLITTER 

“You know Orion always comes up sideways. 
Throwing a leg up over our fence of mountains. 
And rising on his hands, he looks in on me 
Busy outdoors by lantern-light with something 
I should have done by daylight, and indeed. 
After the ground is frozen, I should have done 



ROBERT FROST 


671 


Before it froze, and a gust dings a handful 
Of waste leaves at nay smoky lantern chimney 
To make fun of my way of domg things. 

Or else fun of Orion’s having caught me. 

Has a man, I should like to ask, no rights 
These forces arc obliged to pay respect to?” 

So Brad McLaughlin mmgled reckless talk 
Of heavenly stars with hugger-mugger farming, 

Till having failed at hugger-mugger farming, 

He burned his house down for the fire insurance 
And spent the proceeds on a telescope 
To satisfy a life-long curiosity 
About our place among the infinities. 

“What do you want with one of those blame things?” 

I asked him well beforehand. “Don’t you get one!” 

“Don’t call it blamed; there isn’t anything 
More blameless in the sense of being less 
A weapon in our human fight,” he said. 

“I’ll have one if I sell my farm to buy it.” 

There where he moved the rocks to plow the ground 
And plowed between the rocks he couldn’t move, 

Few farms changed hands; so rather than spend years 
Trying to sell his farm and then not selling, 

He burned his house down for the fire insurance 
And bought the telescope with what it came to. 

He had been heard to say by several: 

“The best thing that we’re put here for’s to sec; 

The strongest thing that’s given us to see with’s 

A telescope. Someone in every town 

Seems to me owes it to the town to keep one. 

In Littleton it may as well be me.” 

After such loose talk it was no surprise 

When he did what he did and burned his house down. 

Mean laughter went about the town that day 
To let him know we weren’t the least imposed on. 

And he could wait — we’d sec to him tomorrow. 

But the first thing next morning, we reflected 
If one by one we counted people out 
For the least sin, it wouldn’t take us long 
To get so we had no one left to hvc with. 

For to be social is to be forgiving. 
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Our thie^ the one who does our stealing from us, 
We don’t cut oif from coming to church suppers, 
But what we miss we go to him and ask for. 

He promptly gives it back, that is if still 
Uneaten, unworn out, or undisposed of. 

It wouldn’t do to be too hard on Brad 
About his telescope. Beyond the age 
Of being given one’s gift for Christmas, 

He had to take the best way he knew how 
To find himself in one. all we said was 
He took a strange thing to be roguish over. 

Some sympathy was wasted on the house, 

A good old-timer dating back along; 

But a house isn’t sentient; the house 
Didn’t feel anything. And if it did. 

Why not regard it as a sacrifice. 

And an old-fashioned sacrifice by fire. 

Instead of a new-fashioned one at auction.^ 

Out of a house and so out of a farm 
At one stroke (of a match). Brad had to turn 
To earn a hving on the Concord railroad, 

As undcr-ticket-agent at a station 
Where his job, when he wasn’t selling tickets, 
Was setting out up track and down, not plants 
As on a farm, but planets, evening stars 
That varied in their hue from red to green. 

He got a good glass for six hundred dollars. 

His new job gave hun leisure for star-gazing. 
Often he bid me come and have a look 
Up the brass barrel, velvet black inside. 

At a star quaking in the other end. 

I recollect a night of broken clouds 
And underfoot snow melted down to ice. 

And melting further in the wind to mud. 
Bradford and I had out the telescope. 

We spread our two legs as we spread its three. 
Pointed our thoughts the way we pointed it. 

And standmg at our leisure till the day broke. 
Said some of the best things we ever said. 

That telescope was christened the Star-sphtter, 
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Because it didn’t do a thing but split 
A star in two or three the way you split 
A globule of quicksilver in your hand 
With one stroke of your finger in the middle. 

It’s a star-splitter if there ever was one, 

And ought to do some good if splittmg stars 
’S a thing to be compared with splitting wood. 

We’ve looked and looked, but after all where arc we? 
Do we know any better where we are. 

And how it stands between the night tonigjht 
And a man with a smoky lantern chimney? 

How different from the way it ever stood? 


Norman Corwin 

Norman Corwtn (/9/0- ) was born and educated tn Boston. Upon 

graduatton jrom high school he became a newspaper writer but soon 
turned to radio broadcasting. Then he began to experiment with the 
possibilities of poetry and music tn dramatic synthesis on a program 
called "'Poetic License." By 19^8 he was already a writer, director, and 
producer of a new hind of radio show, a sort of poetic documentation 
of ideas, employing a literary style, an unpredictable imagination, and 
every resource of radio engineering. Oddly enough his plays, aimed at 
a better than i2-year-old intelligence, were enormously successful: "We 
Hold These Truths" was said to have had more than sixty million lis- 
teners. An early interventionist, he found the direction of "This Is Wa/' 
a congenid tash- "An American tn England" was a notable venture in 
short-wave broadcasting. “Good Heavens" was inspired by a visit to the 
Yerhes Observatory in Wisconsin and conveys, better than more conven- 
tional means, the authentic excitement of astronomy. Readers who are 
interested in production details or in the meaning of the Harvard Ob- 
servatory telegram should consult the studio notes which accompany the 
fday in More by Corwin. 


GOOD HEAVENS 

VOICE (mistenoso). Schwassmann-Wachmann . , . one . . . comet . . . 
Thomas . . . 18 . . . ii . . . o . . .(September . , . 03355 . . . 21465 
. . . 11141 . . . motion 10023 . . . loooi . . . 74095 . . . suddenly 
brighter . . . spectra desirablel 

Music: Suspense chord. 
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NASHATOR. That was code— and youVe quite right, you’re listeninjg to a 
spy story. This is about men who want to get hold of the secret plans 
of the super nova. This is about the riddle of the White Dwarf. . . . 
Interested.? 

MusiC’ Introductory cue. 

SECOND NARRATOR. This show concems astronomy. That code you heard a 
minute back is no gag. It’s the actual wording of a telegram sent out 
by the head astronomer of Harvard to all observatories in America. 
What it means would take tall explaining. First, however, we must 
clear up for you the matter of what kind of life goes on at astronomical 
observatories. 

Now there are a number of common misconceptions about the way 
serious astronomers spend their time. The interstellar comic strips and 
pseudo-scientihc shocker magazines have encouraged most of us to be- 
lieve that on a clear night in a telescopic observatory, this sort of thing 
goes on. . . . 

Deep power hum as of a generator, tn background 

HOTCHKISS. All right. Billingsgate, you’ve been looking long enough. Now 
give me a crack at it. 

BILLINGSGATE (excttcd). Wait a minute, Hotchkiss, I think I see something 
moving! 

HonrcHKiss. You do? (To stdl another astronomer, across the room.) Oh, I 
say. Dr. Dumke, Billingsgate has detected life on Mars' 

BiLUNGSGATE. Now, just a moment, Hotchkiss, I didn't say that at all. I 
merely said I thought I saw something moving. 

DUMKE {coming on). Lemme see, lemme see. 

HOTCHKISS Me first. Lemme see, Bilimgsgate. 

BILUNGSGATE. Here you are, Hotchkiss. 

HOTCHKISS. Mm. {Up.) Increase the magnification two magnitudes. 

A deep motor sound, cross-cut by the effect of a spar1{ gap. 

HOTCHKISS. Enough! 

BILLINGSGATE AND DUMKE. What do yOU See ? 

HOTCHKISS Nothing. Billingsgate, you were seeing things. 

BILLINGSGATE. I rescnt that. Professor. I was only — 

AMMNGTON {the director, making an entrance). Ah, good evening, gentle- 
men. What’s up? 

ALL. Good evening. Director. Good evening. Dr. Addington. 

DUMKE. Nothing new. Still searching. 
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ADDINGTON. Very good. Keep your eye glued to Mars. And while you’re at 
It, be on the lookout for exploding stars and new comets. We want to 
be the first to see them if there are any around. 

HOTCHKISS. Right, sir. 

ADDINGTON. Also, chcck a couple of constellations for weather predictions be- 
fore it gets light. 

BILLINGSGATE. Yes, sir. 

ADDINGTON. I’m going back to the laboratory to contmue work on the rocket 
ship; but in the meantime, Dumke, will you give Jupiter and Venus the 
once-over just in case there might be signs of life on them? {Fading.) 
Never can tell when something might show up. 

DUMKE. Righto, Dr. Addington. {Up.) Swing ’cr six degrees to the west! 
VOICE {off). Swing ’cr six degrees to the west. 

Buzzer; then a bell; then a blast of compressed air; finally a tremen- 
dous sound of whirring. When it stops: 

DUMKE. Hold It' Ahl Wonderful sharp focusi 
HOTCHKISS. Yeah? What do you see? 

DUMKE. Just a moment, now. 

HOTCHKISS. Lcmmc see, lemme see. 

BILLINGSGATE Mc first. I was first. ... {The squabbling fades under ^ 
Music A daft cue. 

NARRATOR. No, that is not what goes on m an observatory of a clear night. 
Astronomers don’t keep their eyes glued to their telescopes. They spend 
very little time gazing at the fancy showpieces of the skies. They hardly 
ever look at the rings of Saturn or the craters of the moon — they’re not 
at all concerned with watching the planet Mars for signals to be flashed 
to earth, nor do they ever make weather predictions or have a desire 
to travel through space on rocket ships. 

Do you want to know what really is typical of a night at a big 
observatory like Yerkes? 

Music, please, for atmosphere. 

Music: A night theme, fading under: 

NARRATOR. It IS night in the country. A dark observatory broods under the 
northern constellations. Off on the horizon there’s a faint glow from a 
town in the valley. But here it is dark— and quiet, except for the scat- 
tered small talk of insects in the fields. 

"Night noises in. 

We hear steps on stone; they advance up stone stairs. When they stop 
we hear the sound of a l(ey in a locl^. 
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NAUATox. This man is an astronomer. He’s alone. He’s opening die door of 
the observatory. Observatories have dgors with locks m them, like your 
^ house. 

A door opens, closes; as it does so, the night sounds go out. Slowly the 
steps advance along a stone floor and upstairs, T hen a metal door opens 
and closes. 

NAXKATOR. Now he enters the dome — a great vault full of echoes, dark and 
cold and draughty. It is solemn, like the inquisition chambers of comic- 
strip characters who commute between stars. 

Echo chamber tn for steps on metal stairs, then across a wooden hollow 
floor. We hear the flul^ of an electnc switch; then more steps. 

NARRATOR. A Small hght goes on now— enough to make out the great hulk 
of a telescope mounted on a massive pier, bigger-girthcd and longer 
than the fiercest cannon. 

Now he pulls a cord which moves a shutter in the dome. 

Shutter effect— a big Venetutn-bhnd sound, off perspective, and with 
echo, 

NARRATOR. And now the roof is slit, the heavens shining through. 

Steps on a wooden floor. 

NARRATOR. This donc, he walks to a control board and pulls a lever. 

A slight high~pitched skidding sound, as of a transmission belt being 
shifted. • 

NARRATOR. And the floor rises. . . . 

A heavy motor sound — grinding — almost likj: a subway train at low 
speed. It stops. 

NARRATOR. Thc floor has risen beneath his feet, risen three times his height. 
And now he pulls another lever, and the great refractor swmgs around 
to meet the open sector of the dome. 

Another skjdding sound and a slower grinding mesh of heavy gears; 
motor noises also. At length it stops. 

NARRATOR. This tclcscope wcighs twenty tons, and yet it can be moved by 
hand. Our friend now reaches up and pulls the eyepiece ebser to his 
eye. Then, havmg found his field . . . 

ASTRONOMER Right ascension, three hours fifty-five minutes; declination, 
minus thirteen degrees forty-one seconds. . . . 
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NAutATOR. He trains it on the star 40 Eridani— 40 for its order in the ascen- 
sion, Eridani for the constellation in which it appears. . . . (This ascen- 
sion and declination and parallax business is over our heads in more 
ways than one.) . . . But what is our astronomer domg now? He’s 
twiddling screws* to move cross-wires — readmg a micrometer, to set the 
glass steady on its objective. Meanwhile a silent mechanism keeps turn- 
mg the telescope westward exactly at the rate of the earth’s rotation 
eastward. In this way the poised and balanced superspyglass follows 
automatically the pin-pomt in the sky which the astronomer has singled 
out. 

And now, for a moment, the image of the star is studied. . . . 

Music: Star theme in. 

40 Eridani I It burns like some forgotten signal lantern at a junction 
of two skies. The naked eye is clothed now, and it senses something of 
the unimaginable force that throbs so many, many billions of miles 
away. It gathers in the long, pulsating rays; it feels the grave and mystic 
splendor of this numbered sphere whose light for more than sixty years 
has been traveling through space to keep this rendezvous. 

Muste: Out, 

NAKRATOR. Hc’s noted all he needs to note, and now he disengages the eye- 
piece . . . 

Small sound of metallic attachment. 

NARRATOR. . . . and substitutes for it a camera plateholder. He’s going to 
take a photograph which later will be studied under microscopes. Ex- 
posure? Say ten seconds, for dramatic license; it might well be closer 
to an hour. He sets an astronomical alarm-clock for the length of the 
exposure: 

Clean, quiet tiching. After ten seconds, an ordinary alarm<loc\ rings. 

NARRATOR. We’ll leave the doctor now, while he takes his plate and goes 
inside a portable dark room to develop it. When he comes out he’ll enter 
in a date book a log of observations concerning 40 Eridani. He will fill 
in right ascension, declination, date, observatory weather, the outside 
temperature, the temperature of the telescope tube, the barometric pres- 
sure. He will go home at two km Another member of the observatory 
staff will come in at two and use the telescope till dawn. And when the 
dawn comes? . . . 

A little dawn music, please. 

Music: A dawn theme. 
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NARRATOR. Do practical'tnindcd listeners want to know what good there is 
in all this? After the stars have been charted, weighed, their distances 
determined, their elements found out — so what, do you want to know? 
Well, in the first place, since when does the pursuit of a pure science 
have to apologize to practical men? 

saENTisT {very apologetically). I say, Mr. Pennypacker, do you mind if I 
pursue my study of spectroheliography ? It may take me a lifetime, and 
it may yield no commercially important results, but — er — uh — 

NARRATOR. What docs Pennypacker know about the possible pracucal results 
of spectroheliography ^ Pennypacker’s busy packing pennies, and let him 
stick to it. Even if astronomy never meant a hoot toward the improve- 
ment of human existence, that would be no reason why its work should 
not persist, why it should requu-e any statement of defense. 

But consider some of astronomy’s more practical applications — 
everyday ones: 

ANNOUNCER. When you hear the musical note, the time will be exactly 

minutes and seconds past o’clock. Eastern Time.^ 

Chime. ^ 

WOMAN. It will be high tide at Sandy Hook at a m. tomorrow. 

NAVIGATOR. Our ship’s position IS lautude 56 degrees 9 minutes south, longi- 
tude 77 degrees 4 minutes west. 

TECHNICIAN. The War Department has just ordered forty thousand more 
tanks of helium. 

NARRATOR {summarizing) . Time? The special province of astronomy. Tide? 
The pull of sun and moon upon the earth. Navigation^ Largely a 
system of solar and lunar measurement. Helium? An element dis- 
covered on the sun before it was discovered in the earth. And more- 
over, Mr. Pennypacker — 

ASTRONOMER. The sun and stars hold within them the secret of releasing 
tremendous quantities of ehergy from matter. We don’t yet know the 
answer to the riddle of the sun’s renewal. If we find out, the earth will 
never have to worry about exhausting fuel supplies, for the energy taken 
from an old tin can might move a ship around the world. 

NARRATOR. Matter into energy? Here arc some facts which may well raise 
a Pennypacker’s hair: 

QUESTIONER. Qucstion: How much of the sun’s total energy does the earth 
intercept? Do you thmk you can guess within 20 per cent? 

A pause after each of these questions to give it time to sinl(^ in and to 
allow the listener a chance to guess. 

^ The announcer fills in the blanks with the actual tune. 
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ANSWERER. Aoswcr: One twenty-millionth of i per cent. 

QUESTIONER. Qucstion.' Within a thousand degrees, what is the temperature 
of the sun’s interior? 

ANSWERER. Answer: Ten million degrees centigrade. 

QUESTIONER. Question: According to Einstein’s formula, the sun is losing 
four million tons of mass each second. At this rate, how ^n will it 
be before it decreases by one-half of i per cent? Sec if you can guess 
within SIX months. 

ANSWERER. Answcr: Seventy-five thousand milhon years. 

NARRATOR. Time for our time motif, orchestra. 

Musk: Time motif. 

NARRATOR. Think you know a lot about time? Do you know the time of 
day? Do you know what year it is? You think it’s 1943? That all de- 
pends on where you are. if you asked a citizen of Tokyo, he’d say — 

JAPANESE. It’s the year 2603. 

NARRATOR. Note, plcasc, that in our literal translation from the Japanese our 
actor doesn’t say — 

JAPANESE (thtcl^ singsong). It’s the year 2603. 

NARRATOR. Why do all foreign people m radio dramas speak broken English 
m their own countries? Oh, well . . . (Gives up the line of inquiry.) 
A Mohammedan would tell you — 

MOHAMMEDAN. This is the year 1362 of the era of the Hegira. 

NARRATOR. All orthodox Jew counts farther back than an orthodox gentile — 

JEW. The new year, which commenced last week, is, according to our cal- 
endar, 5704. 

NARRATOR. And an ancient Byzantine, returned to earth today, would cal- 
culate — 

BYZANTINE. Why, this IS the year ,7452. 

NARRATOR. Whcrcas an ancient Greek would figure it — 

GREEK (with a very phony Gree\ accent). Year 2719 of the Olympiads or 
the third year of the six hundred eightieth Olympiad. 

NARRATOR (with disgusf, he’s against radio accents). Et tu, Workshop. . . . 
That’s all, brother. 

NARRATOR (withheld cuc)^ Now then — ^let’s talk about time: that which is so 
much a part of us, shaping our hves before we’re born; that which we 
have so much of, yet so little. Time can be measured more easily than 
It can be defined. This thing, so common in our lives, defies description. 
For example, now. I’ll ask at random two actors in the studio — they are 

not prepared for this. (Addressing actor by name.) , how would 

you define time? 

^ Hiis part of the script should not be rehearsed or made known to the actors before the 

show ^kes the air. 'Hie idea of withholding the cut is to spring it as a surprise on the actors 
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ACTOR, {Answers^ 

NARRATOR. {As\s another actor.) 

SECOND ACTOR. (Ansu/ers.) 

NARRATOR. Scc what I mean? Even measurement is difficult. We count of{ 
seconds easily enough, but when it comes to aggregates of seconds, then 
we have trouble. The year is a big unit to us here on earth, and there’s 
been considerable disagreement as to how to clock it. Between the 
Gregorian year, which we now employ, and the astronomical year, 
which astronomers use, there is a difference of twenty-six seconds— -and 
this adds up to a full day every 3323 years. 

Did you think our calendar just grew up by itself? Did you think 
Adam invented it? Why, once a famous pope suppressed ten days in 
order to straighten out our measurement of time. That’s just what he 
did, and that’s what made him famous. Three hundred sixty-one years 
ago, Pope Gregory the Thirteenth reformed a calendar which had been 
in service over fifteen hundred years, and which, because of errors in it, 
had begun to lag behind the solar year. So in order to make thmgs come 
out even, Gregory suppressed ten days. . . . 

GREGORY. Let It be ordained that the fifth day of October of this year of our 
Lord 1583 be designated as the fifteenth day of October. 

NARRATOR. And that’s the way it was suppressed. 

We go around talking very loosely about time, as though there were 
only one kind of it. 

VOICES. Good morning . . . good afternoon . . . good evening . . . good 

night . . . yesterday . . . tomorrow . . . when? . . . now . . . early? 

. . . late . . . soon . . . after . . . before . . . during . . . always . . . 

never . . . 

NARRATOR. You’d think, by the commonness of these words, that time was 
absolutely umform to our senses and our lives. But of course it’s not. 
To each of us time’s a sensation of a special sort, according to what oc- 
cupies our consciousness at any given moment — 

GIRL. Ooh my, the way the time’s flown by — it seems like it was only yes- 
terday we started on our honeymoon. 

NARRATOR. Or elsc this sort of measurement — 

MAN. You have no idea what a boring time we had! I thought they would 
never go home. Seemed hke a thousand years to me. 

NARRATOR. Outsidc OUT isolated solar system, tune is relative in still another 
way — It’s not what we think it is; no, not even the astronomers are sure 
of It. They argue theories with such_ impressive names as — 

ASTRONOMER. The relativity of simultaneity. 

NARRATOR. Timc? That’s a program by itself some night. It should have an 
all-star cast includmg — 
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TOicst. Greenwich mean time . . . nautical time . . . absolute timt^ . . , 
mathematical time . . . empirical time . . . psychological time . . . 
sidereal time . . . Standard time . . solar time . . . time-and'a-half 
. . . three-<juarters time . . . time immemorial . . . time out of mind 
... tune loan . . . time bomb . . . leisure time . . . hard times . . . 
time at bat . . . Time magazme . . . any old tune . . . 

NAKRATOR. And, of course, time for the time motif. 

Music: Time motif. 

PROSECUTOR. Is there a doctor of philosophy in the house? Is there any- 
body listening who thinks he knows all the answers? If so, then let 
him take the stand. 

VOLUNTEER (off). I’m no Ph.D. or genius, and there may be some answers 
I don’t know, but I’ve had a decent education. 

PROSECUTOR. Good. Would you care to come to the microphone, please? 

Steps across the floor. 

PROSECUTOR. Be seated, sir. Now tell me. Do parallel Imes ever meet? 
VOLUNTEER. No, of course not. 

PROSECUTOR. Wrong. They do. 

VOLUNTEER. I was taught they don’t. 

PROSECUTOR. Well, I was taught they do. 

VOLUNTEER. By whom? 

PROSECUTOR. By Einstein. . . . Question Number Two; Can a straight line 
be extended indeiinitely ? 

VOLUNTEER. How’s that again? 

PROSECUTOR. If you draw a perfectly straight line, and if it runs off your 
paper and out of your window and into space — mfinitely far — will it 
keep on going straight forever? 

VOLUNTEER. Why, sure- 

PROSECUTOR. Wrong. It would finally return to itself. 

VOLUNTEER. Why? 

PROSECUTOR. Because space is curved. 

VOLUNTEER. Now, Wait a minute — 

PROSECUTOR. Does the sum of the angles of a triangle equal two right 
angles? 

VOLUNTEER. Why, everybody knows that. I was taught that in high school. 

I suppose that’s wrong too, is it? 

PROSECUTOR. You’re right, you’re wrong. 

VOLUNTEER (hurt). Wrong? 

PROSECUTOR. Wrong, according to the laws of astronomy — the laws of the 
heavens— the laws of time and space. 

VOLUNTEER. But we’re not in space, mister, we’re on sohd earth. 
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PROSECUTOR. Wrong again. Not so very solid, sir. Why, every structure in 
the world — the granite mountain and the shapeless air — the very steel 
beams of this building are aquiver with atomic life, atremble with 
great systems of submicroscopic motion.' 

And what is light and color, what is sound, but more vibration? 

VOLUNTEER. Look — ^you keep your atoms and molecules. I still say the earth 
is solid. It doesn’t wiggle under my feet. It doesn't slip around. It 
turns smoothly on its axis, it minds its own business, it doesn’t get 
carried away hy every new theory that comes along. 

PROSECUTOR. You don’t have to get reactionary about it. 

VOLUNTEER. I’m not getting reactionary. 

PROSECUTOR. You are so. 

VOLUNTEER. What authority have you got for what you’re giving out here? 

PROSECUTOR. Authority? Ha! — ^Will Astronomers Brown, Jones, Snnith, and 
Doe take the stand, please? 

Four pairs of footsteps. 

PROSECUTOR {sotto voce over sound of steps). It’s not for nothing that the 
Columbia Workshop hired me as prosecuting attorney. {Vp.) Now, 
Professor Brown, tell the court: Docs the earth wiggle under your 
feet? 

BROWN. Yes, indeed, sir. The crust of the earth apparently slips relative to 
the terrestrial core. There are on the average of three hundred seventy 
earthquakes throughout the globe every year. 

PROSECUTOR. Thank you. Dr. Jones — docs the earth turn smoothly on its 
axis? 

JONES. The axis of the planet does not hold fast, no. Its unsteadiness — 

PROSECUTOR. Just a moment. {Projecting.) No photographs, please, until 
the hearing is over. . . . All right, go on. Dr. Jones. 

JONES. In fact, the crust of the earth slips all the time. It produces compli- 
cated vibrations of latitude which bother us sometimes when we are 
trying to determine positions of stars accurately. 

PROSECUTOR. Would you bear that out, Mr. Smith? 

SMITH. Yes, sir. Moreover the rotation of the earth is not perfectly even, 
because the sun and moon drag on our equator, givmg rise to certain 
intricate, though mmor, motions. And also, the earth itself is chang- 
ing Its form. 

PROSECUTOR. Now, Mr. Doe, your colleague speaks of the intricate mo- 
tions of the earth. Can you name, offhand, the various directions in 
which our earth is gyrating or drifting? 

DOE. Why, yes, sir, that’s quite simple. There arc six. First there’s the daily 
rotation of the earth. The eastward rotation — ^night and day. 

PROSECUTOR. Speed? 
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DOE. Oh, about a thousand miles an hour at the equator, seven hundred 
fifty miles an hour in' the latitude of New York. 

PROSECUTOR. Yes. Next? 

DOE. Second, there’s — 

VOLUNTEER. All right, all right, the earth is moving in six directions at once. 
Okay. Now, can I cross-examme you7 

PROSECUTOR. What* was that? 

VOLUNTEER. Can I cross-examine you? 

PROSECUTOR. I don’t get the name? 

VOLUNTEER. Just change places with me here. 

PROSECUTOR. Well — er — isn’t that kind of irreg ular ? 

VOLUNTEER. So’s our Orbit, wise guy. 

PROSECUTOR. Who’s a wise guy ? 

VOLUNTEER. YoU. 

PROSECUTOR. Me? 

VOLUNTEER. Yes, you. 

PROSECUTOR. You Wouldn’t like a pop on the nose, would you, quiz kid? 
VOLUNTEER. Is that a dignified question to ask on a program dedicated to the 
Ycrkes Observatory ? 

PROSECUTOR {contritely). No— -I guess not. They won’t think well of me at 
Yerkcs, will they? 

VOLUNTEER. Hardly. 

PROSECUTOR. They’ll think I’m a yerk! 

VOLUNTEER, Step down, brother. 

PROSECUTOR. I apologize. You may proceed to cross-examme me. 

VOLUNTEER. Now, in the biblical book of Job, there is an allusion to the morn- 
ing stars singing together. 

PROSECUTOR. Morning stars singing together? 

VOLUNTEER. Yes. Now, since you are full of astronomical lore, perhaps you 
can tell me what that sounded like. 

PROSECUTOR. I can tell you what it didn’t sound like. 

VOLUNTEER. All right, what didn’t it sound like ? 

PROSECUTOR. Like this — 

Music: A quartet of girls singing “Daddy” in close harmony. 

VOLUNTEER. I move that be stricken from the record. 

PROSECUTOR. All right, strick it. 

VOLUNTEER. Very well. Now you have attempted in this hearing to demon- 
strate that the average man entertains several misconceptions regarding 
the laws of time and space. 

PROSECUTOR, Precisely. 

VOLUNTEER. Did it ever occur to you that the ordinary man wishes to under- 
stand only those forces of nature which he encounters in his daily life .? 
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ntowasro*. It occurred to me only yesto-day, while I was shaving. 

voLUNTEEK. And that he wishes to understand these only so &r at it's neces- 
sary for him to keep alive and well? 

PROSECUTOR. Well? 

v(n.uNTEER. Then let there be no easy assumption that the man in the street 
is naive. It happens that the astronomer has access to far-reaching sources 
of information, and so hu naivet^ becomes relative«-it’$ simply igno- 
rance on a much higher plane. 

PROSECUTOR. This is degenerating into a bull session. 

VOLUNTEER. The astronomer knows things which stagger us— but the things 
he knows he doesn't know stagger ktml 

PROSECUTOR. Such as what? Name two. 

VOLUNTEER. Such 35 the White Dwarfs. 

PROSECUTOR. Snow White and the White Dwarfs? 

VOLUNTEER. No. Dwarfed stars which, while smaller than the earth, have 
volumes greater than our sun. Their density is so great and their gravity 
so strong that a cigarette on their surface would weigh about two hun- 
dred thousand tons. 

PROSECUTOR. What makes White Dwarfs, Daddy? 

VOLUNTEER. Astronomers don’t know. 

PROSECUTOR. What else don’t they know? 


VOLUNTEER. They don’t know the limits of the umverse. They don’t know 
why some stars dare up suddenly and die down again; they don’t know 
what will happen when galaxies which are now rushing away from us 
at a rate of forty thousand miles a second accelerate their speed until 
they reach the speed of light, which is the greatest known speed. 
(Fading,) They don’t know about the disintegration of matter. They 

don’t know what happens to all the 


NARRATOR. Hc’s spcaking now of 


energy that has been radiated into 
space. (He continues under Nar- 


mystenes no earth^und Sher- ^hey don’t know whether, 

\^k Holmes, no Moto, no Fu- ^^en they are seeing two stars in 
Man-Chu can help to solve. ^ ^^ey are actually seeing 

These are the spiraled qui^ J 
tions, the enigmas hung up in ^ 
the purple (Music: Moon ^ 

They gaze down intersteUar 

on the tortured face of our space, (//e ,r /a*d.) 


most pitiable planet, gaze down ; , _ 

on us with the patience of a long and bping universe. These are the 

mysteries which our distant children in their clean and honorabb and 


benign societies will still attempt to fathom, looking through the 
brighter glasses of a happier millennium. These are the passions of the 
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good and goodly heavens — the fierce and holy matters of remoteness 
beyond the farthest tendrils of the outstretched mind. 

Music: Out. 

NJUtRATOR. O men who fish the luminescent and star-strewn seas of galaxy 
and nebula, of cluster and of constellation — men who silently, alone, 
patrol the shores of night, who track sidereal wanderers down and 
weigh and measure them and take their temperatures, you men who’ve 
traveled farther standing still than twenty billion Marco Polos, tell us: 

Are we not brave and meaning animals ^ Do we not make a kind of 
plamtive music of our intermission here? Do we not clock War’s baleful 
equinoxes by the rhythmic dripping of our blood P Arc we not hopeful 
seekers after nebulae of Truth and patient watchers for the ray of Hope.? 

Tell us, astronomers of all the world’s observatories: What is the 
magnitude of Man? 

Music: Finale. 


Archibald MacLeish 


About three hundred years ago, a Puritan poet, Andrew Marvell, wrote 
a strangely un-Puntantcal poem called "To His Coy Mistress." In it 
occur the lines (familiar to readers of Hemingway's A Farewell to 
Arms): 

But at my bac\ / always hear 
Time's wtngid chariot hurrying near. 

Urged by the same disturbing sense of time, MacLeish describes, in the 
imagination of a thin\er, the relentless progression of night's shadow 
across the earth's surface. 


YOU, ANDREW MARVELL 

And here face down beneath the sun 
And here upon earth’s noonward height 
To feel the always coming on 
The always rising of the night 

To feel creep up the curving cast 
The earthly chdl of dusk and slow 
Upon those under lands the vast 
And cvcr-climbing shadow grow 
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And strange at Ecbaun the trees 
Take leaf by leaf the evening strange 
The flooding dark about their knees 
The mountains over Persia change 

And now at Kermanshah the gate 
Dark empty and the withered grass 
And through the twilight now the late 
Few travelers in the westward pass 

And Baghdad darken and the bridge 
Across the silent river gone 
And through Arabia the edge 
Of evening v^iden and steal on 

And deepen on Palmyra’s street 
The wheel rut m the ruined stone 
And Lebanon fade out and Crete 
High through the clouds and overblown 

And over Sicily the air 
Still flashing with the landward gulls 
And loom and slowly disappear 
The sails above the shadowy hulls 

And Spam go under and the shore 
Of Africa the gilded sand 
And evening vanish and no more 
The low pale light across that land 

Nor now the long light on the sea — 

And here face downward in the sun 
To feel how swift how secretly 
The shadow of the night comes on . . . 



Eric Knight 

If "Never Come Monday" seems, at first reading, to ta\e us no great dis- 
tance in the search for meaning, reflect on the idea of time as relative 
which IS implied in its extravagant invention. And what could be more 
fantastic than lelativity? Eric Knight (iSpy-sp^j) was born in York- 
shire. from the age of twelve he worked in the local mills, until he 
came to the United States. Newspaper worl^ was interrupted by the First 
Wotld War, then he returned to writing and eventually, at the age of 
thirty-eight, published his first story. With The Flying Yorkshircman 
Knight arrived. In his tales of "the Yorkshire Paul Bunyan" he attempted 
two difficult feats, to ma\e fantasy credible and to ma\e his native dia- 
lect intelligible. Readers of “Never Come Monday" can judge how bril- 
liantly he succeeded on both counts. His best novel. This Above All, was 
called the first important novel of the Second World War. His Lassie 
Come Home was affectively transferred to the screen. Believing that 
every man should do his own fighting, he enlisted again at the age of 
forty-five and met hts death when the plane on which he was traveling 
to North Africa crashed. “Maybe Sam Small was hovenng over the fail- 
ing transport," wrote the New Yor^ Times, "and maybe he gently 
caught Enc Knight under one arm to save him from the final shoc\. It 
would only have been turn about, one good turn for another" 


NEVER COME MONDAY 

Oh It’s very, very nice. 

Yes ifs very, verrrry nice. 

To get yer breakfast in yer bed 
On Sunday mo-o-o-oming. 

THE first one to notice it was old Capper Wamblcy. And Capper was a 
very important man. He was the knocker-up in the village of Polking- 
thorpe Brig— that is to say, he got up early every morning and went round 
with his pole, tapping on the bedroom windows and waking up the people 
in time for them to get to work. And this particular mornmg old Capper 
knew there was something wrong. 

He felt it first as he stepped outside his cottage and coughed in the 
dark to clear his lungs, and looked up at the sky to see what kind of weather 
it was. He felt that there was some^ing wrong with the day, and then he 
decided what it was. It was still Sunday. 

687 
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For a moment or two he felt fair flabbergasted at this, for he remem* 
bered that the day before had been Sunday, too. 

“Ba gum,” Capper said to hunself. “This is a champion do, it is an’ all. 
No doubt summat should be done.” 

Now old Capper Wambley was very old, so he sat down on the edge 
of the curb, and sifter a while he came to the conclusion that what ought 
to be done was to think about it. So he began thinkmg about the very 
strange event. 

“Now,” he said to himself, “it don’t seem reasonable and proper that 
we should hev two Sundays in a row. Let us see if we can get it sorted out. 
Now the thing for a chap to do to prove it, is to decide what is the differ- 
ence between a Sunday morning and a weekday morning.” 

Old Capper thought and thought, and he saw that the only difference 
between the two was that on a weekday mormng he wakened the people 
up, and on a Sunday morning he didn’t. 

“So, if Ah doan’t wakken the village up this morning, it is a Sunday 
morning,” he said to himself. 

Of course, it took old Capper a long time to figure this out, because 
you can see it was no light matter. Here was one man, as you might say, 
who was holding the calendar in his hands. It was a very important deci- 
sion. But once Capper had decided, he knew he must be right, for he was 
a Yorkshireman. 

“Because Ah’m net wakkening onybody, it maun be a Sunday morn- 
ing. And because it’s a Sunday mornmg. Ah maun’t wakken onybody up. 
So no matter which way a lad looks at it, the answer cooms out that it’s 
Sunday.” 

But now he had decided it was Sunday, Capper saw that not waken- 
ing people up might not be sufficient. “Some of them may wake up of their 
own accord,” he thought, “and not knowing this is the second Sunday in 
a row, will go walking down to the null. And God knows they have to get 
up early often enough, and it would be a tarnble shame not to let them 
have this extra piece of rest that is so miraculously sent.” 

So old Capper got up slowly from the curb, and went stomping down 
the street, and stopped at his first call, which was the home of John Willie 
Braithwaite, who was the fireman at the mill. Old Capper got his long pole 
with the trident of wire at the end and lifting it so that the wire rested 
against the upstairs window pane, began twirling and twisting the pole in 
the palms of his hands so that the wire clacked and chattered fit to wake 
the soundest sleeper. 

Soon the window went up, and John WiUie Braithwaite’s head popped 
out of the window. 

“Ah’m wakkened,” John Willie said. “Whet time is’t?” 

Now old Capper could see that John Willie wasn’t awake, but was just 
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movixfg in his deep the way men did from their dredness and weariness of 
getting up before dawn. But he knew it didn’t matter this morning. 

“Ah just wakkened ye to tell ye it’s another Sunday morning,” old 
Capper said. “Soa tha c’n goa on back to bed an’ sleep i’ peace.” 

At this John Willie Braithwaite closed the window and went back to 
bed and got in beside his wife without ever having really wakened up. 
Meanwhile old Capper was on his rounds, busily going up and down the 
village m the not-yet-dawn, rapping and tappmg on all his customers’ win* 
dows, and telling them they needn’t get up because it was still Sunday. 

Naturally, the news caused qmte a little bit of a fuss. Some people 
gladly went back to sleep, but others woke up and got dressed, remember- 
ing that the day before had been Sunday. They packed their breakfasts and 
put on their clogs and then smocks and their shawls and went clacking up 
the streets until they got by the Green, and there they saw old Capper 
Wambley. 

“Now, lad,” they said, “whet’s t’ldea o’ telling us this is another Sun- 
day ?” 

“Well, it IS,” Capper said. 

“How does’u know it is?” Gollicker Pearson asked him. 

“Ah can’t explain it, but Ah’m full sure summat varry wonderful has 
happened, and it is,” old Capper told tJiem. 

Some people were inclined to believe Capper, and some were not. 

“Now lewk here. Capper,” Gollicker said, “Ah doan’t but admit that it 
docs seem Sundayish, like, but how are we oS to be sure?” 

Old Capper thought a while. Then he saw the answer, 

“Well, here’s the way us can tell,” he said. “Now if this be a weekday, 
the null whistle’ll blaw the fifteen minutes, wcan’t it?” 

“Aye,” they agreed. 

“But if It be a Sunday, like Ah say, the mill whistle wean’t blaw the 
fifteen minutes, will it?” 

They all agreed that was true. So they stood round old Capper, who 
had one of the few watches in the village, and they waited. They all looked 
at his watch and saw it said twenty to six, then nineteen to six, then eighteen 
and seventeen and sixteen. And the second hand went round and finally it 
said quarter to six. But no whistle blew — ^largely because John Willie Braith- 
waitc who was supposed to be there at 5:30 and get up steam and pull the 
whistle cord, was still home and sleeping warmly beside his wife. 

“Well,” old Capper says, “that shows it maun be a Sunday again, and 
now ye can all away hoam and get another hour’s sleep.” 

So they all went home, glad to get another hour’s sleep, and full of 
praises for old Capper because he had had the sense to perceive that it was 
another Sunday instead of a Monday morning. 
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Old Capper went off home himself, and was just making himself a 
little bit of breakfast, when Rowlie Helliker came in. 

“Capper,” Rowlie said, “Ah hear that tha discovered this is another 
Sunday.” 

“Aye, that’s soa,” Capper replied. 

“Well,” Rowlie went on, “isn’t heving two Sundays in a row just a 
varry little bit irregular, as tha maught say?” 

“It IS that, lad,” Capper told him. “But tha maun remember us is living 
in varry unusual times.” 

“We are that,” Rowlie agreed. “And Ah’m glad tha discovered it in 
time. For if tha hedn’t. Ah would ha’ gone and rung the school bell like 
a gert lummox, thmk ing it were a Monday. But now Ah know it’s a Sun- 
day, Ah maun goa and ring the church bell.” 

“Ah should say that all sounds right and proper to me,” old Capper 
agreed. 

“Me too,” Rowlie said. “And Ah thank thee for saving me from a gert 
mistake.” 

“Eigh, it’s nowt, lad,” old Capper said modestly. 

So away went Row\ie, and Capper sttt\ed down "to bus brcakiasi, bat 
he was soon interrupted again. Some of the villagers, all dressed in their 
Sunday clothes, came up and told him that people from other villages who 
worked at the Brig mill were at the mill gates insisting it was Monday. So 
Capper picked up a bit of bloater to eat on the way and went down there 
and told the people it was Sunday. 

“But if It’s Sunday in Polkingthorpe Brig, what day is it i’ Wuxley 
Green?” someone asked. 

“Aye, and i’ Rombeck an’ Holdcrsly an’ Tannerley.?” someone else 
added. 

“Well, happen it’s Sunday thcer, too,” Capper told them. “Only you 
didn’t notice it. When two Sundays come in a row ye could hardly blame 
a chap for mistaking the second one for Monday. Soa Ah advise ye to goa 
back and enjoy Sunday.” 

“Well,” said Tich Mothcrsole, “Ah’m reight glad to hev another day 
o’ rest; but Ah wish Ah’d known it afore Ah started, because ma Mary 
Alice alius brings me ma breakfast to bed o’ Sunday morning.” 

“Nay, if tha hurries tha’s still time enow to gate hoam and pop back 
into bed,” the Capper pointed out. “Then the minute thy wife sees thee 
theer she’ll knaw it’s a Sunday and she’ll up and hev a bit o’ bacon o’t’ fire 
i’ noa time.” 

They were just ready to move away when Mr. Bloggs arrived. Mr. 
Bloggs was late, but then that didn’t matter, because he lived in another 
town, and Mr. Bloggs owned the milL 
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“ 'Ere, ’ere, ’ere, my good men,” he said. “What’s all this, ’ey? What’s 
the idea you aren’t all in the mill?” 

So they explained to him that a second Sunday had arrived. 

“Why, what nonsense,” he said. “When I left ’ome it was a Monday. 
’Ow can it be Sunday ’ere when it was a Monday in Puttersleigh?” 

“Ah doan’t knaw,” old Capper said. “Unless,” he added slowly, “it 
happens to be Sunday in Puttersleigh, too, and tha didn’t realize it.” 

“It's Monday, I tell you. Come on ill to work,” Mr. Bloggs shouted. 
“How can it be two Sundays in a row?” 

“It’s Sunday,” they said. 

“It’s not. It’s Monday. And any man ’00 ain’t in this mill in Hve min- 
utes, is discharged.” 

“It’s Sunday,” they said. 

“How can it be Sunday?” he shouted. “It’s impossible.” 

He stared at them, and just then they heard the boom — ^boom — boom 
of the church bell ringmg for Matins 

“That proves,” they said, “it’s a Sunday, and it’d be a sin to work on 
Sunday.” 

So they all turned round and went back to their homes, leaving Mr. 
Bloggs alone by his mill gates. He stood there, shaking his head, and finally 
he clumped upstairs and opened the office himself and sat down all alone 
at his desk to think the whole matter out. 

Meanwhile in the homes of the village the people knew that since it 
was a Sunday, they would have to do all the things that one does on a 
Sunday. The men rested at home in comfortable chairs, and the women 
started mixing Yorkshire puddings for the big noontime dinner. The chil- 
dren were dressed in their nicest clothes and instead of going to school, they 
went up to the church for Sunday School Ethel Ncwligate, who taught the 
Sunday School, went with them. Mr. Sims, the schoolteacher, hearing the 
church bell, knew it must be Sunday and off he went to play the organ. 
Rowlie Helliker was already there to pump the bellows. The church folk 
went up and stood m the pews. So the old Reverend Mr. Stomnghorn put 
on his cassock and surplice. He was a little puzzled as to whether it should 
be now the Fifth Sunday before Epiphany or the Fourth, but he compro- 
mised by giving the same service as he had done the day before, and preach- 
ing the same sermon. And many of the church folk said the sermon sounded 
a right lot nicer the second time than the first, because you could see just 
where it was going, in a manner of speaking. 

All this time, of course, the mill was closed, but Mr. Bloggs wasn’t idle. 
He picked up his telephone, which was the only one in the village, and asked 
the operator to get him the Greenwich Observatory. Mr. Bloggs always liked 
to be exact. When he got them he asked them what day it was, and they 
told him that it was Monday. 
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Armed with this £aict, Mr. Bloggs went out and met the people just as 
they were coming out of church. 

“Now see here,” he said. “It’s no use pretending. This is a Monday.” 

But they pointed out that they were just coming out of church, so how 
could it be Monday? 

At this Mr. Bloggs got so angry that he shouted at them, and the noise 
brought the Rev. Mr. Stoninghorn to the church steps. 

“You must not profane the Sabbath,” he said, looking very handsome 
in his white surplice, and with his long white hair hke a dandelion gone to 
seed. 

Mr. Bloggs began to see he could get nowhere against Yorkshiremen 
by blustering, so he took another tack. He pointed out to the minister that 
while this might be Sunday, one would have to admit that it was a little bit 
unusual to have two Sundays in a row. Mr. Stoninghorn admitted this, and 
he agreed that a meeting ought to be called to look into the matter. 

So it was announced through the village that a meeting was to be called 
at the school for four o’clock that afternoon. The Rev. Mr. Stoninghorn was 
asked to preside, but inasmuch as he was unsure whether or not it was the 
Sabbath, he declined. So Mr. Polkiby, the schoolmaster, agreed to take over 
the gavel and run a meeting in which everyone should have a chance to 
state his views on whether it was or wasn’t Sunday. 

At meeting time there wasn’t a seat to be had, and after Mr. Polkiby 
rapped with the gavel, Mr. Bloggs got up and stated that it was Monday, 
and he could prove it because he had called up the Greenwich Observatory. 

Then Taylor Huckle, the pubhcan, got up and said it was Monday, 
because yesterday had been Sunday and the day after Sunday had always 
been Monday, for years and years, man and boy, as far back as he could 
remember. 

After this there was a wait, because nobody liked to get up in front of 
so many people and put in their hap’orth; though a lot of people were dying 
to, because they knew Huckle was in favor of Monday for if it were Sunday 
he’d have to go on early closing hours. 

So there was a long wait until somebody said: “Where’s Sam Small?” 

“Here Ah am,” said a voice at the back of the hall, and they all spoke 
up and said: “Come on, Sam, let’s hev thy opmion.” 

V Now Sam was a man whose word was worth listening to at any time, 
and on any subject, not only as the inventor of the Sam Small Self-Dofiing 
Spindle but because he was much traveled, having been not only to London 
and other parts but to foreign lands as well as on a cruise. $0 they waited 
politely as Sam walked down the aisle and clambered up on the stage. 

“Well, lads,” he said, “it’s this way. A day’s a day, but then again, it 
ain’t, in a manner of speaking. The time Ah went round t’world, one day 
It were Tuesday, and the next morning the captain said it were Thursday — 
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and (o it were, because Ab've niwer yet found that lost day. And- on t’other 
Imid, a lad on the ship told me if we’d gone round the world t’other way, 
we should of hcd two Tuesdays. Now if we can have two Tuesdays when 
we’re going round the world, Ah maintain we maught just as easy hev two 
Sundays when the world is going round us, which ivvery scientist knaws 
it is doing.” 

“Piffle,” said Mr. Bloggs. 

“Oh, aye?” asked Sam, his dander getting up. “Can tha tell me what 
day it is now i’ Japan?” 

“It’s Monday,” Mr. Bloggs said. 

“Oh, pardon me, Mr. Bloggs,” the schoolmaster said. “Just as a matter 
of academic accuracy . . .” and here he studied his watch carefully . . . “but 
in Japan now it is Tuesday.” 

“Tuesday?” roared Mr. Bloggs. 

“There, tha sees,” Sam said. “There don’t seem to me to be noa sense 
to this day stuff. If it’s Monday, as tha says, down i’ Greenwich; and if it’s 
Tuesday, as t’schoolmeaster says, i’ Japan; then Ah say it’s )ust as liable to 
be Sunday up here.” 

“Nonsense,” yelled Mr. Bloggs. “I know what the matter is. You’re all 
^ lazy and you wanted another day off. So you call it Sunday.” 

“Nay, lad,” Sam replied. "There’s six weekdays to one Sunday, so h 
seems to me hke it were six to one i’ thy favor that ive’d hev an extra work- 
day I’stead of an extra restday. Simply because tha lost, tha maun’t be a bad 
sport about it.” 

At this the people applauded Sam, and seeing he was at a good place to 
stop, he got down off the platform. 

“Fiddlesticks,” Mr. Bloggs said, now thoroughly angry. “If this is Sun- 
day, then what’s tomorrow? Is it Monday or Tuesday? Or do we lose a 
day?” 

“Happen Ah’m the man to clear that up,” the Capper said, rising to 
his feet. “Us doesn’t skip noa day at all. T’thing is that t’days o’to’week 
have gate tired o’turning, soa now they’re stuck, like, and wean’t goa no 
further, they wean’t.” 

“How ridiculous,” Mr. Bloggs snorted. “If that were so we’d get no 
further and tomorrow would be Sunday, too, wouldn’t it?” 

The Capper scratched his head and thought a moment. Then he looked 
up quickly. 

“Ba gum, lad,” he said. “Tha’s hit t’nail o’t’yead. Tomorrow is off to 
be Sunday.” 

At this the meeting broke up, and everyone started for home. They 
crowded round old Capper and asked him about the next day. 

“Ah’m reight 'sure it’ll be Sunday, lads,” old Capper said. “But when 
Ah coom round to wakken ye up, Ah’U tell ye.” 
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“Nay, Ah gate a better idea," John Willie Braithwaite said. “If it’s a 
Sunday, it’d be a fair shame to disturb a little bit o’ good extra sleep. That’d 
mak’ it as bad as a weekday ’most. So supposmg, if it’s another Sunday, just 
thee doan’t bother to coom round— and when tha doesn’t coom we’ll knaw 
for sure that way it’s Sunday.” 

“Aye, that’s fine,’’ old Capper said, “but Ah’ll lose all me collections 
that way.’’ 

They all saw that was so, but they agreed that even if it kept on being 
Sunday, they would pay old Capper just the same as if it had become the 
rotation of weekdays and he’d made his rounds. 

“Nay, Ah couldn’t tak’ it,” Capper protested. 

“Nay, we’d like thee to,” they protested. 

“Well, if ye say,” Capper agreed. “But how about lads i’t’other vil- 
lages? It’s hard on them thinking it’s a weekday and walking all the way 
here to find it's a Sunday.” 

“Well,” John Willie said, “we’ll form a committee, like, right now, and 
the members will each tak’ a village and goa reight ovver theer and tell 
iweryone that it’s staying Sunday these days — that the days o’t’week is 
stuck.” 

Everyone thought it a good and orderly idea, and so it was done. 

The next morning people in the village woke up, and they lay abed and 
listened. But they heard no trident of wire chattering in the grayness of the 
morning, nor old Capper’s voice wheezing: “’Awf pest fower, ist’a oop?” 
They waited but they heard no clogs clattering on the cobbles, and no 
whistle at the mill saying that if they didn’t get there in fifteen minutes 
they’d be locked out. 

So they knew it must be Sunday agam, and they went back to sleep, 
and the next thing they knew was the church bell ringing once more. So 
that made it Sunday and they were sure of it. 

And in the other towns roundabout, the people didn’t go to work, and 
so they knew it was Sunday, too. They put on their best clothes, and did a 
bit of gardening and the men mended things about the house and the chil- 
dren didn’t go to school, and everyone had a fine rest so that their work-tired 
bodies began to grow glad and proud agam. 

The next day the news that the days of the week were stuck at Sunday 
had spread all over Yorkshire, and was percolatmg up to the Tyneside where 
the shipworkers were, and over into Lancashire where the youngsters 
worked before cotton mills and looms, and down into the black country 
where the men hauled at steel and went down into the mines, and down 
into Staffordshire where they toiled at the potteries and the car factories. 

The newspapers sent men around to find out what had happened to the 
lost week days, and one of them came to the village ind looked up old 
Capper. At first he laughed, until Ian Cawper came along. Ian just asked 
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the newspaper lad for a penny, and then he bent the penny in two, and the 
newspaper lad stopped laughing. 

“Nah, lad,” Ian said, “Happen tha’d better tcllyphone thy paper that 
this is Sunday.” 

“Indeed I will,” the young man said, very appreciatively. 

Now although the wonderful thing that it was still Sunday found great 
gratification in the hearts of all the men who worked long hours handling 
steel and wood and cotton and iron and glass and fabric and paper and silk, 
at furnaces and forges and foundries and looms and ]ennies and sides and 
presses and drills and lathes and assembly belts, there were some men who 
were qmte upset by the miraculous happening. And in spite of the fact that 
everyone else in the country now saw that a beautiful series of Sundays had 
happened, these men kept on trying to persuade everyone that they were just 
ordinary days of the week that people merely thought were Sundays. 

These men soon saw that if it kept on being Sunday they’d never be 
able to make any more battleships and gas bombs and motor cars and air- 
planes and radios and badminton rackets and all the rest of the things that 
are civihzing influences upon the world. And, to go further, if they didn’t 
make those things, they wouldn’t be able to go on making more money than 
they had already. 

This was quite an abhorrent state of affairs. So they went to the Prime 
Minister about it. 

“I yield my reverence for religion, especially the Church of England, to 
no one,” one of them said. “In fact, I am thoroughly in accord with re- 
ligion — one day a week.” 

“Hear, hear,” the others said. 

“But, Mr. Prime Minister, think of my stockholders! Many are orphans. 
Many are widows. If my factory doesn’t make money, these poor people will 
be destitute — because always having drawn dividends, they’ve never had to 
learn how to work. We cannot let them suffer.” 

“Gentlemen,” said the Prime Minister, “you may rest assured that His 
Majesty’s Government will do all withm its power to safeguard that industry 
and commerce which is the backbone of our nation — indeed, of our Empire.” 

Then the Prime Minister went away and thought. Being a Prime Min- 
ister he didn’t think as you or I would. You or I, in the same case, might 
have said to ourselves: “Come, come now. What we’ve got to decide is 
whether this ts Sunday or tsn't.” Which is probably why you and I will never 
be Prime Ministers. 

This Prime Minister thought of a lot of things all at once. Suddenly, he 
called his secretary and said: 

“Carrington-Smaithe. It is a Suni^ay today, I hear, and it will be a Sun- 
day again tomorrow. Pack my things. We’re going away for the week end.” 
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"But, sir,” said the secretary, "what about the International Crisis? We 
have two ul timatums which must be answered immediately.” 

“Dear me,” said the Prime Minister. “That is a nuisance; but all the 
world knows the British week end is inviolate, and if this is Sunday, as it 
seems to me it must be, then I won’t be able to answer till the week end is 
over.” 

“But when vrill it stop being Sunday, sir?” 

“Well, Carrington-Smaithe, how long will it take our fastest cruiser 
squadron to get round to that troublesome part of the world?” 

“Oh, about thirty-six more hours, sir.” 

“Hmmmphl Then I think it will stop being Sunday in about thirty- 
six more hours." 

And with this the Prime Minister caught the five-fifteen train and went 
off to the country. And when the newspapers heard of it they printed it, 
and all the people in England— in fact, in all the world— knew that it was 
oflScially Sunday. 

And back in Polkingthorpe Brig all the people were that proud of old 
Capper Wambley. For hadn’t he been the first man in all the land to notice 
that the days of the week were stuck and every day kept turning up a 
Sunday^ 

And all over the land toil-weary people sighed withjiappiness at their 
escape from industrial chains. They rested their tired bodies. Some went to 
church every day. The men went walking with their dogs, or did odd jobs 
round the house, tinkering and gardening and cobbling and putting up 
shelves. In the cities people took buses out into the country and had picnics. 
The grownups lay in the sun and the children played in the fields, and the 
young men and women walked in the lanes and made love. There was only 
one flaw. The pubs had to go on Sunday closing hours, which allows no 
man to buy a pint of beer unless he is a legal traveler who has come so many 
miles. But this did good in a way, because many men walked the legal 
number of miles, and that way they saw parts of their own country they 
never would have seen otherwise, and they saw what other towns and vil- 
lages looked like. 

And all the time that went on, the Prime Minister sat in his garden 
and read detective novels, or snoozed in the sun with a couple of his favorite 
spaniels at his feet, until there came a wireless message. 

“Sign here,” said the boy. 

So the Prime Minister signed, and then he got a code book and decoded 
the message. Immediately he had done so, he called his secretary and said: 

“Carrington-Smaithe I What day is today?" 

“Simday, sir,” the secretary said. 

“Nonsense,” said the Prime Minister. “I am tired of this blundering- 
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through policy with iu shilly-shallying. If this goes on, we shall have a Con- 
stitutional Crisis!” 

”A Constitutional Crisis, 

“Yes, Carrington-Smaithe. So you’d better pack and we’ll get back to 
the City. We must act immediately. I shall issue a statement that His Maj- 
esty’s (^vernment hereby declares officially that today is Friday, and to- 
morrow shall be officially Saturday, and the days of the week must now go 
on officially in their regular and accustomed order.” 

“But isn’t this really Sunday, sir? Hasn’t a miraculous thing happened 
that has stopped the days of the week from arriving?” 

“I don’t know, my boy. But I do know this. Even if it is Sunday, and 
we all, everywhere, decide to call it Monday or Tuesday, then it becomes 
Monday or Tuesday because we all believe it is Monday or Tuesday.” 

“Yes, I see, sir.” 

And so the secretary packed, and the Prime Minister went back to 
London where he now could answer his ultimatums quite forcefully, and all 
the newspapers of the land carried the news that today was Friday and to- 
morrow would be Saturday — officially. 

It wasn’t until the next morning that this news reached Polkingthorpe 
Brig where it had all started. Mr. Bloggs got the news first, of course, and 
so he ordered the siren blown at the mill. S# everybody hurried off to the 
mill because if you weren’t there fifteen minutes after the siren went you 
were locked out and lost half a day’s pay. ' 

But as they trooped into the yard, old Capper stopped them. 

“Hold on a minute, mates,” he said. “Just what day is it?” 

“Now come on in to work,” Mr. Bloggs called. “It’s Saturday.” 

“Nay,” Capper said. “Yesterday were Sunday, so today maim be Mon- 
day, onless us’s started slippmg and now we’re off to hev t’days backwards.” 

This remark of Capper’s got everyone mixed up again and some said it 
was Saturday and some Monday while some still stuck to Sunday. 

The upshot was that they decided to call Sam Small again to get his 
opinion. Sam arrived in about a half-hour, and heard all sides. Then he 
looked round, and spoke in the voice of one who is used to handlmg such 
matters. 

“There’s nobbut one thing to dew, lads,” he said. “And Ah’m the chap 
that’s off to dew it.” 

With that he walked mto the office, and picking up the telephone, he 
said: 

“Connect me with His Majesty, the King.” 

Before you could wink the connection was made. 

“Is this His Majesty, the King?” Sam asked. 

“Why Sammywcll Small, lad!” said the King, recognizing the voice. 
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“If it doan’t dew ma heart and sowl good to hear thy voice again. How’s’ta 
been, Sam lad?” 

“Reight nicely, Your Majesty,” Sam said. 

“And how’s that reight bonnie wife o’ thine, Mully ?” asked the King, 
who, as you will have noticed, spoke the dialects fluently. It is things like 
that, that make a good king. Little things like passing laws can be left to 
lads who have nothing but brains. 

“Mully ’s reight well,” Sam said. “And how’s thy missus and bairns, if 
tha doan’t mind the question?” 

“Nay, Sam lad, Ah’m that glad tha axed ma,” the King said. “My 
littlest ’un was a bit poorly last week. It’s teethin’, tha knaws. But she’s feel- 
ing champion now.” 

“Well, Ah’m glad to hear that,” Sam answered. 

“Thanks,” the Kmg said. “Well, Sam, Ah doan’t suppose tha called me 
oop just for idle barneying. Whet c’n Ah dew for thee, lad!*” 

“Well, It’s this way, Your Majesty,” Sam said. “Ah hoap tha’ll net think 
ma gormless for axing, but could’ta tell me just whet day o’ t’week it is for 
thee?” 

“Eigh Sam,” the King said, “Ah doan’t monkey wi’ things like that. 
Ah leave all that to ma ministers and such. But Ah’vc just gate official in- 
formation from ’em that today’s Sat’day.” 

“Your Majesty,” said Sam, “if Sat’day’s good enow for thee, then there’s 
noa moar argyment. Thank you varry much.” 

“Net at all, Sam,” the Kmg said. “And by the way, Sam Small, it is 
our royal wish that tha doesn’t wait soa long afore tha calls ma oop again. 
There’s been sivveral things lately Ah would ha liked thy opinion on. 
When’s’ta oil to coom to Lunnon?” 

“Nay, Your Majesty, Ah give oop traveling,” Sam replied. 

“Too bad, Sam. Too bad. Well, give me a ring soom time soon, will’ta?” 

“That Ah will, lad.” 

“Well, so long,” said the King. 

“So long. Your Majesty,” said Sara. 

All during this conversation, of course, the people of the village had been 
crowding breathlessly round the door of the office, listening to Sam. And 
right in the forefront was Mr. Bloggs. 

“Well, what did he say ?” Mr. Bloggs breathed as Sam hung up. 

“He said,” said Sam, “that today is Sat’day.” 

“There, didn’t I tell you?” Mr. Bloggs shouted. “Now, doesn’t that make 
it Saturday?” 

Everyone thought it did, but they weren’t quite sure. They thought the 
matter over quite a while, and then John Willie Braithwaite said : 

“T’only trouble is, it doan’t jeel like Sat’day to me.” 

“But I tell you it is officially Saturday,” Mr. Bloggs cried. 
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“Wait a minute, lads,” Sam Small put in. “Now Ah doan’t wark here, 
soa Ah play no favorites. But Ah c’n tell ye for sure how ye’ll all knaw it’s 
a Sat’day.” 

“How can we tell?” they asked. 

“Why, it’s that simple,” Sam replied. “Ye’all knaw that ivvery Sat’day 
morning at a quarter to twelve ye get paid a week’s wages. Now if soa be 
this is Sat’day, Mr. Bloggs will begin paymg each man a week’s money 
exactly ten minutes from now. And, on t’other hand, then if he doan’t start 
paying a week’s brass i’ ten minutes — it can’t be Sat’day — ^and the chances 
are it’s off to keep on being Sunday for a long time.” 

“Outrageous,” Mr. Bloggs cried. 

He argued and shouted, but they just stood and shook their heads and 
said that if it were a Saturday they’d draw a week’s pay at exactly a quarter 
to twelve, as they always did on Saturday. And finally Mr. Bloggs, seeing 
no other way of getting the days of the week started properly again, gave in 
and paid off each man and woman and girl and boy. 

By the time they were paid it was Saturday noon, and so they all 
trooped as usual down the stairs of the mill and into the yard to go home. 
And there old Capper stopped them. 

“But if It’s a Saturday today, lads and lasses, what day is it tomorrow.?” 

“It’ll be Sunday,” they all roared. 

“Now ain’t that champion,” old Capper beamed. “If it’s Sunday we’ll 
all be able to he abed late and get a bit o’ extra sleep for a change.” 
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MAN IN THE UNIVERSE 

INTEREST in scientific cosmogony is a recent, 
and sull.a very tender growth. Anthropologists and geologists tell us that 
man has existed on earth for something like 300/xx) years; we must go this 
far back to meet our ape-like ancestry. Between them and us some 10,000 
generations of men have walked the earth, most of whom have probably 
given some thought, in varying degrees, to the significance of their existence 
and the plan of the universe. 

Of these 10,000 generations of men, the first 9990 unhesitatingly re- 
garded the earth as the centre, and terrestrial life as the central fact, of the 
universe. As was suited to its majesty and dignity as the abode of man, the 
earth stood still while the celestial sphere spun round it, covering in the 
earth much as a telescope-dome covers in the telescope; and this dome was 
spangled with stars, which had been thoughtfully added so as not to leave 
the central earth unillumined at night. Ten generations at most have been 
able to view the problem of their existence in anything like its proper astro- 
nomical perspective. 

The total age of the earth far exceeds the 300,000 years or so of man’s 
existence. The evidence of geology, and of radioactivity in rocks in par- 
ticular, shows that it must be something like 2000 million years, which is sev- 
eral thousand times the age of the human race. Old Mother Earth must 
regard man as a very recent apparition indeed; he has just appeared to bur- 
row into her, burn her forests, put her waterfalls into pipes, and generally 
mar the beauty of her features. If he has done so much in the first few mo- 
ments of his existence, she may well wonder what is in store for her in the 
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k>Qg future ages in whieli he is destined to labour on her surface. For in all 
probability the life in front of the human race must enormously exceed the 
short life behind it. A milhon million years hence, so far as tve can foresee, 
the sun will probably still be much as now, and the earth will be revolving 
round it much as now. The year will be a little longer, and the climate quite 
a lot colder, while the rich accumulated stores of coal, oil, and forest will 
have long been burnt up; but there is no reason why our descendants should 
not still people the earth. Perhaps it may be unable to support so large a 
population as now, and perhaps fewer will desire to hve on it. On the other 
hand, mankind, being three million times as old as now, may— if the con> 
jecture does not distress our pessimists too much — be three milhon times as 
wise. 

Looked at on the astronomical time-scale, humanity is at the very begin- 
ning of its existence — a new-born babe, with all the unexplored potentialities 
of babyhood; and until the last few moments its interest has been centred, 
absolutely and exclusively, on its cradle and feeding-bottle. It has just be> 
come conscious of the vast world existing outside itself and its cradle; it is 
learning to focus its eyes on distant objects, and its awakening brain is begm- 
ning to wonder, in a vague, dreamy way, what they are and what purpose 
they serve. Its interest in this external world is not much developed yet, so 
that the main part of its faculties is still engrossed with the cradle and 
feeding-bottle, but a little corner of its brain is beginning to wonder. 

Taking a very gloomy view of the future of the human race, let us sup- 
pose that it can only expect to survive for two thousand million years longer, 
a period about equal to the past age of the earth. Then, regarded as a being 
destined to live for three-score years and ten, humanity, although it has been 
born in a house seventy years old, is itself only three days old. But only in 
the last few minutes has it become conscious that the whole world does not 
centre round its cradle and its trappmgs, and only in the last few ticks of 
the clock has any adequate conception of the size of the external world 
dawned upon it. For our clock does not tick seconds, but yeais; its minutes 
are the lives of men. A minute and a half ago the distance of a star was first 
measured and provided a measuring-rod for the universe. Less than a 
quarter of a minute has elapsed smee Professor Hertzsprung of Leiden and 
Dr. Shapley, now Director of Harvard Observatory, showed how the pe- 
culiar stars known as Cepheid variables provide a longer measuring-rod, and 
taught us to think in distances so great that light takes hundreds of thou- 
sands of years to traverse them. With the very last tick of the clock. Dr. 
Hubble, of Mount Wilson Observatory, using the same measuring-rod, has 
found that the most remote objects visible in the biggest telescope on earth 
are so distant that light, travelling 186,000 miles a second, takes about 140 
million years to come from them to us. 

Not only is our vision of the universe continually expanding, but also 
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it is expanding at an ever-increasing rate. Is this expansion destined to go 
on for ever^ So far. as we can at present see, no; for a general guiding prin- 
ciple, that of generalised relativity, fixes a limit, which we are fast approach- 
ing. According to this theory, space cannot extend for ever; it has no hmit, 
but IS nevertheless finite like the surface of the earth. Without exploring 
and surveying the whole of the earth’s surface, we can make a fair estimate 
of its total area by measuring its radius, which we can do by measuring its 
curvature at any one point. In the same way the total volume of space is 
fixed by a quantity, the curvature of space, which can be determined by 
measuring the density of distribution of matter in space. Space which con- 
tained no matter would go on for ever, but the parts of space we can survey 
with our telescopes contain enough matter to show that we already see an 
appreciable fraction of the whole of space. It is as though our baby, watch- 
ing ships coming from over the horizon, concluded that the earth’s surface 
was curved, and formed a general rough conception of its size by imagining 
the observed curvature continuing until the earth’s surface rounded back 
on itself. 

Exact figures are impossible, but Dr. Hubble has calculated that space 
is not likely to extend to more than about a thousand times as far as the 
farthest nebula visible in the biggest telescope. Nothing prevents our going 
on and on in space beyond this distance, but, if we do, we merely come 
back to ourselves. The possessor of a sufficiently sensitive wireless apparatus 
may emit signals and pick them up a seventh of a second later after they 
have travelled round the world. In the same way a not inconceivable increase 
in the size of our telescopes would take us round the whole of space, and 
we should see the stars surrounding our sun by light which had travelled 
round the universe, not of course as they now are, but as they were 100,000 
million years ago. 

Such considerations make it imprt^able that the expansion of the uni- 
verse can continue at its present rate for much longer Having grasped that 
the world is round, the mfant speedily forms a fair idea of its size. Our par- 
ticular infant, mankind, has made the great discovery of the existence of 
the outer world, has formed some conception of its size, and adjusted his 
ideas, not by a process of slow revelation, but by a brain-flash of the last few 
seconds. In his mature years and his staid old age he 1$ no doubt destined 
to make many sensational discoveries, but he can never again live through 
the immortal moment at which he first grasped the immensity of the outer 
world. We only live through a few ticks of his clock, and fate might have 
ordained that they should he anywhere in the three days that the child has 
already lived, or in the seventy long, and piossibly tedious, years yet to come. 
The wonderful thing is that she has selected for us what is, perhaps, in some 
ways the most sensational moment of all in the life of our race. 

The child sets its newly awakened mind to work to adjust and co-ordi- 
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nate a new array of facts. If the world was not made to surround its cradle, 
what purpose can it serve? If the lights of the great ships in the harbour 
were not designed to light its nursery at night, what can they possibly be 
for? And, most interesting problem of all, if the world is such a big afiair, 
can there be other cradles and other babies? 

THE BIRTH OF PLANETS 

After their birth stars do not live entirely uneventful lives. They may 
meet with a variety of accidents and these result in different observed astro- 
nomical formations. A star may rotate too fast for safety, just as a flywheel 
may; when this happens it breaks into two, and the two stars so formed re- 
volve endlessly about one another as a binary system. Two stars may run 
into one another, although this is very rare. A more common occurrence is 
for two stars to escape running into one another by a narrow shave. When 
this happens, huge tides are raised on the two stars involved, and these may 
take the form of long streamers of gas, which ultimately condense into 
“drops” ]ust as did the gas in the outlying regions of the spiral nebulae. It 
seems reasonably certain that the planets were formed in this way. 

The birth of the solar system, then, resulted from the close approach of 
two stars; if a second star had not happened to come close to our sun, there 
would have been no solar system. It may be thought that with a life of mil- 
lions of millions of years behind it, one star or another would have been 
certain to come near enough at some time to tear planets out of the body 
of our sun. Calculation shows the reverse; even after their long hves of mil- 
lions of millions of years, only about one star in 100,000 can be surrounded 
by planets born in this way. A quite unusual accident is necessary to pro- 
duce planets, and our sun with its family of attendant planets is rather of 
the nature of an astronomical freak. 

In the thousand million stars surrounding our sun there are, at a mod- 
erate computation, not more than ten thousand planetary systems, because 
there has not been time for more than this number to be born. They are of 
course still coming into existence; calculation suggests a birth-rate of about 
one per thousand million years. Thus we should have to visit thousands of 
millions of stars before finding a planetary system of as recent creation as 
our own, and, even if life similar to our own exists on other planets, we 
should have to visit millions of millions of stars before finding a planet on 
which civilization and interest in the outer universe were as recent a growth 
as are our own Utterly inexperienced beings, we are standing at the first 
flush of the dawn of civilization. Each instant the vision before us changes 
as the rosy-fingered goddess paints a new and ever more wonderful picture 
in the sky, while on earth the rolling back of the mornmg mists discloses 
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new, mysterious and unsuspected vistas to our bewildered gaze. We call it 
living in )u age progress. 

In time the glory of the morning must fade into the light of common 
day, and this in some far distant age will give place to evening twilight 
presaging the final eternal night. But we children of the dawn need give 
but httle thought to the far-off sunset. 

It may be suggested that the creation of planetary systems is also only 
at its beginning, and that in time every star will be surrounded, hke our 
sun, by a family of planets. But no; the stars will have dissolved into radia- 
tion or disappeared into darkness before there is time for this to happen. So 
far as we can judge, our part of the universe has lived the more eventful 
part of its life already; what we are witnessing is less the rising of the cur- 
tain before the play than the burning out of candle-ends on an empty stage 
on which the drama is already over. There is not time for many more 
planets to be born. 

LIFE AND THE UNIVERSE 

The planets are the only places we know where life can exist. The stars 
are too hot; even their atoms are broken up by the mtense heat. Nebulae 
are in every way unsuitable; even if cool solid bodies exist in them, they 
would probably be so drenched with highly penetrating radiation as to 
render life impossible. . . . Life demands a special type of matter, such as 
docs not produce mtense light and heat by transforming itself into radia- 
tion. We find it only in the surfaces of the stars, which are too hot for life, 
and in the planets which have been pulled out of these surfaces. 

On any scheme of cosmogony, life must be limited to an exceedingly 
small corner of the universe. To our baby’s wondermgs whether other cra- 
dles and other babies exist, the answer appears to be that there can at best 
be very few cradles, and there is no conceivable means of knowing whether 
they are tenanted by babies or not. We look out and sec a universe consist- 
ing primarily of matter which is transforming itself into radiation, and pro- 
ducing so much heat, light, and highly penetrating radiation as to make life 
impossible. In rare instances, speaai accidents may produce bodies such as 
our earth, formed of a special cool ash which no longer produces radiation, 
and here life may be possible. But it does not at present look as though 
Nature had designed the universe primarily for life; the normal star and the 
normal nebula have nothing to do with hfe except makmg it impossible. 
Life is the end of a chain of by-products; it seems to be the accident, and 
torrential deluges of life-destroying radiation the essential. 

There is a temptation to base wide-reaching inferences on the fact that 
the universe as a whole is apparently antagonistic to life. Other quite dif- 
ferent inferences might be based on the fact of our earth being singularly 
well-adapted to life. We shall, I think, do well to avoid both. Each oak in 
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a forest produces many thousands of acorns, of which only toe succeeds in 
germinating and becoming an oak. The successful acorn, contemplating 
myriads of acorns lying crushed, rotten, or dead on the ground, might argue 
that the forest must be mimical to the growth of oaks, or might reason that 
nothing but the intervention of a special providence could account for its 
own success in the face of so many failures. We must beware of both types 
of hasty inference. 

In any case, our three-daysrold infant cannot be very confident of any 
interpretation it puts on a universe which it only discovered a minute or 
two ago. We have said it has seventy years of life before it, but in truth its 
expectation of life would seem to be nearer to 70,000 years. It may be puz- 
zled, distressed, and often irritated at the apparent meaninglessness and in- 
comprehensibility of the world to which it has suddenly wakened up. But 
it is still very young; it might travel half the world over before finding 
another baby as young and inexperienced as itself. It has before it time 
enough and to spare in which it may understand everything. Sooner or later 
the pieces of the puzzle must begin to fit together, although it may reason- 
ably be doubted whether the whole picture can ever be comprehensible to 
one small, and apparently quite insignificant, part of the picture. And ever 
the old question obtrudes itself as to whether the infant has any means of 
knowing that it is not dreaming ail the time. The picture it sees may be 
merely a creation of its own mind, m which nothing really exists except 
itself; the universe which we study with such care may be a dream, and we 
brain-cells in the mmd of the dreamer. 



H. J. Muller 

H. /. Muller {i8go- ) was bom tn New Yor\ City and educated at 
Columbia University, where he received the degree of PhD. Hts re- 
searches in genetics hove been conducted here and tn Europe; at present 
he is a research fellow at the University of Edinburgh. Since i^ii he 
has patiently pursued breeding experiments on the fruit fly Drosophila, 
the amazing results of which ate mentioned below. In this opening 
chapter of his Out of the Night he reduces to its simplest terms the enor- 
mous complexity of modern bio-chemical teachings, and permits us to 
see as far as science can yet ta\e us into the mystery of the life spar\. 
Here the infinitely small contrasts with the infinitely vast of Jeans's essay, 
yet both writers arrive at the same staggering conclusions as to man's 
place in the universe. This is not easy reading, but the "tough-minded” 
reader will find the game well worth the candle. And it is light we are 
after. 


HOW HAS MAN BEEN MADE? 

OUR ideas of what sort of progress is possible or 
desirable for man must depend in part at least upon our views of his nature, 
his manner of origination, the methods by which changes have occurred and 
can occur m him, and the relation which he bears to the rest of nature. It 
IS a commonplace that these questions have, within the past two-thirds of 
a century, been thrown into an utterly new light — and an ever clearer one — 
by the findings of biology, supplemented by those of physical science. Yet 
there are a number of serious misconceptions afoot (even in semi-scientific 
circles) regarding the essential trends of the more recent biological work. It 
is, for instance, whispered, and later shouted, that “Darwinism is dead,” that 
“materialism has proven inadequate,” or that “acquired characters are in- 
herited after all.” And upon these fallacies are founded various spurious phi- 
losophies of life that profess to answer for us the questions “whence,” ‘‘why,” 
and “whither.” The reader will see, therefore, that before we may consider 
fairly the topic of progress itself, we must pass briefly in review, in their 
most modern setting, the salient features of the basic biological principles 
therein involved. Indeed, a thoroughgoing recognition of these truths will 
Itself carry with it a radical re-creation of our outlook upon human life, and, 
by the same token, it is to the interest of reactionaries everywhere (both m 
and out of science) to warp, to deny, or to belittle them. 

In the establishment of these broader generahzations the earliest fruits 
of victory fell, as is well known, to the comparative anatomists. They 
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showed beyond all doubt that in every discernible portion of his structure 
man is but an animal, no different in his inherent nature from other ani- 
mals. It IS true that in this conclusion their careful studies of morphology 
have merely corroborated at great length the casual observations which 
men in ail times must have made, for it must have been obvious to any- 
one that, superhci^ly at least, the differences separating a “higher” animal 
(such as a dOg) from one of another grand division (such as an oyster or 
a sponge) are far greater than those separating any higher animal from 
man. The embryologists — naturalists of a somewhat more prying disposi- 
tion — ^have added that this similarity between man and other animals 
extends, with even greater distinctness, to the development of all the parts 
from the egg. More recently the bio-chemists, immunologists, physiologists, 
psychologists, and other experimental workers, in a vast array of investi- 
gations, have come to the same conclusion with regard to the chemical 
composition and all the intricate workmgs of the elaborate organizations 
of man and beasts. And the searchers through the microscope confirm the 
finding for all essential features of the finest visible components, so far as 
microscopic eye can see. . . . 

Now It IS generally recognized by biologists that the workings of all 
(he gross parts of animals — such as the liver, muscles, brain, etc — and also 
the workings of plant parts, are entirely due to the reactions and interac- 
tions of the finer, microscopic units — the cells — of which all gross parts are 
composed. Beyond this, modern experimental and microscopic science is 
bringing forward striking evidence that all the operations of these cells 
arc the resultant of the actions and interactions of still smaller particles 
within the cells — such as the “genes” of the “chromosomes,” the “mitro- 
chondna,” “Golgi bodies,” etc., as well as even more finely distributed and 
dissolved substances. And, according to the students of cell physiology, 
there seems no good reason to doubt that these constituent particles in turn, 
which are at or beyond the limits of microscopic vision, arc formed of a 
complex system of what the physical chemists call “colloidal” bodies, and 
owe their entire behavior to the changes and movements which the latter 
undergo in their reactions with each other and with the dissolved sub- 
stances lying about them. The colloidal bodies and the dissolved substances 
are necessarily beyond the range of the microscope, but they are certamly 
composed of the molecules of chemistry, and their properties depend upon 
the nature of these molecules and the manner in which the latter are com- 
bined. As the molecules are made up of atoms of familiar type, most com- 
plexly arranged and yet apparently not violating the laws of chemical 
combination, it appears as though all hvmg things consisted, in the last 
analysis, of a superlatively complicated organization of atoms, in which 
each individual atom is identical with the atoms of inorganic substances 
and works wholly according to the same laws. The seemingly miraculous 
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attributes of living things, such as their powers of growth, reprodnctioii, 
compensation, regeneration, sense reception, nerve and muscle responses, 
mind, etc.— in a word, “adaption”— could then be referable, not to any 
extraordinary characteristics of their atoms in particular, nor to the intru- 
sion of any mysterious “vital force” or new entity at any stage, but rather 
to the marvelously orderly complication m which the atoms of living matter 
are arranged, so as to form a stupendously intricate structure of harmomously 
interactmg parts. 

The shortcoming of the early “mechanists” lay in their failure to realize 
sufficiently the transcendent complexity and the interwoven character of 
the life fabric, and the role played in its determination by a virtually infinite 
series of remote and involved historical processes. Compared with a livmg 
human cell, the mechanism of the most delicate chronometer is perhaps as 
coarse and simple as is the mechanism of a crowbar when compared with 
the chronometer itself. And we are composed of many trillions of cells of 
manifold types, put together in highly special ways. How fine and intricate 
the organization within an individual cell may be is best realized by think- 
ing of the fact that m development an entire man (or other animal) auto- 
matically shapes itself, and grows, from a single cell (the fertilized egg 
cell), which therefore contains within itself the entue “machinery” to build 
a man — and that nevertheless the egg cell is itself so tiny that if we could 
collect together all the human eggs now existing which are going to form 
the next generation of mankind — two thousands of millions in number — 
we could pack them into a one-gallon pitcher! And all the fertilizing sperm 
cells, which equally with the egg cells determine the hereditary traits, would 
occupy only about half the amount of space of an ordinary aspirin tablet! 
As a matter of fact, the actual hereditary substance in the eggs would occupy 
only the same amount of space as the sperm; hence the hereditary substance 
of both eggs and sperm together would form just one tablet of the size of an 
aspirm tablet. It is hard to realize that in this amount of physical space 
there now actually he all the inheritable structures for determinmg and 
for causing the production of all the multitudinous characteristics of each 
individual person of the whole future world population. Only, of course, 
this little mass of leaven today is scattered over the face of the earth in sev- 
eral billion separate bits. Surely, then, this cell-substance is incomparably 
more intricate, as well as more portentous, than anything else on this earth. 

It is thus evident that before we can properly understand the living 
things of our world we must first learn to know the structure of that new 
world-of-the-small which withm the past few decades has been opened to 
the mind of man. At first sight the attainment of such knowledge seems a 
fantastic dream, but modern genetics is already beginning to invade the ultra- 
microscopic land inside the eggs and sperm cells of the fly Drosophila and 
of some other forms of life; and to brmg back from this survey what we 
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actually call "maps,” on which are shown, withiti the chromosomes of an 
individual germ cell, the locations of hundreds of the separate hereditary 
particles or "genes” that help to determine the various visible characters 
of the individual growing from that germ cell. After all, the latter— though 
tremendously more complicated — ^is by no means so minute a mechanism 
as that with which the inorganic chemist works. To gain adequate control 
over the world of thmgs of our own size, then, we must first seek knowledge 
and control of the very small world. The same conclusion is being reached 
today, with equally great force, in the realms of inorganic chemistry and of 
physics. And surely we cannot hope to conquer successfully the great masses 
in the sphere of very large things until we have control over those of our 
own size. The precept therefore follows that, for man, the road to the 
macrocosm lies through the microcosm. 

Concerning the manner of origin of this staggeringly involved fabric 
of organic nature, all its features bear witness, and countless secondary 
tokens testify, that it arisen most gradually through the operation of 
natural forces no different in kind from those which are working withm it 
today, and which arc ultimately referable to the mode of combination of 
Its atoms. 

For many millions of years blind chemical forces must have acted 
and interacted in early times to build up ever different and more compli* 
cated organic compounds and systems of compounds; but a turning point 
was reached when from these shiftmg combinations those materials which 
we call "genes’' happened to become formed. Genes are self-propagating — 
that IS, growing, multiplying particles within the organic system, which may 
by their chemical activity affect the characteristics of the system in all sorts 
of ways: its chemical properties, its shape, its size, its internal and external 
structure (fine and gross), and its behavior. The genes, are themselves sub- 
ject to occasional internal chemical alterations, or “mutations,” which do 
not deprive them of their power to grow but do change the nature of their 
action upon the system. From the umc of the birth of these mutable genes 
onward, the different genes (or the little systems of organic matter con- 
tainmg an association of genes) would necessarily enter into a destructive 
competition for growth and multiphcation against each other. Relatively 
few of all that were produced in the multiplication process would now be 
able to survive, and to increase still further; indeed this would occur only 
in the case of those rare ones in which mutations had happened to result 
in genes whose action was especially favorable for the grov^ and multipli- 
cation of the gene itself and of the organic system (or “protoplasm”) con- 
taining it. The other organic corpuscles, containing genes that had not mu- 
tated, or that had mutated in ways unbvorable to their growth, were mean- 
while weeded out. By the repetition of these events, times without number, 
a more and more complody efficient organization became built up within 
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those protoplasmic masses which, did manage to persist and multiply. So, 
step by step, through mutation (the alteration of genes) and heredity (the 
multiplication of genes) the millions of marvelously fashioned species of 
animals and plants which now exist were differentiated and integrated. 

It should be distinctly realized that, in all of this, there is no evidence 
of an internal principle in organic nature causing beneficial, adaptive, admi- 
rafale, or desirable changes to occur, rather than deleterious ones. In fact, the 
author has found that in the flies the harmful mutations far outnumber 
the beneficial ones, and this findmg is being confirmed in other organisms. 
Thus, in spite of the great preponderance of detrimental variations, what 
we call progress ensues in the end, simply because, as Darwm pointed out 
(and we are not overthrowing Darwin in modern biology, but rather are 
building ever higher upon the basis that he laid down), the harmful 
variants perish in the struggle, whereas the accidentally beneficial ones 
survive. As this happens repeatedly, beneficial characters accumulate in the 
race. But we can see here that immeasurably more germ plasms finally die 
than manage to continue, and we owe all our wonderful frame to the 
cruelty of nature, which from step to step allowed the animals carrying our 
ancestral genes to multiply only at the cost of a life-and-death struggle in 
which the others, usually the vast majority, finally perished miserably. 

Note, then, that though the evolutionary process may be described as 
a “progress” in complexity or adaptation, it does not necessarily result in 
an increase in the well-being or the happiness of the competing individuals, 
because it provides all survivors with increasingly deadly weapons in a great 
world war that not only pits species against species, but still more makes 
the individuals of the same species (in some cases, of different groups of 
the species) competitors of each other. The latest upstart, man, has been 
able partly to thwart this tendency only because, along with other advances, 
he has succeeded to some extent in limiung the growth of his naturally 
slow-breeding population, and in temporarily and occasionally amplifying 
his means of subsistence faster than his population has grown. Note also 
that although the creatures which were allowed to survive in any given 
age were those which happened, at that time, to Et, this did not by any 
means imply that they would be found to fit in the long run. Every germ 
plasm, every species, including man, is still thus on probation; and if — as 
much more often happens — ^it does not chance to have (or to acquire by 
mutation) genes so useful as those of the best competing species, it is eventu- 
ally snuffed out ruthlessly. 

Now this peculiar creature, man, has as yet had only a very short pro- 
bationary period. Recent findings in radioactive rocks have given testimony 
that the entire process of organic evolution on the earth has taken some- 
thing like a thousand million years, at least — ^poss^bly even several times as 
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long. Only by comparisons can we grasp such immensities, so let us imag- 
ine this period symbolized by a distance along a cord, each yard of which 
stands for 10,000 years, and which ends, in the present time, at some estab- 
lished point of reference — say the center of the private desk of J. P. Morgan 
in his office in Wall Street, New York City. To represent the beginning of 
organic evolution we should have to start the string many miles away — 
probably at least as far off as New Haven, possibly as far as Boston. 

It is of mtercst to note that, on this scale, a human generation (from 
one birth to the next) would occupy somewhat less than an eighth of an 
inch, and that, if our symbolic cord were taken as about three-eighths of an 
inch wide (a small rope), the portion mcluded within one generation would 
then be a disc-shaped cross-section having the approximate dimensions of 
an ordinary aspirin tablet. Now this is ]ust equal to the volume of hereditary 
material which actually is contained in one generation of mankind, and 
which IS to be passed on to the next generation (as was explained on page 
708). Hence our cord now acquires a further symbolic significance, in that 
it may be taken as representing in a certain real physical sense the evolvmg 
germ plasm of ourselves and our ancestors — though it would not every- 
where be of equal width, as the numbers of the population change. Within 
this cord the fine fibers represent the chromosomes themselves, which are in 
fact filamentous bodies that intertwine, separate, and reunite in diverse ways 
as they pass along from generation to generation in the varying combina- 
tions resulting from sexual reproduction. In this cord, then, there would be 
represented, in one long line of ancestry, all the material which, from the 
beginning, has continued to make generation after generation of progressing 
forms. Their bodies (or soma), which constituted a vastly greater volume, 
may be considered as a series of excrescences about the cord, formed under 
the influences emanating from the by-products of the cord’s chemical activ- 
ity. The evolutionary changes manifested in their multitudinous character- 
istics are but reflections of primary changes occurring within the potent 
particles (genes) composing the tiny filaments of the cord itself. While the 
cord in question shows our particular line of ancestry, the lines of the 
millions of other living species would be shown by other, parallel cords — 
some thin, some thick, some branching as time goes on and as species 
diverge from one another, and many coming to an early end as species 
become extinct; but practically all the “higher” forms, at any rate, tracing 
back their origin to one original cord in the beginning. At any given place 
there is but a single one, out of all the mass of cords, which has led on so 
as finally to issue m our branch; this may be distinguished, in our figurative 
representation, by giving it a red color It is this red cord which may be 
regarded as the red “thread of destiny,” in a rather literal sense. Its free end 
IS even now being spun further, being transfigured, by mutation, being 
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twined and interwoven, to give a new sort of living world, dependent on 
its new properties. 

Let us now start at the beginning of the mass of life cords— say at New 
Haven— and follow along them on their long way towards their present 
destmatton in New York City, observing what forms are assumed by their 
bodily outgrowths (soma) as wc travel forward. Except to the tramed biol- 
ogist, it will prove a dreary trip for much the greater part of the distance. 
For in this whole journey there will be no actual “beasts” as we ordinarily 
think of them (four-footed land animals) until we are well withm the 
limits of New York City. Not until we are passing through Harlem shall 
we see any creatures with fur or feathers — ^i.e., mammals or birds. And 
note that even at that stage m our journey tremendous reptiles— dmosaurs 
— aie still crashing over the earth; they long remam dominant over the few 
litde warm-blooded pioneers, and they do not disappear until after we cross 
Forty-second Street. Not far below that point monkeys make their first 
appearance; but from that point southward the records show nothing higher 
than an ape until, having turned the corner of Wall Street, we actually 
confront our terminal building. There, about lOo feet from the end of the 
cord, arc found the relics of the famous “missing link” — Pithecanthropus — 
not yet a man, but passed beyond the ape. Well within the building, and 
only about 15 feet from the desk m question, stands that stoop-shouldered 
lowbrow, the Neanderthal man, whom we do not dignify by classification in 
our species — ^the species self-styled Homo sapiens, “man the wise.” 

Our own Homo sapiens leaves his first known remains within the 
private office, only seven and a half feet from the desk. The earhest known 
“civilization” (not over 14,000 years ago^ according to maximum estimates) 
leaves its crockery a yard and a half from the desk. On the desk, one foot 
from the center, stands old King Tut. Five and a half inches from the 
center we mark the Fall of Rome and the beginning of the Dark Ages. 
Only one and a half inches from the present end of the cord come the 
discovery of America -and the promulgation of the Copernican theory — 
through which man opens his eyes for the first time to the vastness of the 
world in which he lives and to his own relative insignificance. Half an inch 
from the end of the cord there start the first faint reverberations of the 
Industrial Revolution, which set this desk here and which is now com- 
pletely transforming man’s mode of existence. A quarter of an inch from 
the end Darwin speaks, and man awakes to the transitory character of his 
shape and his institutions. 

Since we men are, in our present forms, such recent comers upon the 
battle-field of the earth, what are the characteristics that have made us 
successful in so short a time as all this indicates.^ The answer is clear: the 
combination of mtelligence and social behavior— or, we may say, of cun- 
nmg and cooperation — ^whose product is “tradition.” Man cannot outrun, 
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outbite, or outclaw the animals; but, making tools and traps, he can outwit 
them. His native intelhgence, to be sure, is neither different in kind nor 
many times greater than that of some other animals. Individually and un- 
taught, he scarcely has the wits to fashion the simplest tools. There seems 
to be needed a fairly definite critical amount of intelligence (and possibly 
of the impulse to imitate) before numerous experiences and customs arc 
naturally transferred from one animal to another. Man was the first animal 
— at least the first greganous animal— to just overstep this critical level of 
intelligence. Accordingly, since he does have the social impulse to band 
with others of his kind, one little happy discovery after another, or one slight 
beneficial modification of usage — generally hit upon by the most intelligent 
—has been passed along from man to man, and from woman to child, in 
the progress of the ages, till finally the average individual’s cranium carries 
packed withm it the fruit of the combmed experiences of many generations 
of the most superior meddlers and tinkerers — engrafted in it not by heredity 
at all (since there is no inheritance of acquired characters), but by that 
usually informal kind of education called “tradition.” This process of 
accumulating tradition we call “social evolution.” 

Among the important useful traditions that in this way accumulated 
gradually among early men were language (which was especially impor- 
tant in accumulatmg more tradition and for which a special gift was 
needed), the processes of making and using implements, the customs in 
regard to fire, food, bodily covering where necessary, and shelter, and moral 
codes. And so, in spite of a concomitant load of disadvantageous traditions 
— some of them derived from useful traditions that became outworn or 
perverted, others doubtless based on misconceptions from the start — it has 
happened that the not excessive intelligence of man has, after numberless 
generations (though, geologically speakmg, in an extremely short time), 
been multiplied to far beyond its native magnitude, thus “artificially” set- 
tmg the capabilities of most groups of man at an immeasurable distance 
above those of the cleverest animals and enabling him to dominate the 
earth. 



Stephen Vincent Benet 

Stephen Vincent Benit (1898-/943) was bom tn Pennsylvania of an 
Army family and grew up tn Army posts. He attended Yale at the same 
time as Archibald MacLetsh and Thornton Wilder, and began to pub- 
lish poetry before he had graduated. The writing of John Brown’s Body, 
a bookdength account of the Civil War tn narrative verse, was made 
possible by a Guggenheim Fellowship: it became a best-seller and won 
the Pulitzer Prize for 1928. In spite of this success, he was never free 
from worry in the effort to mal(e a living by writing The sheer bul\ of 
John Brown’s Body somewhat overshadows hts versatile accomplishment 
tn shorter poems, especially ballads, and short stones. Of the latter, "The 
Devil and Daniel Webster” promises to be an Amencan classic. In his 
later years he developed an intense concern for the Amencan destiny 
and, when the war came, gave hts talents without reserve to its prosecu- 
tion. His death resulted from overwor\. He left unfinished a long poem. 
Western Star, on which he had been wording for years "Metiopolitan 
Nightmaie" is a superb example of hit fabulous imagination. Its conclu- 
sion IS not without a parallel tn the last lines of "The Hollow Men” by 
T. S. Eliot. 


METROPOLITAN NIGHTMARE 

It rained quite a lot, that spring. You woke in the morning 
And saw the sky still clouded, the streets still wet, 

But nobody noticed so much, except the taxis 
And the people who parade. You don’t, in a city. 

The parks got very green All the trees were green 
Far into July and August, heavy with leaf, 

Heavy with leaf and the long roots boring and spreading. 
But nobody noticed that but the city gardeners 
And they don’t talk. 

Oh, on Sundays, perhaps, you’d notice: 
Walking through certain blocks, by the shut, proud houses 
With the windows boarded, the people gone away. 

You’d suddenly see the queerest small shoots of green 
Poking through cracks and crevices in the stone 
And a bird-sown flower, red on a balcony. 

But then you made jokes about grass growing in the streets 
And politics and grass-roots — and there were songs 
And gags and a musical show called “Hot and Wet.” 
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It all made a good box for the papers. When the flamingo 
Flew into a meeting of the Board of Estimate, 

The new Mayor acted at once and called the photographers. 

When the first green creeper crawled upon Brooklyn Bridge, 

They thought it was ornamental. They let it stay. 

There was the year the termites came to New York 
And they don’t do well in cold climates — but listen, Joe, 

They’re only ants and ants are nothing but insects. 

It was funny and yet rather wistful, in a way 

(As Heywood Broun pomted out in the World-Telegram) 

To think of them looking for wood in a steel city. 

It made you feel about life. It was too divine. 

There were funny pictures by all the smart, funny artists 
And Macy’s ran a terribly clever ad; 

“The Widow’s Termite” or something. 

"rhere was no 

Disturbance. Even the Communists didn’t protest 
And say they were Morgan hirelings. It was too hot, 

Too hot to protest, too hot to get excited. 

An even, African heat, lush, fertile and steamy. 

That soaked into bone and mind and never once broke. 

The warm ram fell in fierce showers and ceased and fell. 

Pretty soon you got used to its always being that way. 

You got used to the changed rhythm, the altered beat. 

To people walking slower, to the whole bright 
Fierce pulse of the city slowing, to men in shorts, 

To the new sun-helmets from Best’s and the cops’ white uniforms. 
And the long noon-rest in the offices, everywhere. 

It wasn’t a plan or anything. It just happened. 

The fingers tapped the keys slower, the office-boys 
Dozed on their benches, the bookkeeper yawned at his desk. 

The A. T. & T. was the first to change the shifts 
And establish an official sicsta-room. 

But they were always efficient. Mostly it just 
Happened like sleep itself, like a tropic sleep. 

Till even the Thirties were deserted at noon 
Except for a few tourists and one damp cop. 

They ran boats to see the big lilies on the North River 
But it was only the tourists who really noticed 
The flocks of rose-and-green parrots and parrakeets 
Nesting in the stone crannies of the Cathedral. 

The rest of us had forgotten when they first came. 
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There wasn’t any real change, it was just a heat spell, 

A rain spell, a funny summer, a weather-man’s jc^, 

In spite of the geraniums three ^ high 
In the tin-can gardens of Hester and Desbrosses. 

New York was New York. It couldn’t turn inside out. 

When they got the news from Woods Hole about the^ Gulf Stream, 
The Times ran an adequate story. 

But nobody reads those stories but science-cranks. 

Until, one day, a somnolent city-editor 

Gave a new cub the termite yarn to break his teeth on. 

The cub was just down from Vermont, so he took the time. 

He was serious about it. He Went around. 

He read all about termites in the Public Library 
And It made him sore when they fired him. 

So, one evening. 

Talking with an old watchman, beside the first 
Raw girders of the new Planetopolis Building 
(Ten thousand brine-cooled offices, each with shower) 

He saw a dark line creeping across the rubble 
And turned a flashlight on it. 

“Say, buddy,’’ he said, 

“You better look out for those ants. They cat wood, you know, 
They’ll have your shack down m no time.’’ 

The watchman spat. 

“Oh, they’ve quit eating wood,” he said, in a casual voice, 

“I thought everybody knew that.” 

— and, reaching down. 

He pried from the insect jaws the bright crumb of steel. 



Kirtley F. Mather 

Kttiley F. Mather (^1888- ), Professor of Geology, has been at Har- 

vard stnce 1924. His interests, by no means confined to science, include 
propaganda analysis, children's museums, adult education; tn 1935, he 
led the opposition to the “teacher/ oath" law in Massachusetts on the 
ground that such compulsion was a denial of academic freedom and 
would mal(e teachers subservient to the State. 


THE FUTURE OF MAN AS AN INHABITANT 
OF THE EARTH 

DURING the first decade or two of the current 
century, geologists, astronomers, and physicists engaged m many discus- 
sions concerning the future of the earth as an abode for life. Some believed 
that “the end of the world" was relatively close at hand; others, that the 
prospect for the future was to be measured in terms of hundreds of thou- 
sands if not of millions of years. As usual m scientific circles, there has 
emerged from the conflict of ideas during the years of discussion a general 
unanimity of opinion, and today the geologic outlook for the future of the 
earth is quite clear. 

Since the turn of the century new methods of measuring the length of 
geologic time have been discovered and applied. New concepts of the 
nature and sources of energy have been proposed and tested. New data 
concerning astronomic space and the distribution of the stars have been 
obtamed. Innumerable details of earth history have been deciphered to give 
a trustworthy record of the changes that the earth and its inhabitants have 
undergone in the past. The key to unlock the secrets of the future is now 
available in this knowledge of the past, and with our present understanding 
of the processes of nature that key may be intelhgently used. All the evi- 
dence combines to lead us unmistakably to the conclusion that for many 
scores, if not for hundreds of millions of years to come, the earth will con- 
tinue to be a comfortably habitable abode for creatures hke ours£lves. 

. Surface temperatures of the earth, the most important item in any con- 
sideration of Its long-range habitabihty, are determined by the receipt of 
solar energy distributed through atmospheric agencies. For any given area 
of land the annual contribution of heat from the earth’s interior, hot though 
it may be, is just about equal to the warmth received from the sun in 30 
miAutes by an equal area in equatorial latitudes under a clear sky at mid- 
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day. The nineteenth-century picture of an earth, initially fiery hot but 
progressively cooling so that yesterday it displayed a glacial climate and 
tomorrow it will be too frigid to support hfc, may now be thrown into 
the discard. The earth will “grow old and die” only as a result of failure 
to receive adequate supplies of radiant energy from the sun. The prospect 
that the sun will “burn itself out’’ in a decrepit old age is so remote as to 
baffle all attempts to date that untoward event even by those who are 
expert in manipulating astronomic figures. Nor is there any likelihood that 
the space relations between earth and sun will change appreciably within 
scores of millions of years and put the earth either too close to the sun or 
too distant from it for comfort. 

The lurid pictures of a sudden catastrophic debacle resulting from col- 
lision with some other heavenly body — comet, planet, star, or what you will 
— are products of a vivid imagination wholly without foundation in astro- 
nomic fact or theory. 

The only plausible alternative to the conclusion that earth and sun 
will continue the even tenor of their ways for an inconceivably long period 
of time is that the sun will some day imitate the supernovae occasionally 
detected among the stars and terminate the existence of the entire solar 
system by a gigantic explosion. Precisely one such supernova has been 
observed within the galaxy of the Milky Way and several such in all the 
other galaxies of stars during the past few decades. The astronomers could, 
therefore, calculate for us the chances on a statistical basis that any individual 
star — the sun, for example — would suffer such a fate within any given 
period of time. The result would be a figure so infinitesimal as to set at rest 
the mind of even the most jittery of questioners. Pending the discovery of 
the kind of premonitory symptoms displayed by stars about to blow them- 
selves to atoms, the best that can be done is to rest content in history. Since 
the earliest records of living creatures were left as fossils, if not indeed 
since the earliest sedimentary rocks were formed, the sun has faithfully 
mamtained its energy output within a fairly narrow range and has given 
no evidence of any fluctuations that might suggest any significant change 
in its behavior. 

The geologist may, therefore, turn with confidence from the long 
perspective of geologic past with its i to 2 billion years of recorded earth 
history to a similarly long prospect for the future. Time is one of the most 
overwhelming resources of our universe. 

It should not be inferred, however, that the earth will continue in the 
fijture to display the same environmental conditions as those which we 
enjoy today. The history of mankind thus far has been enacted against a 
background that m the full perspective of earth history is truly extraor- 
dinary. The geologic period in which we live is a time of unusually rugged 
and extensive lands, with notably varied climate ranging from the glacial 
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cold of Greenland and Antarctica to the oppressive warmth and humidity 
of certam equatorial regions. Such conditions have apparently recurred 
many times at long-spaced intervals since the oldest known rocks were 
formed, but added together the time thus represented cannot be as much 
as a fourth of geologic time. Much more characteristic of earth history as a 
whole have been the conditions illustrated by those periods when corals 
thrived in shallow seas occupying the site of Baffin Land and North Green- 
land, and coal-forming plants flourished on Antarctica. The probability is 
strong that eventually, say in 5 or 10 milhon years, the earth will display 
again the physical conditions of many past geologic periods that were char- 
acterized by broad low lands, wide shallow seas, and uniform genial 
climate. 

But most of us have a greater interest in the next few centuries than 
in the subsequent millions of years. Minor changes in climate will doubt- 
less occur }ust as they have in the last few thousand years. Unfortunately, 
or perhaps fortunately, there is no basis for prediction concerning their 
nature, whether for ^tter or for worse. There is really no good reason 
for referring to the present as “a post-glacial epoch”; it may prove to be 
an interglacial epoch. But our ancestors weathered ice ages in the past, 
and presumably we are better equipped for such contingencies than they 
were. Should the average annual temperature of the earth as a whole be 
reduced something like 10® F. and remain at that lower level for a few 
millennia, it is likely that once more the greater part of Canada, the northern 
United States, and the Scandinavian countries would be buried beneath 
great ice sheets. But in consequence of the removal of water from the sea as 
vapor to form the snow to produce the glacial ice, considerable areas now 
shallowly submerged along the coast lines in middle and equatorial lati- 
tudes would emerge as dry land. Indeed, it is likely that the area of land 
suitable for human abode would be nearly or quite as great at the climax 
of a glacial period as it is today. 

By the same token, the disappearance of existing bodies of glacial ice 
as a result of rapid amelioration of climate m the not-distant future would, 
if It occurred, be a decidedly mixed blessing. Return to the sea the water 
now imprisoned in the ice on the Arcuc islands, Greenland and Antarctica 
without any compensating changes in crustal elevation, and sea level would 
be raised 150 to 160 feet the world around. Considering the number of 
people who now work or sleep in buildings m metropolitan communities 
not over 150 feet above sea level, the importance of such a change is readily 
apparent. But from the geologists’ point of view these are relatjvely trivial 
matters. With due deference to the nature of the climatic variations and 
geologic changes which are certain to occur in the next few thousand years, 
there is nothing to be expected from such sources that would seriously 
deter the human species from maintaining a comfortable existence on the 
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surface of the earth for an indefinitely long period of time— a period to be 
measured in millions rather than in mere thousands of years. 

2 

At last, it is generally understood that man is a part ^ nature. He 
may be something more than an animal (that depends largely upon defi- 
nition), but be is none the less truly a part of the animal world. Like the 
other inhabitants of the earth, man is a product of evolutionary processes 
operating on this particular planet. 

We may be the latest product of the creative forces displaying them- 
selves in the organic development takmg place m this particular portion 
of the cosmos, but we have no reason to assume that we are the last achieve- 
ment of those forces. Nor does the fact that man has arisen from a lowly 
origin through processes of evolution validate the optimistic inference that 
he will necessarily continue his progress to ever higher levels of activity. 
Evolution does not guarantee progress; it merely guarantees change. The 
change may be for the better or the worse, depending upon the conditions 
of tune and place and the vitality of the individuals concerned. 

The pages of Mother Earth’s diary reveal an amazing and thought- 
provoking record of the progress of living creatures throughout the long 
eras of earth history. Again and again, in the procession of the living, 
dynasties of animals or plants have arisen from a humble origin to a posi- 
tion of world supremacy, maintamed for a comparatively brief period and 
then lost forever. Some have disappeared entuely as their paths have led 
them off into blmd alleys. Others have sunk to a low level and have con- 
tinued a degenerate existence to the present day. A few have given rise to 
other and more efficient forms of life that superseded their predecessors as 
leaders m the procession. Gradually we arc discovermg some of the reasons 
for success and failure along the path of life. Beyond question, man may 
profit from these experiences of the past, if he uses the intellectual and 
moral resources which are available for him. 

From the point of view attamed through knowledge of geologic life 
development, man has today a unique opportunity to gain continuing secur- 
ity for himself and his progeny on the face of the earth, but whether or 
not he takes advantage of that opportunity is to be determined largely by 
himself. So far as we can tell, man is the first animal possessing the power 
to determme his own evoluoonary destiny, but there is nothing in the 
record which guarantees that he will use that power wisely. 

Hie animal species that in the past have been able to maintain their 
existence for more than 2 or 3 miUion years are relatively few in number. 
Most of them were comparatively simple types belonging to the less highly 
organized branches or phyla of the anunal kingdom. Many were inhabi t- 
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ants of fJie sea where environmental conditions were remarkably stable 
throughout long periods of time. Among placental mammaU, the major 
subdivision of the vertebrates to which man belongs, there is no aimilar 
record of longevity. Except under extraordinary conditions of geographic 
isolation, no speaes of placental mammal has persisted more than 2 or 3 
million years. No matter how successful it may have been temporarily in 
multiplying and spreadmg over the face of ^e earth, each has become 
extinct m a geologically brief span of time. Perhaps a half miUion years 
might appropriately be taken as the average “life” of a species in this group 
of highly organized and notably complex creatures. 

But extinction does not necessarily mean failure; it has frequently indi- 
cated the acme of achievement. For example, some of the now extinct three- 
toed horses and four-toed camels passed on “the torch of progress” to their 
descendants, the one-toed horses and two-toed camels, and thus gamed 
long-continuing security for their kind. 

What then does the future hold for mankmd? Genus Homo has 
already existed for 3 or 4 hundred thousand years; the species Homo 
sapiens has about 50 thousand years to its credit. If the average applies, 
we may expect nearly or quite a half million years more of existence for our 
kind and then either oblivion as we reach the end of a blind alley or progres- 
sive development into some type of descendant better adjusted than we to 
the total environmental factors of the tune. 

3 

But does the average apply? Must man exit from the scene through 
either of the doors, that which closed behind the dinosaurs and titanotheres 
or that which opened before the three-toed horses and notharctines? 

Most creatures have gained security by specializing in adjustment of 
structure and habit to particular environmental conditions, whereas man is 
a specialist m adjustabdity of structures and habits to a variety of environ- 
ments. No other vertebrate can live as can he on Antarctic ice cap, in Ama- 
zonian jungle, beneath the surface of the sea, or high in the air. 

Furthermore, man is the world’s foremost specialist m transforming 
environments to bring them within the range of his powers. Far more 
efficient than the beaver or the mound-buildtng ant, he drains the swamp, 
irrigates the desert, timncls the mountain, bridges the river, digs the canal, 
conditions the air in home, factory, and office. 

As a matter of fact, adjustability to envuonment is accomplished more 
by controllmg surroundings than by modifying internal organs or essen- 
tial functions of the body. When we ascend with Major Stevens into the 
stratosphere, or dive with Dr. Beebe 500 fathoms deep off Bermuda, oi( 
live with Admiral Byrd through the long night of Little America, we take 
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along with us a sample of sea-level atmosphere and temperate climate that 
is our real environment m a situation otherwise unbearable. Fur-lined parkas 
and tropical hncn suits are but a medium for ensuring an immediate en- 
vironment as nearly as possible like that of middle latitudes when living in 
polar or equatorial surroundmgs. 

But regardless of interpretation of procedure, the result is clear. Man 
has placed himself in control of external conditions to an extent immeas- 
urably greater than any other creature. He has practically “drawn the teeth” 
of environment. 

Although we know little of the details, it is certain that most of the 
creatures of the past, who “have had their day and ceased to be,” were 
forced into extinction by changes of one sort or another in their environ- 
ment, changes which came with such relative speed that they were unable 
to make adjustment to them in time. Man need have no fear on that score. 

4 

It IS, however, immediately apparent that man’s conquest of his sur- 
roundings has resulted from his clever use of things. Unless there is a 
ceaseless flow of cotton, flax, and wool, of coal, iron, and petroleum, of 
copper, lead, and tin, from ground to processing plant to consumer, he 
becomes a puny weakling. It is because he uses certam resources provided 
by his environment that he is freed from slavery to his environment. Arc 
these resources adequate to keep him supplied with what he needs to 
maintain indefinitely the sort of existence to which he has accustomed 
hunself.? 

There are two fundamental sources of the goods and the energy that 
man uses in the grim business of obtaining the sort of living that he 
apparently desires. On the one hand there is the farm and the waterfall, 
on the other there is the mine and the quarry. Things which grow in the 
field or forest, and power produced by falling water arc in the category 
of annual income. Now that scientific research has made available the hmit- 
less quantity of nitrogen in the air for use as fertilizer, the resources of the 
plant and animal kingdoms are renewable; we use them, but we need 
never use them up. In startling contrast, the resources of the mineral king- 
dom arc nonrcncwablc; they arc in the category of accumulated capital. 
Petroleum and coal, copper and iron, lead and vanadium, these and many 
other prerequisites of modern civilization have been accumulated by nature 
through hundreds of millions of years of geologic activity. Thanks to scien- 
tific research, man is exhausting that store of mineral wealth m a few 
hundred, or at most a few thousand, years. That inescapable fact is at rock 
bottom one of the most fundamental causes of economic distress, of war 
between nations, and of strife between classes. 
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Fairly accurate estimates of the world stores of many nonrenewable 
resotirces are now available. Take petroleum as an illustration. The known 
available reserves of petroleum beneath the surface of the United States 
total at present approximately 17 billion barrels. Experts differ in their 
guesses as to the quantity of petroleum that may be discovered in the future 
in areas that have not yet been adequately explored with the drill, or in 
known fields by discovery of deeper reservoirs not yet reached by the deepest 
wells in those fields. There are also many varying shades of optimism and 
pessimism concerning the possibility of mcreasing materially the percentage 
of recovery of the oil present in a reservoir rock when penetrated by dr illing 
operations. Estimates of the quantity to be added to our petroleum reserves 
from those two sources range from 7 or 8 billion barrels to 15 or 20 billion. 
I would incline toward the larger figures, considering them as maxima 
that are extremely unhkely to be exceeded. On that basis, the present store of 
available petroleum beneath the surface of the United States is 25 to 35 
billion barrels. That is only about 30 times the annual domestic consumption 
of petroleum in recent years. The average annual production of petroleum 
in the United States during the 5 years from 1934 through 1938 was almost 
I billion 100 million barrels, and the 1939 production exceeds t% billion 
barrels. At the present rate of withdrawal, the domestic stores of this essen- 
tial raw material would, therefore, be exhausted in less than a third of a 
century. 

Data are not nearly so precise for the majority of foreign countries as 
for the United States. It is, however, fairly safe to conclude that the world 
stores of petroleum will last only something like 75 years at the present rate 
of withdrawal. With the possible exception of Mexico, no other country 
has been as successful as the United States in the attempt to exhaust its 
petroleum resources in the shortest possible period of time, but rapid prog- 
ress toward that result is now being made in many regions. 

Lest we become too pessimistic in response to such unwelcome figures, 
we should promptly note that substitutes for petroleum are already known. 
Gasoline, fuel oil, and lubricating oil can now be manufactured from coal 
and other rocks rich in carbon, by processes of hydrogenation and polymeri- 
zation. These are expensive processes and their products cannot now com- 
pete with the products from petroleum even in countries far removed, both 
geographically and psychologically, from the more productive oil fields. 
They will, however, come into use more and more in the next few decades. 

Enough bituminous and subbituminous coal is known to be available 
within the United States to meet the present annual demand for coal, plus 
enough to manufacture gasoline and fuel oil in sufficient quantity to meet 
current demands for at least 2,000 years. In addition there is enough oil 
shale — a rock rich in carbon but containmg little or no oil — ^to meet present 
needs for petroleum products for at least 3,000 or 4,000 years. 
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Akhou^ petroleum afEordS an excellent illustration of the relation of 
nonrenewable resources to the activities of man, it is by no means typical 
of the items comprismg nature’s accumulated capital. For nearly all of the 
important nonrenewable resources, the known world stores are thousands 
of times as great as the annual world consumption instead of less than a 
hundred times. But for the few which like petroleum are not known to be 
available in such vast quantities, the story is much the same. Substitutes 
are already known, or potential sources of alternative supply are already at 
hand, in quantities adequate to meet our current needs for at least 2,000 or 
3,000 years. There is, therefore, no prospect of the imminent exhaustion of 
any of the essential raw materials, so far as the world as a whole is con- 
cerned, provided our demands for them are not multiplied rapidly in the 
future. 

That, of course, raises another question. Will the demand for non- 
renewable resources increase materially in the future and thus hasten their 
exhaustion ^ Recalling the fact that the human population of the earth has 
mcreased almost fivefold in number m the last 300 years, we might well 
be fearful on that score. The study of current population trends, however, 
makes it readily apparent that the next few hundred years will by no means 
dupheate that record of the past. If present trends continue, the all-time 
ma ximum population of the United States will be attained about the year 
1970 and will total little more than 150 million souls. Thereafter, except 
for possible influx of immigrants from other countries, no further increase 
in numbers is to be expected. 

Accurate figures arc available for only a few other countries, such as 
England, France, and Germany, but there is a strong probability that the 
all-time maximum for the white races will be reached during the last third 
of the twentieth century and for the entire population of the earth before 
the end of the twenty-first century. Although the human family has doubled 
its numbers since i860, it is extremely unlikely that it will ever reach twice 
its present number of approximately 2 billion. The pressure of demand for 
nonrenewable resources will not, therefore, become acute because of the 
increase m population in the near future. Mother Earth is a very wealthy 
benefactress, and our heritage of physical resources is far greater than ordi- 
narily supposed. 

There is, however, another reason why current consumption of non- 
renewable resources cannot be taken as the basis for computing the “life” 
of such stores of basic materials. The demand for automobiles, telephones, 
radios, airplanes, and zippers, is today very unevenly distributed. Only a 
small fraction of the human populauon uses such things in any large 
amount. Other peoples are begmnmg to demand them and will do so 
increasingly as they become acquainted with the “benefits of civilization.” 
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Iiva few decades, unless we return to savagery, the world demand for many 
nonrenewable resources will be twice or thrice that of today. 

Taking all these things into consideration, it would appear that world 
stores of needed natural resources are adequate to supply a basis for the 
comfortable existence of every human being who is likely to dwell any- 
where on the face of the earth for something like a thousand years to cnne. 

Even so, there may be found here an excuse for the policy of “grabbmg 
while the grabbmg is good” which motivates many mdividuals and nations 
at the present time. That excuse might, of course, be offset by the sugges- 
tion that there is no need to take thought for .a morrow a thousand years 
hence, if we have any respect for the ingenuity of our remote offspring. 
There is, however, another phase of current trends in human history that 
should not be overlooked in this connection. 

One hundred years ago, somethmg like 8o per cent of all the thmgs 
man used had their source on farms; most of the energy used to do the 
work of the world came from the muscles of living beings and from falling 
water. Today only about 30 per cent of the things man uses come from 
things that grow; most of the energy with which work is done comes from 
petroleum and coal. For a century or more, the policy has been to use rela- 
tively less of the annual income and more of the stored capital. 

Now comes the change. Automobile steering wheels arc made from 
soy beans; piano keys from cottage cheese; innumerable articles fashioned 
of plastics are produced in part from corncobs and alfalfa; multitudinous 
metal and rubber substitutes are synthesized from various farm crops. 
Energy is transmitted at high voltages for hundreds of miles from hydro- 
electric turbines. A considerable portion of the annual budget for research 
is being devoted to progress in the direction of using more of the renewable 
resources — man’s annual income, and less of the nonrenewablc resources— 
nature’s stored capital. 

What this new policy will mean is readily apparent. With progress 
along such lines, the pressure for political control of metalliferous ore 
deposits, coal fields, and oil pools is lessened. Much of the physical basis 
for international jealousy is liquidated. At last the intelligence of science 
may make it truly practical to beat our “swords into ploughshares, our 
spears into pruning hooks.” 

Again comes the msistent question from the pessimistic critic. Is there 
land enough? Is there sufiicient fertile soil to provide adequate food and 
in addition the plant materials for the ever-expanding chemical industries? 
And again we hear the same reply. Yes, there is enough and to spare. J. D. 
Bernal computes from apparently valid data that the cultivation of 2 billion 
acres of land by the methods now in vogue in Great Britain would provide 
an optimum food supply for the entire population of the earth. “Two 
billion acres is less than half the present cultivated area of 4 billion aoo 
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million acres, itself hardly 12 per cent of the land surface of the earth.” And 
' in this calculation no account is taken of the increased yields that may, con- 
fidently be expected from the continuing research of agronomists, plant 
breeders, and experts in animal husbandry, not to mention recent develop- 
ments in the new science of the soilless growth of plants. Evidently, the 
predictions of Maithus notwithstanding, mankind need have no fear that 
increasing populations will place an impossible burden upon the available 
sources of food. Human ingenuity, mtelhgent use of renewable resources, 
wise adjustment of structures and habits to environmental conditions, seem 
competent to dispel that dread shadow. 

But these optimistic conclusions concerning the relation of man to the 
nonrenewable and renewable resources essential for comfortable existence 
arc based upon world statistics. Obviously they do not apply with equal 
force to the economy of individual nations. No nation, not even the Soviet 
Union, Brazil, or the United States of America, embraces within its political 
frontiers a sufficient variety of geologic structures to give it adequate sup- 
plies of all the various metalliferous ores necessary as raw materials for 
modern industrial operations. The United States, for example, must import 
nickel, tin, antimony, chromium, and platinum if American manufacturers 
are to use those metals in the fabrication of articles essential to what we 
are pleased to call the civilized way of life. Likewise, no nation enjoys a 
sufficient variety of climatic conditions to permit all kinds of foodstuffs 
to be grown on its farms and fields or gathered from its forests, and to 
allow the growth of all the various plants contributing raw materials to 
industry. The United States, again the most significant example for us, is 
forced to import all the bananas, coffee, tea, camphor, coconuts, flax, jute, 
quinine, rubber, and shellac consumed in this country, either from foreign 
countries or its own overseas possessions. It is entirely possible that, within 
a few decades, substitutes of domesuc origin may be available to take the 
place of many, or even all, of such commodities or that plant breeders and 
agronomists may find a practical way of extending the geographical limits 
of some of the plants whose products arc considered essential so that any 
nation occupying a large fraction of any continent may actually be self- 
sufficient. But for the present and probably for a long time to come it is 
evident that every nation is dependent upon many other nations for the raw 
materials that it needs for its own mdustrial prosperity. 

Perhaps the most important fact concerning the life of man today 
is this fact of interdependence. No nation, community, or individual can 
gain any lasting measure of security without taking that fact into considera- 
tion. The resources that man must utdize, if he wishes to escape the fate 
of his less intelligent relatives now known only by their fossil remains, 
are unevenly distributed and locally concentrated. The techniques of dis- 
covering and utilizmg them arc now fairly well known, but satisfactory 
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procedures for making them and their products available to all members 
of the human family are not close at hand. 

The very solution of the physical problems which man encounters in 
his attempt to maintain his foothold upon the earth brings him all the more 
forcefully into bruising contact with psychical and spiritual problems that 
must also be solved if he is to contmue his existence on this planet. The 
critical question for the twentieth century is; How can 2 or 3 billion human 
beings be satisfactorily organized for the wise use and equitable distribution 
of resources that are abundant enough for all, but are unevenly scattered 
over the face of the earth ? Clearly, the future of man depends upon finding 
and applying the correct answer to that specific but far-reaching question. 

Man IS not only a specialist m the art of coordinated activity, but the 
trend toward organization is recognizable in the entire development of 
cosmic administration. Electrons, neutrons, and protons are organized into 
atoms, atoms into molecules, molecules into compounds. Some of the com- 
pounds prove to be cells, and these are organized to form individual plants 
and animals. Latest of all in the history of creative evolution certain individ- 
uals have been organized into societies. Transcending all that has gone 
before is the development of human society, obviously the most difficult, 
but at the same time potentially the most glorious organization yet 
attempted. 

Two antagonistic alternatives present themselves as possible bases for 
this organization. The issue between the two has never before been so 
clearly drawn as it is today. The social group, whether it be the family, 
the industrial or commercial company, or the political unit, may be or- 
ganized on the principle of regimentation, or it may be developed accord- 
ing to democratic principles. Both methods arc being tried under a variety 
of conditions, and each has something to be said in its favor. But both 
cannot be equally conducive to the continuing existence of mankind. One 
or the other must be selected as the basis for the future security of man. 

If regimentation be the choice, then the great mass of humankind must 
be trained for obedience — blind, unquestioning, but superbly skillful obe- 
dience. The educator becomes the intellectual and spiritual counterpart of 
the drill sergeant in the army. This is no menial task, nor is its objective 
a mean one. Skill is a commodity of which there is never likely to be an 
oversupply. On the other hand, if democracy be the choice, the great mass 
of humankind must be trained for wise, self-determined cooperation. Pre- 
cisely those qualities of mind and heart which have long been extolled in 
Christian doctrine must be developed to the fullest possible extent. Not 
only skill but also the ability to govern oneself, the eternal prerequisite for 
freedom, must be developed in each member of the group. 

Insofar as physical existence is concerned, there would seem to be little 
or no choice between these alternatives. Human nature being what it is 
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today, perhaps the regimentation of society may temptn^rily be the more 
cfiGcient method. But the full circle of organic law embraces more than 
mere existence. From the continuity of the evolutionary process, there has 
emerged a creature who is aware of vivid values in life that may be found 
beyond the goods necessary for comfortable existence. Ideas and ideals are 
powerful determining faaors in the world today, and among them the ideal 
of freedom for the individual in the midst of social restraint is the most 
vital and compelling of all. Though it baffle our scientific tools for measure- 
ment, It is nonetheless a reality. 

It IS m the yearning for freedom, the love of beauty, the search for 
truth, the recognition of moral law and in the awareness of spuitual forces 
that human nature is distinguished from all other sorts of nature. Man 
shares with other animals the need for satisfactory economics, for adequate 
food and shelter, for the goods essential to existence, but his needs transcend 
these physical factors because his nature differs from theirs. Probably nine- 
tenths of all the words that have been used since the dawn of speech in 
reference to “human nature” have referred to those elements in the nature 
of man that are shared with other anunals rather than to those that are 
man’s unique possession. It would be far better to concentrate upon the 
latter and thus to distinguish human nature from animal nature. 

Regimentation may be good for man as an animal; through that type 
of social organization his need for goods may be effiaently supplied. But 
regimentation is certainly not good for human nature as thus distinguished. 
Experience verifies what wisdom foresees; regimentation stultifies the spirit, 
destroys personahty, standardizes thought and action. Worst of all, regi- 
mentation means stagnation of the creative process and, as we have seen, 
stagnation among the more complexly organized vertebrates has led in- 
evitably to extinaion. If man attempts to live by bread alone, mankind 
commits collective suicide. Apparently the best and perhaps the only chance 
for mankind to succeed in the quest for security is through progress in the 
art of living on a high spiritual plane rather than through exclusive atten- 
tion to the science of existence on a purely physical level. 

5 

To put this same thought in more specific terms, it means that coordi- 
nated activity directed toward efficient organization of individuals must 
become cooperauve activity directed toward the enrichment of personality 
within an efficiently organized society. This requires both intelhgence and 
good will. 

Fortunately, these characteristics arc uniquely developed in the species 
of placental mammal with which we are preeminently concerned. Man is a 
specialist in the use of both. The trend of the past 5,000 years may well 
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contiaue, 'de^te aumerous temporary setbacks, throughout the n>»T» hnr 
centuries at Imt. 

It is sometimes suggested that because man has specialized in brains, 
brains may cause his downfall, just as presumably the overspecialization in 
external armament contributed to the downfall of certain herbivorous 
dinosaurs. That argument by analogy is, however, heavily punctuated with 
fallacies. There is as yet no evidence that mankind is weighted down with a 
superabundance of intelhgence. On the contrary, it is failure to act intelli- 
gently that endangers individuals and groups in the midst of competition. 
To see in advance the remote consequences of contemplated action is an 
abihty that ought to be increasingly cultivated rather than scouted as a 
menace. 

There seems to be no good reason why a sound mind should not be 
accompanied by a sound body. If the number of psychopathic individuals 
is increasing in this high-speed, technologic age, it is a challenge to be met 
not by bemoamng the imminent collapse of civihzation but by intelligent 
adjustment of habits and activities to the new demands of the new times. 

Once the commitment is made to the belief that the cooperative way 
of life offers the best chance for the future security of man as an inhabitant 
of the earth, the need 1$ greater for intelligence to be used as a guide for 
good will, rather than for good will to be applied as a brake on any possible 
increase in intelligence. 

The roots of self-centered individuahsm may be traced backward for 
at least 600 million years m the record of geologic life development, whereas 
'our heritage of social consciousness dates from a time only about 60 million 
years ago when gregarious instincts became clearly evident among placental 
mammals. That trend is, however, especially apparent in the group from 
which mankind has stemmed. 

Man IS still in the stage of specific youth. His golden age, if any, is 
in the future rather than in the past. Human nature is still sufficiently 
plastic and phable to permit considerable change, notably in this important 
area of attitudes and relationships wherein the increase of good will as a 
motive for action seems most likely to result in beneficial adjustments to the 
new factors in the environment. 

In thus seeking a satisfactory coordination of intelligence and good 
will. It becomes necessary for research scientists to give more thought than 
has been customary in the past to the social consequences of their work. 
They share with statesmen, politicians, educators, and all molders of public 
opinion the responsibility for determining the uses to which the new tools 
provided by scientific research are put. As scientists, they should continue 
to seek truth regardless of its consequences and to increase human efficiency 
m every possible way, but as members of society, as individual representa- 
tives of a species seeking future security as mhabitants of the earth, they 
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must also do their utmost to tosure wise use of knowledge and constructive 
application of energy. 

There is a real difference between the so-called social sciences and the 
natural and physical sciences that has an important bearmg here. It is not 
that there is anything unnatural about the social sciences. Man is a part 
of nature, and the study of human society is just as truly natural science 
in the real sense of the term as any other study. The difference arises from 
the peculiar factors and particular functions pertaining to the cooperative 
way of life. Whereas the scientific use of things may be achieved through 
the efforts of a very small minority of the citizens, provided with adequate 
facilities for research, the scientific organization of society in a democracy 
can be achieved only when the majority of its citizens have the scientific 
attitude toward social problems and act m accordance with that attitude of 
mind. In other words, only a few physicists, chemists, and technologists are 
required for the mastery of our physical environment, but for victory in 
the struggle with ourselves every man must be his own sociologist. 

Although this places upon the forces of education a Herculean task. 
It is not nearly so impossible an assignment as at a first glance it might 
appear to be. In the first place, the responsibility upon the mdividual citizen 
is rarely that of designing a new social structure or charting a new program 
for society. Almost invariably it is his duty merely to select from many 
plans, programs, or proposals the one that seems to him most likely to 
produce the most desirable results for all concerned. In the second place, 
scientific habits of mind have already been developed to a greater extent 
than IS ordinarily recognized. The garage mechanic attacks the problem of 
a balky automobile in a truly scientific manner. The salesman uses psychol- 
ogy m planning his approach to a difficult prospect. The housewife thinks 
scientifically when about to concoct a new dessert or redecorate the living 
room. In most cases, it is only necessary to apply in the area of social rela- 
tionships the same habits of mind that have been followed in the area of 
individual behavior. 

6 

In conclusion, the outlook for the future of man as an inhabitant of 
the earth is far from pessimistic. If certain tendencies already developing 
are encouraged and certain resources already available are capitalized to 
the full, there is good reason to expect that mankind will maintain existence 
and even live happily for an indefinitely long period of time. The oppor- 
tunity IS his to demonstrate the intrinsic worth of biologic phenomena and 
thus to justify the vast expenditure of time and energy involved in organic 
evolution. With greater emphasis upon the development of intelligence and 
good will, he may achieve that which the temporarily triumphant dynasties 
of the past have failed to achieve. Thus the geologist may turn from the 
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long perspective of geologic history to the enticing vista of' the geologic 
future of earth and man with high hope and even with conhdent assurance. 


Conrad Aiken 

The poets have the last word. Only poetiy can ma\e findtty beautiful 
and so ma\e tt bearable. Conrad At^en and the poets who follow have 
set regret to music. 


ALL LOVELY THINGS 

All lovely things will have an ending, 

All lovely things will fade and die, 

And youth, that’s now so bravely spending. 
Will beg a penny by and by. 

Fine ladies all are soon forgotten, 

And goldenrod is dust when dead, 

The sweetest flesh and flowers are rotten 
And cobwebs tent the brightest head. 

Come back, true love! Sweet youth, return I 
But time goes on, and will, unheeding. 
Though hands will reach, and eyes will yearn. 
And the wild days set true hearts bleeding. 

Come back, true love’ Sweet youth, remain! 
But goldenrod and daisies wither. 

And over them blows autumn rain, 

They pass, they pass, and know not whither. 



Thomas Hardy 

In ''Afterward^' Hardy reveals himself as a man of unexpected tender- 
ness and sensibtbty. The new leaves of May, the hawl(s flight, the hedge- 
hog, the stars, the broken cadence of a tdhng beli^hese were some of 
the little things which he loved and would be remembered for. 


AFTERWARDS 

When the Present has latched its postern behind my tremulous stay, 

And the May month flaps its glad green leaves like wings, 

Delicate-filmed as new-spun silk, will the neighbors say, 

“He was a man who used to notice such things”? 

If it be in the dusk when, like an eyelid's soundless blmk. 

The dcwfall-hawk comes crossing the shades to alight 
Upon the wind-warped upland thorn, a gazer may thmk, 

“To him this must have been a familiar sight.” 

If I pass during some nocturnal blackness, mothy and warm, 

When the hedgehog travels furtively over the lawn, 

One may say, “He strove that such innocent creatures should come to no 
harm, 

But he could do little for them; and now he is gone.” 

I^ when hearing that I have been stilled at last, they stand at the door. 
Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees. 

Will this thought rise on those who will meet my face no more, 

“He was one who had an eye for such mysteries”? 

And will any say when my bell of quittance is heard in the gloom. 

And a crossing breeze cuts a pause in its outrollings, 

Till they rise again, as they were a new bell’s boom, 

“He hears it not now, but used to nouce such thmgs”? 
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Robert Frost 


The two poems which follow, though published in different volumes of 
Frosts worlf^, may dmost be regarded as companion pieces. Two moods, 
two whole philosophies, are compressed into these simple and tender 
hnes. The second poem answers the mood of the first. 


RELUCTANCE 

Out through the fields and the woods 
And over the walls I have wended; 

I have cbmbed the hills of view 
And looked at the world, and descended; 

I have come by the highway home, 

And lo. It IS ended. 

The leaves are all dead on the ground. 

Save those that the oak is keeping 

To ravel them one by one 
And let them go scraping and creeping 

Out over the crusted snow. 

When others are sleeping. 

And the dead leaves he huddled and still. 

No longer blown hither and thither; 

The last lone aster is gone; 

The flowers of the wich-hazel wither; 

The heart is still aching to seek. 

But the feet question “Whither?” 

Ah, when to the heart of man 
Was it ever less than a treason 

To go with the drift of things, 

To yield with a grace to reason. 

And bow and accept the end 
Of a love or a season? 
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ACCEPTANCE 

When the spent sun throws up its rays on cloud 
And goes down burning into the gulf below, 

No voice in nature is heard to cry aloud 
At what has happened. Birds, at least, must know 
It is the change to darkness in the sky. 
Murmuring something quiet in her breast, 

One bird ^gins to close a faded eye; 

Or overtaken too far from his nest. 

Hurrying low above the grove, some waif 
Swoops just in time to his remembered tree. 

At most he thinks or twitters softly, “Safel 
Now let the night be dark for all of me. 

Let the night be too dark for me to see 
Into the future. Let what will be, be.” 


Elinor Wylie 

Ehnor Wylte (188^-1928) was born tn New Jersey of a family long fa- 
mous tn Pennsylvania history. She was educated at Bryn Mawr. Her 
beauty, her romances, her scholarship, and her literary virtuosity have 
already become almost a legend of American letters. But the novels, such 
as The Venetian Glass Nephew and The Orphan Angel, and her poems, 
sumptuously issued in a collected edition, survive to testify to the intri- 
cate dexterity, the metaphysical subtlety, the brittle exquisiteness of this 
late descendant of John Donne. 


FAREWELL, SWEET DUST 

Now I have lost you, I must scatter 
All of you on the air henceforth; 

Not that to me it can ever matter 
But It’s only fair to the rest of earth. 

Now especially, when it is winter 
And the sun’s not half so bright as he was, 
Who wouldn’t be glad to find a splinter 
That once was you, in the frozen grass? 
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Snowflakes, too, will be softer feathered. 

Clouds, perhaps, will be whiter plumed; 

Ram, whose brilhance you caught and gathered. 
Purer silver have reassumed. 

Farewell, sweet dust; I was never a miser: 

Once, for a minute, I made you mine: 

Now you are gone, I am none the wiser 
But the leaves of the willow are bright as wine. 


Maxwell Anderson 

At the end of Winterset, a tragedy tnsptred by the Sacco-Vanzetu case, 
the aged Esdras, spea/(tng by way of chotus to the action, sadly regards 
his daughter Mmamne and her lover Mio. l{tlled by the gangsters' bul- 
lets; and mindful of the biave way they died he speaks unth passionate 
pnahty of mans victouous courage in face of “the endless darl^.'’ 


From WINTERSET 

Oh, Minamne, 

and Mio — Mio, my son — know this where you he, 
this IS the glory of earthborn men and women, 
not to cringe, never to yield, but standing, 
take defeat implacable and defiant, 
die unsubmitting. I wish that I’d died so, 
long ago; before you’re old you’ll wish 
that you had died as they have. On this star, 
in this hard star-adventure, knowing not 
what the fires mean to right and left, nor whether 
a meaning was intended or presumed, 
man can stand up, and look out blind, and say: 
in all these turning lights I find no clue, 
only a masterless night, and in my blood 
no certain answer, yet is my mind my own, 
yet IS my heart a cry toward something dim 
in distance, which is higher than 1 am 
and makes me emperor of the endless dark 
even in seeking' What odds and ends of life 
men may hve otherwise, let them live, and then 
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go out, as I shall go, and you. Our part 
is only to bury them. Come, take her up. 
They must not lie here. 


John Holmes 

Address to the Living, the iirst hoo)( of John Holmes (1904- ), ful- 

fills the promtse of Us title. With the confidence of youth he praises the 
experiences of this world, holds the certainties of the present against the 
secrets of the future, and proclaims simply, "Life is enough." hbp of My 
Country, a later boo\, shows a sharpening of perceptions, a deepening 
of tone. In its notable introduction the author teUs what he has learned 
as a teacher of English at Tufts College guiding beginners in the writ- 
ing art, and tal\s freely of his own purposes as a poet. 


TESTAMENT 

There are too many poems with the word 
Death, death, death, tolhng among the rhyme. 
Let us remember death, a soarmg bird 
Whose wing will shadow all of us m time. 

Let us remember death, an accident 
Of darkness fallen far away and near. 

But, being mortal, be most eloquent 
Of daylight and the moment now and here. 

Not to the name of death over and over. 

But the prouder name of life, is poetry sworn. 
The livmg man has words that rediscover 
Even the dust from whence the man was born, 

And words that may be water, food, and Bre, 
Of love and pity and perfection wrought. 

Or swords or roses, as we may require. 

Or sudden towers for the climbmg thought. 

Out of the beating heart the words that beat 
Sing of the fountain that is never spent. 

Let us remember life, the salt, the sweet. 

And make of that our tireless testament. 



THEME ASSIGNMENTS 


THE following theme assignments supplement and 
loosely parallel the reading assigned in the text. Many of these assignments are 
not diiecdy related to a particular piece of reading but fall within the student’s 
own frame of reference. His reading provides a mood, a springboard, a range 
of ideas from which, indirectly, he may derive his impetus. The actual content 
of his theme is best drawn from the deep springs of his own thoughts, emotions, 
studies, conversations, and experiences— in short, his personal history. In the 
later assignments the student will find a preponderance of subjects outside his 
flrst-haad knowledge, and then he will have to learn the judicious use of works 
of reference. 

Note that this is no mere list of titles, such as “My Pet Ambition” or “Why 
I Am Going to College.” The assignments provide sufficient specifications to give 
the student-writer some preconception of his task. Often he is presented with a 
situation which he must Egure out for himself. The conditions are given. He 
must do the rest. 

These assignments are no more than samples. They cannot be otherwise if 
they are to be fresh and umely and immediate. They ought to be related to the 
morning’s headlines, the evening’s broadcast, no less than to last week’s reading 
in Present Tense. They must be applicable to the students who use. them, and 
the requirements of the student in the mid-West are widely different from those 
on the East Coast or the West Coast or m Canada. Somewhat different assign- 
ments may be needed for men and for women. In short, these samples should 
be adapted to the particular circumstances under which they are used. 

The editor gratefully acknowledges the assistance of his colleagues, espe- 
cially Dr. I. J. Kapstein, who suggested assignments and tested them in their 
classes. 

I. FIRST PERSON SINGULAR 

1. Try to imagine meeting yourself as you were at nine years old. What 
traits would you rediscover in the boy or girl that was you? (A Boy I Knew) 

2. If you could meet the child that was you, what would you talk about? 
Reproduce the conversation. (A Boy I Knew) 

3. In a conversation with your parents tell the earliest experiences of your 
life as you remember them — and as they remember them. 

4. Remembering the games and deviltries of your childhood, compare them 
with the activities of children in the i88o’s. (Introduction to the Universe) 
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5. You are swapping experiences with one of your new classmates: tell him 
an episode from your childhood which still stands out vividly in your memory. 

6. If you no longer live in your childhood home, try to recall its features 
for the benefit of a friend who knows you only in your present environment. 

7. A group of students are describing the most completely carefree and irre- 
sponsible thing they ever did, and its consequences. Add your contnbution. (The 
Circus) 

8. Assume that a local broadcasting station (or the college radio network) 
is sponsoring a contest for accounts of “My Most Embarrassing Moment.” Write 
your entry, telling how you got mto an embarrassmg situation during secondary 
school years, and how you got out of it. (Calf Love) 

9. During your last year in high school you have invited your girl to the 
Semor dance, but a distant cousin arrives imexjiectcdly for a visit and your mother 
insists that you take her instead. Compheating the situation is the foct that your 
girl* is sensitive to slights. Write her and explain everything! 

10. For a magazine addressed to the high-school age wnte an article, based 
on your own experience, in which you explain how to train an ammal. (I Get 
a Colt to Break In) 

11. If you arc a student of music or some other art, discuss the place of the 
attist in modetn society. (Young Atchimedes; Whatever Hope We Have) 

13. In a letter to a friend who will enter your college next year describe sev- 
eral members of the faculty against the background of the campus on a par- 
ticular day. (Fine Morning) 

13. You and a new friend of the opposite sex are getting acquainted. Tell 
your friend some of your early ambitions for a career, how you came to dream 
them, and what happened to them. 

14. Describe two dances, one which you enjoyed and one which you did not 
enjoy, and show clearly the reasons for your reactions. 

15. You have a classmate who has come to college with misgivings as to the 
value of higher education; he is discouraged by the necessity of earning his way 
through college. Talk over his problems with him and show him how college 
looks to you in prospect. 

16. Troubled by the uncertainties of the future and disheartened by low 
grades in his first courses, your roommate is thinking of leaving college and get- 
ting a job. Help him to think his way through his problem. 

17. Write two brief treatments of the same topic of campus opinion: one 
wholly favorable, the other wholly unfavorable. 

18. “We do not know what the humanities are, we do not know why we 
teach them, and we do not know what results to expect from them, when they 
are taught.” After a careful reading of “The Place of the Humanities in American 
Education” write a letter to the president of your college in which you attempt 
a definition of the humanities, show why you think they should (or should not) 
be stressed, and discuss what results you expect to get from your college studies. 

19. You are continually questiomng whether college is good enough for you. 
But are you good enough for college? Have you the maturity, the intellectual 
background, the dear purpose which success in college requires? 
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20. Stephen Leacock sees in the mounting complexity of knowledge an tm- 
fortunate lengthening of the period of education. If you see a solution to this 
dilemma write an arucle on education as it might be; do not try to plan an actual 
curriculum, but indicate what, in general, would be a good education without 
unreasonable expenditure of time. (Education Eating Up Life) 

21. Your college daily is holding a symposium on the subject* “Who gets 
the more from college, the student who must count every cent or the student 
who has an adequate allowance for all expenses?” Write your contnbution. Refer 
to your experience and observation. (Forty Rubles a Month) 

22. In a democracy equal opportunity should be open to all. Do you think 
that the federal government should support universal college education as a demo- 
cratic ideaP 

23. Have you learned more durmg the past semester inside or outside the 
classroom? Document your answer with actual experiences. 

24. Write a feature article for your former school paper telling in what ways 
(aside from matters of routine) college life differs from school life and how 
far college fulfills your expectations. Take pains to make the article lively and 
amusing. 

25. “The lack of leisure on an American campus is its greatest curse, but 
fraternity membership encourages not leisure but idleness.” Explain the distinc- 
tion between leisure and idleness, and comment on the quotation. 

26. Before you left for college your crabbed old uncle Ezra told you: 
“ Tisn’t worth it' The only real education is the one you get in the school of 
hard knocks.” Now that you have had time to test the truth of his opinion, write 
him what you think of college education. Be tactful but sincere. 

27. “The American undergraduate,” bumbled the chapel orator, "lives a 
happy, carefree existence, protected from the harsh realities of the world beyond 
the college gates.” Write a chapel address of your own in which, on the basis of 
your own experience, you agree or disagree with this view. 

28. Your roommate is a skeptical Sophomore who declares that college has 
taught him nothing. Show him how college has already taught you some one 
specific skill or idea or way of thinking which will be valuable to you in the 
kind of world you expect to live in. 

29. Write a report to your faculty counselor on the most important events 
that have happened to you in college thus far. 

30. In a letter to the editor give your personal estimate of the campus daily 
as a publication and as an organ of undergraduate opinion. 

31. You have just listened to a radio commentator who said that the younger 
generation today is insensitive, realistic, cynical. Write him a letter in which you 
agree or disagree with any or all of his charges. Back your opinions by examples 
from your own acquaintance. 

32. What was the first time in your life that you felt a real sense of achieve- 
ment? Tell the circumstances. 

33. Tell how you taught yourself something: a good habit, a skill, an attitude 
toward life or people. 
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II. FIRST PERSON PLURAL 

34. If it were spring and you were faced by the same dilemma as Crazy 
Willie, what would you do about it? How do you thmk your jJans would come 
out? Tell your own story. (Spring over Brooklyn) 

35. Retell the story “Spring over Brooklyn” from Dolly's point of view. 

36. As Chapter III of your unwritten autobiography, discuss the influence 
of yourfaimly and friendships upon your attitude toward certain problems, social, 
political, or moral. 

37. Describe a personal encounter with wild life, not a hunting episode. 
Don’t neglect the background of the experience. (Two Look at Two) 

38. You are still swapping experiences with your new classmate. Now you 
have got well enough acquainted to tell him of the first friendship (boy or girl) 
that has really meant something to you and of how it came about. 

39. Write the body of a letter to an old friend back home describing your 
roommate or some other newly made friend (boy or girl) at college. 

40. You are inviting your roommate to go home with you next week end. 
He has never met your family. Tell him what the visit will be like and introduce 
him to the members of your family in advance. 

41. You have just arrived at your summer home or camp for the vacation. 
Tell about the experience of coming back m a conversation with your nearest 
neighbor, a native, who drops in on the following day. 

42. An aunt whom you have never seen comes to visit your home. Through 
a misunderstanding, the rest of the famdy have gone to meet her at the tram and 
you are alone when she arrives at the house. Tell her something of your family 
hfe so that she will feel at home, and try to make the best of an awkward situa- 
tion. 

43. To a newly arrived Jugo-Slavian describe the traditions and supersutions 
which surround a wedding in the Umted States. Put all this into the story of 
an actual wedding which you have attended. (Weddmg in Carmola) 

44. Describe some celebration, procession, or custom which you have ob- 
served in a foreign community either here or abroad. 

45. If you have ever plowed a field, try to explain to a city-born classmate 
what the experience feels like, in the morning, at noon, at supper-time. (These 
Acres; A Peculiar Gift) 

46. Describe and contrast several of the domestics who have worked in your 
family from time to time — a saga of the sink. 

47. Your best friend, a bride who scarcely knows hoVv to boil water, is giving 
a dinner for her husband’s fastidious relatives. Tell her what to prepare and how, 
without resorting too freely to the can-opener. 

48. Do you think that the housewife leads a pleasanter life than the career 
woman? What do you mean by “pleasant”? (These Acres; People from Out of 
Town) 

49. A student writes: “Girls have as much spending money as fellows, and 
the living expenses of both sexes are about equal. If the girl shared the expense 
of the date by paying her own way, the financial burden on her escort would be 
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cut in half. With the cost of dates reduced, the average man would feel able to 
go out oaoK often, know more ^Is, and get more fun out of life.” Was the 
writer a girl or a boy? Do you share the opimon expressed? 

50. Describe a day in the home life ctf the most interesting old couple you 
have known. (Blinker Was a- Good Dog) 

51. Write the body of a letter to a student of your own age living in a 
cooperative community in Palestine. Tril him what you think he would like to 
know about your life, and ask him questions about his life, (A Peculiar Gift) 

53. The college psychiatrist has asked you whether you have ever led an 
imaginary existence. If a boy, you may have permitted yourself dreams of athletic 
or military distinction; if a girl, you may have pictured yourself as the subject of 
a glamorous romance. Tell the doctor your story and its consequences. (The Secret 
Life of Walter Mitty) 

53. An old friend in a distant city has written you: “The firm is transferring 
me next month to open a new branch in your home town. How do you think I 
am going to like the f^ace?” In reply try to convey to him the special quality, 
character, spirit, which distinguishes your community or region and tell him how 
his family are going to fit into it. (Our Town) 

54. “Very ordinary town, if you ask me. Little better behaved than most. 
Probably a lot duller.” So says Mr. Webb of Grover’s Corners. Yet his town fur- 
mshes the matter for a famous play. Consider the dramatic possibilities of your 
own home town. Perhaps you could wnte a one-act play about some of the people 
in it. Perhaps you could defend it in a letter to a friend who has never seen it but 
who has heard that it is very dull indeed. (Our Town) 

55. If, like Emily, you could relive a single day out of your past life, which 
day would you choose? (Our Town) 

56. Describe the personal appearance, history, and reputation of one of the 
least successful citizens of your home town, or of the town where you spend your 
summers. 

57. “Every street is a mirror of the people who live in it.” Contrast two 
streets in your town to show how they illustrate the truth of this quotation. 

58. The Chamber of Commerce in your home town proposes to tear down 
a historical landmark in order to relieve traffic congestion. Write a letter to the 
secretary of the Chamber opposing the project. 

59. Are you an individualist or a conformer? Illustrate your attitude toward 
society by a signiEcant example of your conduct. 

60. What person has had the most important influence on your life? Show 
the nature of this influence and its effect upon your development. 

III. MANPOWER 

61. If you have ever worked on a ferm at harvest time describe a tyfxcal 
day’s routine. (Kansas; Plantmg and Harvest) 

6a. To a city boy who is visitmg your country home describe some activity 
of farm life which you know at first hand; for example, raising chickens, caring 
tor a horse, running a dairy, calling a square dance, celebrating a holiday, being 
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your own handy-man, growing apices, planning a kitchen garden. If the visitor 
is a girl she will be interested in most of these aaivities and such other dungs 
as putting up preserves, making butter, feeding country appetites, braiding a rug. 

63. If you have ever held a steady job, write for your course in social science 
a report describing the job, your personal feelings about it, the relations of 
worker to worker, of worker and employer, and any other comments which seem 
pertinent to an understanding of the conditions of employment in the given 
industry. 

64. Write a letter of instruction for the guidance of an inexperienced worker 
who is to take the )ob which you are leaving. 

65. Write a letter of application for a ]ob in work for which you are already 
experienced; or assume that you have finished the traimng for the vocation m 
which you seek employment. 

66. Describe and explain the operation of a mechanical device with which 
you are familiar. Supplement your knowledge with such reference information as 
may be necessary (with proper acknowledgments). Note that it is usually unde- 
sirable to separate com{Jetely the technical description of a device from some 
exposition of process. Sample topics' surveyor's level, canal lock, milkmg machine, 
storage battery, camera, chicken incubator, turret lathe, thermostat, oil-bumer fur- 
nace, radio network, washing machine, jet-propulsion plane, turbine. 

67. Explain some simple industnal or commercial process which you know 
from experience or observation. Make use of both description and narration. 
Choose a reader who would be totally unfamiliar with the subject. Suggestions, 
selling men's clothing, mixing soft drinks, laying a cement foundation, operating 
a lathe, making an omelet, operating a filing system, taking inventory. 

68. A woman Senior has her choice of these alternatives after graduation: 
martiage and the life of a housewife, a professional career in college teaching, 
newspaper work. Give her your advice for whatever it is worth. 

69. Assume that you are applying for a spare-time job during the college 
year. Explain to your prospective employer why you consider yourself qualified 
for it. 

70. “All work is noble.” So the philosophers and poets acclaim the glories 
of honest toil. But we all know that today the way to succeed is not workmg 
hard but knowing the right people. Or is it? 

71. Write a report to some agency of your local government on social con- 
ditions in your home town which you believe should be corrected, for example, 
factory conditions, housing, child labor, sharecropping, racial discrimination, 
municipal lodging for vagrants, poor farm. It may be necessary to do some first- 
hand investigation. (The Leaden-Eyed; The Mouse That Gnawed the Oak-Tree 
Down) 

72. Through the exertions of a consumers’ lobby. Congress has legislated 
advertising out of existence. Desenbe the effects, good or bad. Should we know 
what to eat, dnnk, smoke, wear? how to amuse ourselves? how to keep our 
health and beauty? 

73. For Fortune write a popular exposition of a manufacturing process of 
which you have first-hand informatidn. (To Qne-MiUionth of an Inch) 
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74. Write an informal essay in which you compare the “nearly right” the 
Chinese with the near-perfcction of an American manufacturing process. (To 
One-Millionth of an Inch; The Importance of Loahng) 

75. Using the narrative-journalistic method (but not necessarily the style) of 
Time, retell the story of some famous scientific discovery of the past, such as the 
telephone, the airplane, radium, insulin, the steam engine, the automobile, vac- 
cination, ether. (Twentieth Century Seer) 

76. For Time write a “man of the week” article which tells the life story and 
important achievements of a scientist, inventor, political leader, military leader, 
or other public figure. Name the sources from which you take your facts. (Twen- 
tieth Century Seer) 

77. An American scientist discovers a formula for the most powerful explo- 
sive in the world. Instead of turning his discovery over to the government he 
destroys the formula. What do you think of his action? Write in the form of a 
narrative in which, perhaps, the scientist justifies himself 

78. How may the post-war world benefit from the scientific advances occa- 
sioned by World War II? Stick to facts. 

79. Your freshman science course is opening a new world to you. Write home 
to your mother, who has never studied such a course, telling her what you are 
getting out of It and sharing the experience with her. 

80. As a student of science, how do you view the fact that science destroys 
in war the lives which it saves in time of peace? Take this question as the sub- 
ject for a speech before a meeting of your science club. 

* 81. In the factual style of an engineer’s report, describe some federal or state 
project of which you have personal knowledge, which has benefited your home 
region; for example, an airport, a dam, a conservation project, a reservation, a 
superhighway, a postofiice, a fish hatchery. (TVA Is Power) 

82. For The New Yorf^er write a profile of the most eccentric character you 
have ever known. (Professor Sea Gull) 

83. For a magazine which emphasizes personalities, write an account of 
someone whom you know well and admire. 

IV. PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS 

84. A friend of yours whose father has died has had to leave college and go 
to work. In a rather discouraged letter he has written you how tedious he finds 
his job. Tell him how, on some occasion, you learned to combine vocation with 
avocation. (Two Tramps in Mud-Timc) 

85. Your father, a successful saentist, has hoped that you would follow his 
profession. After arriving at college you decided to enroll for the degree of Bach- 
elor of Arts, and expect to include courses in literature, art, and music. Write him 
a letter in yyhich you fully explain and justify your decision. 

86. Who are the wise, the loafers or the hustlers? After considering Lin 
Yutang’s answer, give your own opinion, with suitable illustrations, in a courteous 
letter to Dr. Lin. (The Importance of Loafing) 

87. Write an article for one of the better magazines on the following: If you 
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vfcn five to choose a life of adventure and action «■ a life of quiet unevent6il> 
ness, which would you do, and udiy? Keep your plans within the bounds ot 
plausibility. 

88. Discuss the mechanical age as it atfects life in your own home and state 
whether you sincerely believe that machinery is a blessing or not. 

89. There are many ways in which people try to escape from boredom: 
music, the theater, country life, books, games, and so forth. If you are one of these 
would-be escapists, what method of escape do you recommend? 

90. Write in narrative form a character study of some relative whom you 
have known as intimately as Mrs. Damon knew Grandma Griswold. (Grandma 
Reads Thoreau) 

91. After reading at least the first and second chapters of Wdden, write an 
analysis of Thoreau’s character as revealed in his ideas. (Grandma Reads 
Thoreau) 

92. If, like Fadiman, you have ever conducted reading experiments with 
yourself as subject, write a report on the results. (My Life Is an Open Book) 

93. Write the body of a letter to Mrs. Buck in which you describe some book 
which you have read and which, you believe, meets her requirement that good 
literature contributes to our understanding of life. Explain the reasons for your 
choice. (Literature and Life) 

94. A magazine is conducting a contest on the subject: The best book I ever 
read. Write your entry, fully describing the book and convincmgly explaining 
why you consider it better than any other. 

95. Is fact stranger than fiction? Support your opinion by reference to two 
books which you have read; a novel and a true account of war experiences. 

96. “There is no frigate like a book to take us lands away.” Show how, in 
your readmg experience, you have learned the truth of these lines. Refer to a 
specific book or books. 

97. “I like to have a man’s knowledge comprehend more than one class of 
topics, one row of shelves. I like a man who likes to see a fine bam as well as a 
good tragedy.” Attempt an imaginary portrait of the sort of man who said this. 

98. Write, for one of the better magazmes, a character study of some figure 
in history whose biography you have read. Draw your facts from the biography 
and re-state them in your own words. Name your source. 

99. You and several friends are discussing the relative literary merits of your 
favorite magazines, especially the pro and con of the “digest.” Give the discussion. 

100. For a textbook in hterature to be used by high-school Seniors write your 
eiqilanation of the meaning of one of the poems in Present Tense. Suggestions: 
These Acres, Not Marble nor the Gilded Monuments, Speech to a Crowd, The 
Great and Marching Words. 

101. Write a letter to a friend who is convalescing from an illnen and, seek- 
ing intellectual entertamment, has asked you to recommend some good reading 
or a good author. 

102. If you have ever met a great artist or if you have ever felt the thrill of 
contact with great art (a pamting, a piece of sculpture, a building, a piece of 
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toudc, a etc.)» <leKribe the experience in the form of a pencmat narrative; 
(Rodin and Paris) 

103. Visit your local art museum: select any one object in the galleries which 
appeals to you and study it carefully. Then, in an imaginary conversation with 
the artist who created it, tell why you were attracted by it. 

104. If you could choose a good cdored reproduction of any picture in the 
world to hang in your room, what picture would you choose and why? 

105. Which, to your taste, is the more beautiful: an airplane or a racing 
yacht? Justify your preference. 

106. When Americans turn to the culture of their own country, what do 
they find? Write a continuation of Edman’s article in which you discuss the 
worth of the particular contribution of your own section of the United States 
to some one art. (Look Homeward, America') 

107. Select a group of three moving pictures that are widely popular and try 
'to analyze the secret of their appeal to the public. Does the popularity of such 

films constitute damaging evidence regarding the quality of our civilization? Dis- 
cuss both sides of the question and present your own conclusions. Do not give 
mere summaries of the pictures. 

108. “All the resources of science are applied in order that imbecility may 
flourish and vulgarity cover the earth. That they are doing so must be obvious to 
anyone who glances at a page of comic strips, attends the movies, or listens to 
the radio.” Discuss the truth of this somewhat sweeping indictment. 

109. Write the body of a letter to one of the broadcastmg companies protest- 
ing against some one type of program which you believe the radio could do with* 
out. Tell what type you would prefer and give your reasons. 

no. One of your friends, a swing fan, has ridiculed your attendance at sym- 
phony concerts (or purchase of symphony recordings). Defend your taste. (On 
Hearing a Symphony of Beethoven) 

111. Play one of the following recordings several times, carefully noting your 
reactions as you listen: Dvorak’s New World Symphony; Smetana’s The Moldau; 
Gershwin’s Rhapsody in Blue; Mendelssohn’s The Hebrides (Fingal’s Cave); 
Ravel’s Bolero; Sibelius’s Finlandia; Debussy’s La Mer; Prokofiev’s Lieutenant 
Kije Suite; Beethoven’s Seventh Symphony, Second Movement. Describe the expe- 
rience or translate the resulbng mood into an imaginary narrative. (On Hearing 
a Symphony of Beethoven) 

112. If you had fifty dollars to spend on phonograph recordings, what would 
you buy and why^ 

1 13. From recent numbers of Ufe select several examples of good art in pho- 
tography. Explain why you consider them good from a technical and professional 
standpoint. Do not write on this subject unless you know a good deal about 
photography. 

1 14. You have been asked to plan a community center for your home neigh- 
borhood. In a report to the committee describe the layout, including sketches. 

1 15. For a course in government, prepare a report on the state of Liberia, 
its history and its possibilities for the future. Give your sources. (What Is Africa 
to Me?) 
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1 16. For a student discussion group prepare a talk on the ^nist movement, 
emphasizing its human rather than its legalisbc aspects. (A Peculiar Gift; By the 
Waters of Gideon) 

1 17. If you have had flying experience, wnte the body of a letter to a friend 
who has never flown and convey to him some of the actual sensations of flying. 
Don’t attempt too much: Mrs Lindbergh spends seven pages on the descnption 
of a take-off. (Listen! the Wind Is Rising; Wings Across the Andes) 

1 1 8. Though you have never flown across the Andes or been shipwrecked on 
Greenland you have learned how to find the qualities of adventure in the more 
familiar experiences of daily life. Tell your roommate, who is bored with the 
routine, how to do it. (Wings Across the Andes; Shipwreck, etc.) 

1 19. Write an account, in the form of a journal, of an exciting experience 
from your own life. (Shipwreck) 

120. Did you ever have an experience so perfect and so true that you wished, 
it might always remain that way? Tell your story. (The Bear) 

121. To a beginner in some sport in which you excel try to convey the spe- 
cial sensations which you have got from it. (The Feel; European Saga; Moun- 
tain Speed) 

1 22. Assume that you are preparing a popular handbook on some sport, skill, 
hobby, or craft; write an introduction to the book in which you describe the 
personal qualities necessary for success in the activity which you are about to 
present. 

V. AMERICAN HERITAGE 

123. Visit a railroad station, bus station, or commercial airport at a time 
when traffic is heavy and make notes on the spot to serve as setting for a chapter 
of a story. Write the chapter. Or develop as an essay on the spirit of American 
life. (American Landscape) 

124. Study Fortune’s article, “The U. S. A.,” to discover and report on the 
changes which have come about in your section of the country since it was 
written. 

125. For a course in United States history write a report describing the geog- 
raphy of your home region and showing how it has affected the history and eco- 
nomic development of the region. (The U. S. A.) 

126. For a course in economics make a factual analysis of the products of 
your home region to show how they are the natural result of conditions in the 
background of the region (The U. S. A.) 

127. John Buchan has told us how the United States looks to a visitor from 
England. In the same spirit of friendly mterpretation describe the features of life 
in Canada, Mexico, England, or some other country which you have visited. (My 
America) 

128. Democracy “is primanly a sjnntual testament, from which certain po- 
litical and economic orders naturally follow.” Explain what you, personally, un- 
derstand by democracy as a “spiritual testament.” (My America) 
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139. “It is only out of the dirt that things grow.” Apply Buchan’s words to 
democracy and illustrate. (My America) 

130. “Democracy, after all, is a negative thing. It provides a fair field for 
the Good Life, but it is not in itself the Good Life.” Explain this quotation from 
Buchan. (My America) 

131. Watch the crowd wandering along Mam Street on a Saturday night, 
buying groceries in the chain store, going to the movies, shopping in the five- 
and-ten, playing bingo, listening to juke-boxes, waiting for buses. Then reflect 
that these are the voters. Ask yourself whether you have enough faith in the 
democratic ideal to believe in the infalhbihty of the majority in choosing our 
legislators and determining our destiny. Write an editorial which treats with hope 
or with misgiving the working of democratic government. (What Is Freedom?) 

132. Visit a regular meeting of the City Council or other governing body of 
your community and report, on the basis of notes, your impressions of democracy 
in action. 

133 “But do they really count the ballots?” exclaims a bewildered ex-Fascist 
as he listens to an account of an Amencan presidential campaign Give him a 
fair and frank account of political methods in the United States. 

134. A foreign agent in the United States is required to send his superiors a 
report explaining the functioning of our democratic system. Write the report for 
him. 

135. How can capitalism flourish in a democracy? A careful definition of 
terms is involved in the answer to this question. (The Rise of the Democratic 
Idea in the United States, Democracy in the Making) 

136. For your course in political science prepare a talk in which you explain 
your party affiliation, if you are an independent, explain why you do not belong 
to one of the parties and how your views differ from theirs. 

137. Read the Declaration of Independence and show how the pnnciples 
there enunciated are still valid m your own thinking. 

138 Compare the preambles of the several party platforms in the last na- 
tional election in an effort to discover their real meanings. 

139. Write an article for the general reader in which you try to make clear 
the meaning of some abstract term (such as democracy, capitalism, free enter- 
prise, nobility, morality). Explain, illustrate, give specific examples, eliimnate 
what you do not mean. 

140. “To provide for the economic well-being of our inhabitants, only three 
attributes, which are not beyond the reach of the average person, are necessary — 
honesty, industry, and thrift.” Draw the character of the statesman who held this 
kind of philosophy. 

14 1. For a course in economics prepare a report on the history of the co- 
operative movement in Nova Scotia. (Democracy in the Making) 

142. “Our young people are starving for real tasks and vital opportunities. 
Many of them live like sleepwalkers, apparently in contact with their environ- 
ment, but actually dead to everything but the print of the newspaper, the blare 
of the radio, or the flickering shadows on the screen.” These words were written 
by Bruce Bliven before the United States entered World War II. Assuming that 
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they become true again after the war, is eompulMry military training of young 
men a latisfoctory remedy for the conditions described? or have you an altema-' 
tive to suggest and defend? (Notes on the American Character) 

143. Choose a single feature of the American character as identified by 
Bliven and develop it into a full article. (Notes oiv the American Character) 

144. In an article for one of the b^er magazines describe a person of your 
acquaintance whose ideas and behavior seem to you typically American. (Notes 
on the American Character) 

145. Somewhere there may be a spot that you love best, a woods road, a 
river biuik, a hilltop. Describe it and t^ how it gamed its importance for you. 
(Lost Road) 

146. In an article for your home-town newspaper tell in what way, however 
small, the history of your town has played a part in the makmg of the nation. 

147. A publisher has asked you to write a novel about a period of American 
history that reveals the best in the Amencan character. Write him a letter telling 
what period you have chosen and why. 

X48. For a newspaper contest write an answer to the question: “If you could 
have lived at any other period of your country’s history, which period would you 
choose and why?” 

149. Lewis Mumford writes: “But in its best sense, patriotism is always nar- 

row and intense: close to one’s family, one’s village or city and the land around.” 
Forgetting all conventional defimbons of patriotism, ask yourself what specific 
things you love in Amencan hfe. What arc the actual roots of your patriotism? 
(Roots in the Region) • 

150. If your parents entered the United States as immigrants, get them to tell 
you some of their early experiences in a strange country. Then retell the best 
of them as a short story. (The Citizner; Mr. Kaplan and Shakespeare) 

151. To a friend of yours who is ashamed of his racial background (which 
is the same as yours) write a strong letter telling him what your racial group has 
contributed to the United States. 

152. One of your classmates is a refugee from a European country. He has 
had no opportunity to travel in the United States. So far as you have experience 
of American life explam to him what it means to be an Amencan. (The Cibzncr) 

153. “A union of the two strange worlds must be.” After thoughtful study, 
give your own solution for the problem of the Negro in America. (What Is Afnca 
to Me?; For My People; Colossal Bronze; Amencan Ideals and the American 
Conscience) 

154. 0ip from a recent newspaper a story revealing some social injustice in 
American life. Write an editorial condemning the condition, discussing its causes, 

' and suggesting remedies. 

155. Clip from a recent newspaper an editorial which criticizes some social 
condition in American life. Write the news story which might have prompted 
the editorial. For material draw upon your own first-hand observations. 

156. Write a letter to your Senator in which you tell him what you think 
of some pending measure of reform legislabon. 

157. An eccentric uncle has died and left you a large sum of money on the 
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oonditioa fhat jfou can convince hia lawyer diat you have a sound plan for usiAg 
half of this sum in some project for social betterment. Write a letter to hit hard- 
headed lawyer in which you describe your plan. 

158. Write an editorial on sonle one element in American civilization which 
you think contradicts the American Creed. (American Ideals and the American 
Conscience, page 499) 

159. In a letter to your Ijome-town newspaper, which has been critical of 
the present Administration, tell from personal experience or observation some- 
thing which the federal government has done for the good of the people in your 
community or in any other community with which you are familiar. 

160. In a letter to a fnend in a foreign country describe a personal experience 
that has made you say to yourself: ‘Tm proud to be an Americanl” (Two for 
a Penny) 

VI. PORTRAIT OF A WORLD 

161. Tell, in the form of a short story, a personal experience which has given 
you an understanding of the real meaning of Liberty, Democracy, or Sacrifice. 
(The Great and Marching Words) 

i6a. Write a letter to Henry Wallace in which you agree or disagree with 
his declaration that the century which comes out of the war must be “the century 
of the common man.” Note that Julian Huxley refers to “the Age of Social Man.” 
(The Price of Free World Victory; On Laving in a Revolution) 

* 163. “College students are sick of the constant harping on the same dull sub- 
jects: America, democracy, politics, world problems. After all, these matters are 
of no concern to them. Later on, perhaps; but right now football games and 
dances are a lot more important and a lot more pleasant to think about. And 
after all, there’s nothing kids can do about that stuff anyway.” Give your own 
opinion on this question. 

164. “The majority of undergraduates look at national politics with con- 
tempt, at international planning with distrust. It is their Hrm conviction that 
government and corruption are inseparable, that wars are inevitable, that foreign 
powers are not to be trusted. And it is upon their generation that the hope of the 
world rests I” Can you answer this cntiasm of your generation? 

165. Describe an example of government planiung or control with which 
you are familiar; give your reasons for approving or disapproving. (On Living 
in a Revolution) 

166. “It is entirely wrong to equate democracy with a system of free indi- 
vidual enterprise.” Write an editorial agreeing or disagreeing with Julian Huxley. 
(On Living in a Revolution; The Rise of the Democratic Idea in the United 
States) 

167. Warburg declares that class conflict is inevitable in the United States 
unless we all “make up our minds to abolish the injustice which causes the class 
conflict to exist.” Point out some of the principal mjustices and tell how you 
would remove them. (Domestic Prerequisites to Peace) 

168. “That which a nabon chuses to do it has a right to do.” What do you 
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think Tom Paine meant by these words? Do you think that he might qualify 
them to answer to present-day realities? 

169. After adequate research and thought write a magazine article on some 
one of the Four Freedoms which you think is not being lived up to in the 
United States today. (Pan-Humanism) 

170. Should you be willing to see your taxes raised in order that “Freedom 
from Want” might become a reality in China? Write a letter to your Congress- 
man in which you square your opmion with your allegiance to democracy. (Pan- 
Humamsm) 

1 71. Write a biographical sketch abcnit one of the four “world citizens” 
mentioned by Friedrich: Tom Paine, Thomas Jefferson, Benjamin Franklin, 
Lafayette. Give the sources of your ^information. (Pan-Humanism) 

173. “What are the common patterns of conduct that will enable the world’s 
common men to join forces in solving their common problems^ Is there a basis 
for a world community^” With these large and difficult questions Fnedrich con- 
cludes his article. How would you answer them? (Pan-Humanism) 

173. As a young man or woman with a stake in the future of this country, 
write a letter to your Senator or Representative telling him what you expect of 
Congress in relation to a certain specified issue of present or future in which you 
have a personal concern. 

174. “When the war is over the government ought to stop meddling in busi- 

ness and let private business take over again; ought to stop spending on such a 
mad scale; and ought to send all the bureaucrats and professors home again.” Do 
you agree or disagree? (What Kind of Collectivism Do We Want?) * 

175. The war has been over for some time and you can write again to a 
friend in one of the European countries. Describe for him what living was like 
under full wartime restnctions of food, clothing, transportation, luxuries, and so 
on. Did you discover any advantages in going without? 

176. You have been asked to speak at a post-war symposium on peace. Pre- 
pare a speech in which you state what you believe to be one important require- 
ment for a lasting peace. 

177. Select from the following list one respect in which a dictatorship is 
more effiaent than a democracy; show why this is so; explain how democracy can 
overcome this particular shortcoming; ownership of property, preparation for war, 
foreign trade, love of country, youth movement, sports, legal justice, education, 
recreation^ distribution of wealth, public health, housing, public works. 

178. Prepare a report for Meiklejohn’s “Institute of Education” on the teach- 
ing possibilities of radio or film or travel in post-war reconstruction. (Education 
and the Future) 

179. If you have undergone some fundamental change in your beliefs as the 
result of your education, would you say that it is possible to re-educate Nazi youth 
into acceptable citizens of a democracy? 

180. “Why should the young people not have their first experience of public 
service on work that serves for local improvement? It is our youngsters nearing 
military age who should be toughened off in lumber camps, on fishing boats, be- 
hind the hay-wagon and the threshing machine, on the road gang and in the 
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quarry.” — Mumford. Give your opinion. If you wish to look the subject up fur- 
ther before writing on it, see “The Moral Equivalent of War” in Memories and 
Studies by William James. (Roots m the Region) 

i8i. For a magazine of opinion write an analysis of the Japanese character 
which undertakes to explain why Japan attacked the Umted States. (The Mod- 
ernization of China and Japan) 

182 Write a letter to an imaginary student who will enter your college ten 
years from now. Describe to him your hopes for the future as plainly intimated 
in present developments in some one field of activity (education, housing, trans- 
portation, industrial relations, the fine arts, international relations, etc.) 

183. In what respects do Lin Yutang and Hu Shih agree as to the Chinese 
character? (The Importance of Loafing; The Modernization of China and Japan) 

184. If you live near a modern housing project, wnte a magazine article 
similar to Chase’s in which you desenbe, on the basis of actual visits, a new model 
dwelling and a typical dwelling of the sort which it supplants. (Shelter) 

185. Write a letter to your local newspaper proposing a slum clearance 
project and specifying the type of housing which should be provided. Some study 
of source material may be necessary. (Shelter) 

186. After a careful reading of “Tlie Last Letter” and if possible some read- 
ing of the author’s autobiography, attempt a character sketch of Nehru. 

187. Just before the beginning of the rise of power machinery m the United 
States the average person had about 16 wants that were considered necessities; 
today he has 94. What would Henry Thorcau (who died in 1862) say to this 
record of “progress”? (Science, Freedom, and the World of Tomorrow; Grandma 
Reads Thoreau) 

188. “Civilization consists in the multiplication and refinement of human 
wants.” So says Millikan. “Will the time come when the population will prefer 
to stabilize the standard of living at a certain level rather than to continue with 
vast extension programs?” So says Lamont. What do you think? (Science, Free- 
dom, and the World of Tomorrow; The Principles of Planning) 

VII. SEARCH FOR SIGNIFICANCE 

189. Write a brief paraphrase of one of the poems in this section and explain 
its meaning for you. Suggestions* Morning Song, Conversation at Midnight, The 
Listeners, The Chestnut Casts His Flambeaux, The Circus or One View of It, 
Winterset, Testament. 

190. Some of the poems in this section, such as “On the Beach at Aru 4 ,” 
give an optimistic view of life; others, such as “The Chestnut Casts His Flam- 
beaux,” are pessimistic. Where do your own sympathies he? 

191. Who do you think has the better of the debate between religion and 
science in the conflicting views of Fosdick and Huxley? Why do you thmk so? 
(Are Religious People Fooling Themselves?; The Creed of a Scientific Humanist) 

192. Summarize the findmgs of the astronomers regarding man’s place in 
time and space and compare them with the findings of the biologists. (Good 
Heavens; Man in the Universe; How Has Man Been Made?) 
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193. What does geology teach ai to the post and the futuie of the catdi? 
(The Futuie of Man as ia Inhabitan t of the Earth)' 

194. A Freshman asks the question: “How does one develop a sense of 
values? Why not live for the moment — take a short-range view of life — for to- 
morrow we die? What’s the use of all the talk about nght and wrong? What 
does It matter, eventually?” Can you advise him? 

195. You and a friend at another college have occasionally discussed religion 
in your letten. One of you is more than ever convinced of ^e rightness of his 
beliefs; the other is rapi^y losmg most of the beliefs with which he entered col- 
lege. You now wnte him a letter in which (taking either side) you discuss how 
college is affecting your religious views. 

196. “Beyond the will to believe, there must be, first of all, the will to 
doubt. He who has no doubts can never be educated. Education does not try to 
create the believer; it strives to create the understander. If you don’t understand, 
your beliefs are of little value anyway.” Do you agree or disagree? Compare the 
views of Anselmo in “Conversation at Midnight.” 

197. Since entering college, have you come to any religious or moral conclu- 
sions contrary to those held by your parents and, previously, by yourself? What 
caused the change m your opinions? 

198. Walter Lippmann writes: “Our ancestors thought they knew their way 
from birth through all eternity; wc are puzzled about the day after tomorrow.” 
What has caused the change? (The Creed of a Scientific Humanist) 

199. You and several classmates have been discussing your attitudes toward 
the church and religion. Somebody asks whether the church has anything to offer 
except the same old phrases, the same meaningless practices, the same far-off 
thing called religion. What can you tell him? 

aoo. “If a man doesn’t have a God, he creates one.” Think over the full im- 
plications of this quotation before you express your opinion of it. 

aoi. “Religion is all right in its place, but you can’t mix it with war or 
business or politics.” Just where does religion belong^ 

aoa. “Fatalism and faith represent two classic attitudes with which men have 
faced hard and rigorous times.” Where do you stand? (The Chestnut Casts His 
Flambeaux; Conversation at Midnight) 

ao3. Out of your whole life thus far what memory should you like to keep 
longest? (All Lovely Things; Afterwards; Reluctance) 
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